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She had to keep him away from her

Katherine Marie Farlough was young, beautiful dreldaughter of a
very rich and distinguished man. But inside thadeyl cage, Kate
was a mere pawn in her father's life.

The ruthless Kentuckian cared more for his busigessjuests than
his daughter's happiness, fully expecting Kate'syamy cooperation
in his latest plot to undo his rival, Lucas Dalton.

But Kate refused. She could never willingly be titag set to ruin the
one man who had offered her sanctuary from a lsgddeme. Even if
protecting Luke meant sending away the most atbe&atan she had
ever met.



CHAPTER ONE

KATHERINE made no attempt to walk quietly down the widerstee,

and her booted heels sounded quite audibly on thshed hard

wood. The staircase wound around in a gentle spaaarve. The
hall below was large and elegant, and a few welt@dl tables stood
at certain strategic points throughout its lengixpensive and
tasteful ornaments decorated these dainty piecksrature, and on

the main table, just inside the double front do@t®od a huge
bouquet of white orchids. Her eyes saw none ofethilesgs as she
walked through it all with the easy acceptance ¢ evho lived

constantly in such surroundings.

Katherine thought of her father's loyal servantwaitcurl of her upper
lip. Joss had seen her enter the house by theviagkand she was
sure that he had already informed her father ef tames—she never
thought of him any other way, certainly not as Dadavould be in a
rage, she knew, and this thought pleased her angry, despairing
way. The sounds of a cheerful dinner party floalewn the hall from
the very large reception room. The party was fordames had told
her so, with steel in his voice which told her chgéhat she could not
afford to miss it if she had any inkling of whatswgood for her.

She was used to his domineering ways. For all Her James
Farlough had dictated to her how she should bectrvehat she
should wear, who she should befriend or snub. Bosd days were
over. She had had enough.

Katherine had gone to the best private schools hieat father's
millions could buy, and had been kicked out of momher wild and
reckless behaviour. It hadn't mattered. The FaHougney merely
bought her entry into others. It was all one anel same to her.
Nobody had discerned in her a certain recklesshassvent beyond
mere youthful high spirits.



Her long legs strode unhurriedly towards the soutigg were
spilling out from the end of the hall, a flash dhat might have been
amusement appearing in her eyes and almost adyjdiskppearing
again. She had not bothered to change after rerusius horse ride,
and there was dust on her black, knee-high bobs.had on tight,
faded jeans that were tucked into them, and she wdnack blouse
that was open at a very tanned and slim throatteTas no visible
sign of apprehension on her thin, well-proportiorfade with its
high, angled cheekbones and its strong foreheadlaind Her eyes
were brilliant and hard, looking too large for lf@ce and too intense,
as if holding too much life in them. Her long aagdHiionably cut hair
held fiery glints, as if a dancing flame hid in tdepths of the
gleaming chestnut.

She paused just outside the threshold to tie abewuthroat a long
expensive black tie that she had taken the timietich from her
father's wardrobe. After setting the knot to ot sif her throat in a
rakish position, she moved with an athletic andgant- looking ease
to stand poised and framed in the wide, ornaten @m®rway. She
waited.

There was a general stir, and many of the forméigssed people
turned to look at her, a slim and not- very-talugg woman whose
stance compelled attention. She broke out of lilérests and slowly
started forward, looking neither right nor left areteiving a hazy
iImpression of glitter from various flashy and exgiga designer
dresses. Spaced among the different colours wezasaof tall
square-seeming black—the evening suits of the rivkme people
turned to look, and some moved out of the way assladed towards
the opposite side of the room where a bar wastsduaith a young
uniformed man in attendance behind it. She wasbterhungry,
having stormed out with no supper after the tegrdpharrel with her
father, and her stomach twisted warningly but shd p no heed. She
had lived on her nerves too long to care much atbmutlamage she
was doing to her body by neglecting to eat propdtlywas just



another aspect of her life that didn't really nmai@y more. A
growing silence was taking over the large room #iliglittering
guests, many of whom were influential and sociplgminent. She
reached the bar, placed a casual order, and tomede heel to lazily
survey the crowded room.

She was not surprised to see that she was indeecetitre of the
room's attention, and she soon located her fathigr some other
man—ypresumably Lucas Dalton, the guest of honoumtog her
way slowly. Reaching behind her, she took up hikdo toss it off
in one swallow. It was whisky, neat, and she deditedy held the
abominable liquid in her mouth for a long momemmnaring its
burning as she stared into the dark and curiodalykieyes of the tall
stranger beside her father. Then she swallowed cootted an
amused and malicious eyebrow at James, lookinghistfurious and
glacial expression mockingly. Every movement wasnded, every
expression calculated on her part. She was playohgngerous game
with fire.

James was looking particularly frightening, sheedptand was
vaguely surprised to find that it scarcely mattetecher. He had
always cowed her into submission before. The morsieaetched out
in the awful silence as father and daughter stateshch other. The
one figure held a curiously menacing stance irmagaing and yet still
powerfully built body while the other, young anditte fragile yet
taut- looking and haughty held a restless energyxhack, and
possessed an unconscious power that was all her e was
unaware of how her seemingly careless pose someboweyed an
overpowering rage tightly suppressed. The darkgeawatched the
two, his eyes penetrating and intelligent.

Then the still scene shifted and James began te mowss the floor
again towards his daughter. Katherine turned hed reway as if
uninterested, while she gave the bartender antwivevoiced order.
Another whisky was placed before her and she pigkead to cradle



it in her long slim fingers. She knew her fatheslided her to drink
spirits, and she knew that he was quite aware of $loe disliked
whisky. It was a deliberate taunt on her part, latlsuflaunting of
independence that was fuelling his anger at herertmence. He
didn't care whether the liquor was bad for her at, she realised
cynically. He just didn't want to see her drunlom¢ of his parties.

'‘Darling,' said James indulgently. Only she knew ldangerous that
endearment was, coming from him in that light toheoice. "You're

quite late. We have all eaten supper already. 't ¢aimk how you

forgot." Sarcasm dripped from his well-modulatedetoand there
were a few snickers. The dark man looked, fromtornthe other of
the Farloughs frowningly but remained silent. "Yairely Joss
informed you that the party was formal?'

'Oh, yes, James,' she purred sweetly, 'l didngefiorShe flicked an
indifferent hand at the tie at her throat. His epesdened as he
recognised it and his lips thinned. 'He did say theas black tie.'

There were more laughs at this as she affectedol tdne and

expression.

James assessed the situation quickly, taking aeriexged and
coldly comprehensive glance around him at his gudste ages of
the people present were varied, as were the diffgnefessions and
interests. Most of the men and women were now gyKixherine
with amusement and interest. His daughter was wifmbpular,
something he had encouraged, and she had a reputdr
eccentricity and uniqueness that would be enhamgdiestroyed by
tonight's behaviour. He had in the past helpedcdwutrof various
scrapes and scenes with an indulgence and a cangetreness of
how each one had built up her reputation. He'dhader scolded
her for any of her past misdemeanours, for the tetjom that
Katherine had built up was very advantageous to Reople flocked
around the girl's notoriety like flies to honey.t&f tonight, tales
would be circulating throughout the district abthé Farlough girl, a



character and a positive must for a lively partg. $&w too that she
had judged the situation much as he had, and aely knew of the

dark undercurrent involved in this public exhibiticShe had never
dared to rebel in the past. Now they were lockedainduel of

personalities, the outcome of which was the corfdler life.

'‘Come now,' he said, sounding fond. Only they kihew false that
was. 'Enough about tonight, my dear.' For now,rslad in his light
eyes. Only for now. 'l want you to meet my gueshohour.' He
turned and clapped the man by his side on the wéhla great show
of joviality. 'Luke, I've been very anxious for yammeet my naughty
daughter, Katherine. Katherine, my good friend Luke

'‘Ah, yes,' she drawled, and her father stiffenéal anterrible tension.
She looked the man up and down, ignoring his aettsted hand. 'So
you're the wonder boy?' she asked, smiling to sakee of the sting
out of her words. It was an insincere smile, anel lsmew that she
hovered dangerously on the borderline of rudendss.whisky had

given her courage, bolstering her recklessnessebeny and she
didn't regret her actions. She wouldn't, she knaniil later. 'Quite a .

. . real estate expert, aren't you? Or is it tbeksexchange, dear?'

They were still the focal point of curiosity andegyone was listening
with an avid and sickening attention. She could lee father's rage
pulsing underneath his bland and smiling extenmouyderous and
directed towards her. She knew that she was loswerything

important in life, and that her father's ruthlegsnthation would

probably eventually destroy her completely. She hagen

abominably and unforgivably rude to a virtual sgan and had
probably just made an enemy of an important andeplmivman. The
knowledge was deep in her large, proud eyes dssked up to meet
the eyes of the stranger she had insulted.

She got one of the biggest shocks of her life. LDkéon was fairly
tall, taller than most men in the room at leastl aell built, with the



controlled stance of an athlete. His shoulders wendely
proportioned; his slim hips were encased in expensiack material
which hugged them closely. His legs were long andated, and his
hands had a corded strength sewn into their lawsge$ But what she
was noticing were his eyes.

His, face was harshly moulded, two deep groovesrgutiown the

sides with dark, heavy brows, level and direct. $o¢ a hazy
Impression of a lean attractiveness, but that iatter. His eyes
were what mattered. They were a deep, clear gitegy Ftared into
her as if looking into her soul, searching her greebs intently.

There was a keen intelligence in that glance, amdwasly no anger,
and something else, that she couldn't have defihadr life had

depended on it. It looked like sympathy, but itldott be that, she
surmised. The man doesn't know me, she thoughttaAss he's
concerned, I'm a spoiled brat. That's good. | neefurther that
Impression.

Whatever else she saw in his eyes, she realisédhisaman was
powerful in a way that was different from anythitigat she'd ever
experienced before. He was to be reckoned with.

'Hotels,' he said gently, and she shivered frorhdhek gentleness. It
was like nothing her father could produce. 'l ovaiels. I've been
fortunate, but a great deal of it has been hardkwor

‘Just so,' she murmured and suddenly, devilishlitedor the sheer
hell of it, she threw back her head and laugheds,Timore than
anything, shocked her father and the few who haah ladle to detect
the anger waves between the two Farloughs. She steoe, amid
the ruin of her young life and more than a hundgeests, and
laughed with her head thrown back. Her rich hapled over her
shoulder like a flame and her laughter rippled dterheads of the
guests. 'And what," she asked mischievously, withegtravagant
gesture of one slim, brown hand, 'would | know d@baork, Mr



Dalton? Nothing, | quite assure you! It sounds swefi' Moving
forward, she tucked her hand into the crook of dms, felt the
Immense strength of him, and began to turn him afwayn her
father. She started to walk with him, pacing hepstto his longer
ones and he moved with her, surprisingly complidihy don't you
tell me a little about it, Mr Dalton, while we culate among the
guests? Tracy, that is a charming little frock--yMmello, Mrs White,
SO nice to see you, too! . . . And Timmy, oh ddamothynow ...
heavens it is quite a crush, isn't it? ... And wilain, do you think? ...'

Two people, one with a fire in her hair and eyles,dther with a deep
darkness, circulated, and dozens of eyes were di@ttrem.

God! to escape out through the large, open frenodaws was what
she needed, she found as she slid stealthily sotigh a heavy
curtain when a small orchestra started playingdarting was about
to resume. She had the shot of whisky, as yet ehty and she
skirted a few bushes, heading through several teeget beyond
sight of the house, unaware that she was beingwelll. She found a
spot in a small clearing and dropped under a traestood at the top
of a gentle slope that led down to the Kentuckerivihe water
glinted gently under the glow of the new moon. &snuite easy to
see in the soft light that suffused the summer,land the shadows
from the trees were a soothing grey. It was wamd,aslight breeze
fanned her face, lifting up her hair and idly blogiit across her
cheeks as if to play some light trick on her. Shashed it away
absently and stared at the amber liquid in her h&uwdldenly she
drank it, not bothering to hide her shudders indle@king darkness.
It hit her tender throat and burned her stomache &joked
unseeingly in front of her.

Her depression was deep and total. At the age ehtiwone,
Katherine Marie Farlough had what most people waddsider



everything in the world. She was young, beautdnlg the daughter
of a very rich and distinguished man. What moredshe possibly
want or conceivably need?

'‘God!" The word was almost wrenched from her, and skedlifier

hand to throw the expensive glass far away, buthiaed dropped
instead to the ground and pounded it in one furtbushp on a hard
root that stuck up out of the grass. The word edrall the anguish
and torment that she held in her bleeding heanelt all her despair.

She wouldn't win, she knew. She was not a matcthéorfather's
vindictiveness and thwarted spite. She was straihg@rmost people,
yes, but she couldn't stand up to him any moreerAdt lifetime, it
would appear that James Farlough was about to iisalaughter.

All her life, James had overshadowed any decigiahghe had made.
At one time, when she was very young, she had beared into
thinking that her father was the most romanticdaih the world, in
spite of the fact that he more often than not fohg birthday and his
visits to see her at boarding-school had beendofet at best. Every
time he had come to see her, though, he had shdweravith lavish
presents, charmed her with his white and easy samlé had taken
every one of her childhood friends' hearts awayédwer. All her
teachers had thought that she had everythingeaditd could dream
of and were at a loss to explain the oddly aduwkland pervasive
sadness that sat deep in little Katherine's eyles.h&d quickly seen
with the wisdom of the very young that her fathe@selessness
showed indifference and his charm hid a calculatadipulation.

As she had grown older, missing her mother in aigaand formless
way having never known her, James's role had becoare active
until his desires and wishes had been forced ® pai&cedence in her
young life. She graduated from school and was ptedeto
Kentucky's finest immediately, taking that politet Isnobbish horse
society by storm. Of course she could ride like ewildbent on



destruction. She played tennis with an awesomelynpstitive
spirit— and as a result hardly ever lost a game.\&#s quite superb
with the subtle verbal cut or witticism. She hagadled the very best
parties at her father's insistence and had datég the socially
prominent young men of whom he approved. More oftem not
these men were in some way connected with herrfatbasiness
Interests, again at his insistence.

Gradually the awareness had come over her thatvakdittle more
than a pawn, a useful tool in her father's lifatther own happiness
meant little or nothing to the man who controlleda ruthlessly. She
was a very intelligent girl, too intelligent to beed and never suspec
the truth, but just how little she meant to him khaen't realised until
she'd been involved with a young boy some four gydxck. Her
father had broker things off with a callousnesst thad been
shocking. He had ignored her tears and pleading heat finally
rounded on her with a coldness and a fury that ledd her
considerably shaken and in no doubt as to his @shnigs. The boy
was unsuitable and from a nondescript family baokgd. He was
not going to allow her to make a stupid fool ofd&df over a mere
nobody. He had better things for her to do, andenmaportant people
to impress. He had said finally, that if she didik it, tough. His
word was law in his own home. Her feelings didmtee into the
picture.

After he had left her room, two silent tears hagbtrdown her still
white face as the last of any adolescent yearrongggpes had died a
final death. She had never gone through any adaisdefiance,
although she had been provoked into somewhat witéiour to see
If James really cared or not. He hadn't, she had,s®&s he'd paid for
her extravagances and pulled her out of escapalesyith a
contemptuous little smile and a careless indulgetica had
bewildered her completely. She had never beentalidfle him, not
even with the most outrageous actions and had shsalgmitted to
his infrequent demands with a stunned and docieftance.



That late-night scene had left her with a badlyrechheart and a
determination never to be vulnerable again. Andhstelived up to

that determination, never letting any of the meeidheen told to go
out with close enough for a deep relationship.®beilt up a wall of

brittle gaiety and sarcastic remarks. As a resoltrpeople laughed
at her jokes and at the same time kept enoughndistto protect
themselves from her caustic tongue and penetrabsgrvances.

It was not that James actually hated her. She wgslysno better
than the rest of the world around him. His easymhaas a tool that
he used to manipulate everyone, and his vindicdssnwhen
thwarted had been shown to her at various timesgliner life. She
had seen him set out to accomplish the ruin ofstnegsman who had
backed out of a promise he'd made to James. Shesd&d him
completely demolish the composure of a waiter inexglusive
restaurant in Louisville. The waiter, she'd latearhed, had been
fired. And the servants at home would never thihkisobeying an
order from James, she knew. There were examplestfre past that
somehow reached the ears of every new employeawithvas quite
impossible to get hired again when one had beeniskgd by James
Farlough.

Her father's one love was power. He actually deremgoyment from
his maliciousness, she had discovered, and he wmiltiesitate to
wield situations to his advantage. Katherine, ndaaiing stayed at
one school very long and having her eyes opendacshiallow and
petty nature of the spoiled group that she asstmaith, was quite
alone. She had no true friends.

To be accurate, she had never felt the need fofraands, since the
people she knew were not necessarily people tleatespected. And
also she was a very reserved person under all pparent

extroversion. She did not open herself up to anyone



Her thoughts turned to an incident the week befdrieh had set the
torch of rage to the dry timber in her starved mikiddling a flare
that threatened to consume her.

‘Darling," James had said carelessly, kissing hethe forehead and
laughing at her slight flinch, 'l need you to beeio someone, a Luke
Dalton to be exact.'

'‘No,' she had said flatly, surprising herself anmd.HYou were just
cursing the man to hell last month. | won't be & p&any of your
plots.'

'Cut out the hysterics!" he had commanded coldlyl want you to
do is to make him like you and go out with him éowhile.'

'l said no. I'll go out once in a while with yourdiness associates bu
not your enemies. | can't understand you!' sheeptbded suddenly.
‘You certainly encourage hypocrisy! How can | fdrtpat you called
him an "upstart bastard"? Or had the expletivepsiibyour mind?
Perhaps you changed your mind?' She had swundg et @hair in
agitation. 'No, you're planning something, andr'thevant any part of
it, d'you hear? knowhow your mind works!

He had grabbed her shoulders and had shaken lgrthiawing her
away from him afterwards. She'd fallen into a chiaightened, and
had watched him with large green eyes as he tow@redher in a
rage. 'You'll do as | say," he grated while hisselyarned a warning
into hers. 'l don't want to hear anything more alitbDon't defy me,

Katherine. You aren't strong enough, and | worttygpuwith it. Not

now, not ever!

Not from you,' he flicked her with a hurting fingé&mor anyone else.'

It was the start of what turned out to be a veimdpattle, one that did
not deal with just one incident in her life, bustead the whole fate of



her personality. She knew that James would tryréalko her if she
seriously defied him, and yet this knowledge somebktrengthened
her resolve to try and escape from the absoluté helhad over her
entire life.

Well, she thought grimly as she hunched over drapiknees, she
certainly knew how to ruffle him now. She had argehnim beyond

any point that he'd ever been with her, and sheesfil as she
realised that full retribution would soon come dosynher head. She
had gone to the point of no return, and beyond. &= now at the
point where she didn't care if she lost this batflavills or not. She

had a good idea of what could happen to her, huedung deeply

hidden and incredibly stubborn had awoken in hiee. Isad grown up
in some way in the past few days. James couldlplgdsieak her, but
he would never, ever bend her to his will. Not eagain.

She thought of the conversation that she'd ovedhe&sshe had been
right outside her father's office the day befohe Eriday when she
had realised that she would never submit to haefagain.

"... You're damned right, I'm going to get it!llistan't believe that he
managed to get to Parson and make a bid in praradethat Parson
accepted! It's incomprehensible! That sonofabitittoth more than

he can chew, when he interfered with me. | wouldwibid any price
that Dalton could have paid on the open marketifose water-front
storehouses, and how he gulled Parson into sdétimglower price, |

don't know. In secret!'

‘Well, you were going to do the same if you'd Haglchance, weren't
you?' came back the tones of his executive viceipeat, Earl
Jacobi. Katherine had stopped at the sound of Baltsame and,
knowing what her father had asked of her, and knguhat the party
on Saturday was ostensibly to introduce Dalton ¢éotkicky society,
she had listened without knocking.



‘That's beside the point. Are you coming to thetyp&mmorrow
night?' Her father had suddenly sounded amused.

‘You know | am. What | can't figure out, thoughwikat you have in
mind, James. | know it's got to be something, sihaenever seen
you so full of hatred for someone before! And naou'ye opening
your arms to Dalton in welcome.'

'Only to place the knife in his back, my boy. Kathe is very
beautiful, is she not?"

'You know she is," Earl replied deeply. 'She's ahethe most
beautiful women | know.'

‘A piece that Dalton might fancy? | hope she's ableut him off
guard. He might even want to marry her, if | canb lyger to be nice
enough, although that could develop quite natusaitiitout my help.
He's a handsome bastard.’

‘James! You wouldn't let Katherine marry a man hated, would
you?' Earl asked him, aghast.

'‘Oh, no. I'd call an end to it before that. Allded is for her to put him
off guard, to stall for time while | devise the bagy to ruin him.
Hell, she can sleep with . him for all | care, boé'll never get tied up
with him—she's too useful to me in other ways. Wéed those
warehouses, Earl. I've been waiting for such arodppity for years!

| want to hurt Dalton; | want him ruined! I've h#tht infernal devil
on my mind for the past eighteen months, ever siedeaegan causing
us more trouble than a nest of hornets—whatevesgssed Parson to
sell to Dalton is beyond me .. . doesn't he knaat Balton wants to
tear down those precious warehouses of his andathotel there?
... Have to stop him before he gets that far, maty get another
chance at water-front warehouses for another tarsye'



Katherine had forgotten why she had come to héefat office, and
had crept away, sickened in the very centre ofhleart. There had
been no one around, since her father's secretanpéan at lunch,
and she'd thought to catch him by surprise for s@ason or another,
but it didn't matter any more, not after what shd just heard. The
conversation had hit her when her self-esteem hiaghdy been

lamentably low, and reverberations of shock kepinimg through

her system.

So that's why he wanted me to be nice to Daltoe! I&d thought
furiously, running one trembling hand through hairhAnd | had
assumed that it was a lighter, social matter, nsuspecting how
deep his animosity really ran! She had driven hofoe,once not
appreciating the lush green pastures of high surasére phrases of
the overheard conversation still echoed in her, éashing the words
at herself in a frenzy of rage.

"'l see you in hell before | ever let myself b&ed, like some piece of
meat to be sold for the highest price!" she'd timraivhim only that
afternoon in a blazing fight.

1l see you in hell she whispered now into thkarkness,
remembering how he had struck her over one earomighclosed fist.
He'd taken care not to mark her face, she realiséigl, because of
the party that evening. It was a frightened whisp®v, though, not a
bit like the brave-sounding words she had flunpiat earlier like a
challenge. Her own smaller fist closed over theskiglass in an
uncontrolled spasm and, weakened by the blow oextpesed root,
the hard roundness fragmented. She felt the sepmeds shift and,
before she could react to relax her grip, shedaharp, penetrating
pain as a jagged corner bit into her flesh. A wamgkle of blood
flowed from the gash in her palm, dripping into tirass. After the
first hiss of pain, she dropped the bits of brogkss and watched the
flow with interest. The pain was clean and shags,at all like the
muddy mess of her own emotions, and she appredia¢efdct. She



almost enjoyed the stabbing throbs that were gittier now. It was
clearing her head.

'‘Quite a nice little escape from the crush insiaeléep voice drawled
from her left. She turned quickly, seeing a darkdsiw that was
strolling her way from under the cover of the trees

'Fresh air, and all,' she replied flippantly as shadow materialised
into the bulky shape of Luke Dalton. She droppedHtand to her
side, a little way away from her to avoid stainhmeg clothes.

'Er, yes,' he sounded amused. Dropping down omritnend beside
her a few feet away on her right, he asked lighlye you hiding?'

'‘Good heavens,' it was her turn to play amusendedy boy, from
what?'

'‘Who knows, apart from yourself? he asked in retcasually. '‘From
your father's anger, from me, from your own ruderegou were,
you know, quite rude. From the party and all thessl-dressed,
snickering women. Can you answer it?"

Katherine sensed a certain tension in the darkrdighat seemed
suddenly too close. She threw back her head agthal) this time in
genuine amusement. 'Do you really think that | calbeut those
stuffy, snobbish hags in there?' she asked conterugly.

'Half will go home determined to invite me to theext party, and the
other half will go and gossip bitchily about mettair next intimate

conversation with their twenty closest friendslidéesn't concern me,
| assure you, in the slightest!

'‘Honey,' he said cynically, 'I'm quite sure of th#&bu've really
gauged the reactions in there well, haven't yowdlsh think of you
with admiration?'



'l don't care what you think," she said bleaklyefEhwas silence.

He was leaning back a little, half in and half ofitshadow, both
hands linked around one knee. 'l can't think,'ehaé snildly, 'just why

you would be in such an abominable temper, unlessaye a shrew
by nature? Or perhaps it was that excellent meat ffou so

deliberately missed? Do you get a kick out of tgyto ruin dinner

parties?’

'Ruin?' she said tonelessly. She was beginningetaldle from the
lack of food since she hadn't eaten all day. 'I'‘damn parties, Mr
Dalton, | add colour. Ask any hostess around héie' bitterness,
tasting like gall, was appallingly apparent.

He asked suddenly, harshly, 'Why do you do it? \&feyyou doing
it? Why make a spectacle of yourself if you feelbstber about it,
Kate? What makes a person like you tick?"

‘What difference does it make to you, Mr Daltort®e €£ountered,
measured and cold. Inside she was beginning tdrightened. She
was trying her hardest to make the man hate hesertd him as far
away from herself and her father as possible, dtetr all her

rudeness in the middle of what was for him a vemgartant social
event, here he was in the dark talking to her! ®bald try harder.

'For future reference, the name is Katherine tomeyds. You may
call me Miss Farlough.’

‘You are missing your supper, aren't you?' he comagecalmly,
ignoring her little speech.

She lost her temper. 'Go to hell, Dalton. Just stayof my life, will
you? Go and crawl back under whichever rock youecénom and
leave me alone!" She felt ridiculously close tadeand clenched her
hands into fists. A fresh and frighteningly fullispof blood gushed



from her right palm. The grass beneath her fingars wet and slick.
She didn't care. She really didn't care.

‘You are such a little bitch. Where did you gethswiciousness
from—your father?' He leaned forward, putting oraadh down to
support himself as he talked. 'You strike out withprovocation at
all— what the hell, . .?" He put his hand to hisefaand then shifted
fast from the tree's shadow to peer at his hangGld,' he breathed,
and reached out, quicker than a snake, and grdigye#rist to jerk it
up none too gently. 'That's your blood! What haws ylone to
yourself, you stupid fool?' Not able to see herchlamt able to feel its
slickness, he pulled her across the ground urgitst was out of the
shadow, and he stared at her hand that was stiltbed tight in a fist.
Dark liquid was smeared all over, and it drippeahfrbetween her
closed fingers. 'What did you do to yourself?' ingped, shaking her
hand. 'Open your fingers and let me see!' His r@agtas one of fear,
but she misconstrued the rather violent tone aferas anger and she
shrank away from him. Hex swore under his breatteasilence, and
then tried again. 'Come on, Kate, open your hamdleinme see it,’
but she was not paying attention to his words,lendttempted to pry
her hand open with his long, strong fingers. Ttebtlmade his grip
slip and she doggedly gritted her teeth from thm,pand kept it
closed.

And, suddenly the sickening tension that had ba#nliver for far too
long snapped and she turned on him in a fury, swiniger free hand
up and slapping him hard across the cheek. 'Leavalone,' she
enunciated clearly and precisely. 'l do not, repd@anot want or need
any help from you or anybody else!' She could ogthter hand free
and she wrenched hard to catch him off guard, ggspith the pain
that shot up her arm. 'Damn you to hell, let gora!" His hold
slipped, and she was free. She whirled, took g atepthen collapsed
under a weeping willow tree on that balmy, gentlsnsier night.



CHAPTER TWO

SOMETHING firm and smooth was under her cheek. It also mayed
and down regularly, and when she opened her egemtonlight

illuminated the dark sleek hair and firm jaw of tman so close to
her. Her head lay on Luke Dalton's shoulder, anddscarrying her
towards the house. Her hand, which throbbed pdynfirbs wrapped
up and tied with something. She looked at it inously; the red

material had once been a handkerchief. 'lt's quiieed," she
commented conversationally, indicating her hand.

'‘Shut up.'

‘Now who is being rude?' she asked. 'Put me dowanlwalk.' He
didn't bother to answer this directive, and she ggad
experimentally. The jaw tightened and so did thesaaround her.
She could tell he was angry. The set of that jaw way expressive,
even in the dark.

'l said, shut up,' he replied pleasantly. Kathedigenot appreciate his
tone. After walking a few more steps, he continasdf goaded, 'l

have never met a more obstinate, stupid, idiotrsgein my entire

life. I've never seen a more spoiled, rude andisselbrat. You,

surpass belief." The moonlight, until now leavingsinof his face in
shadow, seemed to be caught in the glitter of s evhich were
flashing with rage. 'Your father should have takes belt to you

years ago--'

She merely closed her eyes and her mind to thisvimeed and
furious tirade.

She had given up. All the fight and all the angad kirained away,
leaving an emptiness that she felt would probalgyen be filled.
There was nothing inside, no wellspring of joy fronerely being
alive, no hate or resentment for her father, n@ltem. There was



simply a vacuum, an ache where something had crere la pit filled
with a weary boredom and a desire to sleep. Shéediamothing more
than to go to sleep.

It was, however, impossible. As they neared thesa@and the light
that spilled out from every open window, the datiorsg figure
carrying her spoke. 'Where can we go to escapguests?'

She didn't answer right away. '‘Around the bacle'feially told him
as his grip on her tightened. 'We can get intcitedhen from there.'

He altered his steps to take them round the carfniie house. They
reached the back door, and he hesitated. 'Do yeidilte you could
stand for a moment?’

She flashed him a speaking look and remained siléatput her
down carefully and kept one arm around her waiseasied the door
handle experimentally. It was unlocked. He pushegpen and took
care to help her up the few steps and into theenduse large kitchen,
though full of light and somewhat cluttered fronrtgaglasses and
trays, was luckily, if temporarily deserted.

He looked around swiftly. 'All right,” he said, tkag her to the
double sink. 'Let's have a look at your hand.' ltbee was
expressionless, and she looked at him quickly. V8hatsaw in his
stern and uncompromising face made her accompanywhtihout
demur.

'‘Was it deliberate?' he asked evenly. She turnedyaeze on him,
startled.

'What?'

'l said, was this deliberate?' he spaced out eaxt slowly, as he
roughly tied a towel around her injured hand, igmprer gasp of



pain. Katherine stared into his eyes. She recearedher shock as
she saw in those dark depths the anger that wasesgbkd, and she
began to wonder if she had made a terrible mistake

underestimating this man. She wished that she'dr@wovoked him

to begin with.

His irritation was, she thought, understandable. I%d behaved very
badly all evening, and she was sure that he sawirtisident as a
rather childish bid for attention, an attempt taysin the limelight.
She mused on the sudden clarifying insight thah&eé probably
thought she had cut herself deliberately and wasitaio go back to
the party, make a stupid fuss, and try one more timnruin the
gathering. She had acted in a way that would haeeé the patience
of a saint.

It was the regret she felt for provoking him sottmade her answer
him relatively mildly. 'If it had been deliberatexouldn't have been

so clumsy.' She smiled a very small smile, buffitlseésincere one he
had seen, and his grip on her arm loosened. Tis¢ would've been

a better target, don't you think? | assure youwiished to take such
an irrevocable step, no one but no one would firdo@fore it was

too late. And,' her eyes twinkled briefly, 'l doméed to stoop to such
measures to get attention.’

The anger had faded from his eyes, leaving an egyme that she
could not define. 'l can believe that," he murmuiiéeen, 'Why didn't
you mention to me that you were hurt? You sat th@resome time,
bleeding everywhere.'

Her eyes dropped. 'Does it really matter what myivae were?' she
asked quietly. 'Excuse me. | think I'd better gehsone to phone the
doctor." She made as if to go, but was forced 1o ds his hand

tightened on her arm.



'‘Don't bother. I'll take you to the hospital, laédscrisply, and headed
for the door that led to the hallway, pulling h&arey. She hung back.

‘This is crazy,' she protested. 'You can't leagarty when you're the
guest of honour. What will people think?'

He sounded amused. 'What do | care? And you arash@erson |
would expect to care about what others think. RReKlate, you aren't
at all what you seem to be.’

‘Katherine,' she corrected him automatically, apptly forgetting
that she hadn't wanted him to call her anythingepk#iss Farlough.

'‘And do please call me Luke,' he murmured. Rehlither suddenly,
and she stopped dead, refusing to take even one step and in
great danger of being dragged across the floor.

'‘No!" she said sharply. 'Let go of me, dammit, godoack to your
party!" She couldn't afford to have him pay thgldiest attention to
her. It would destroy her, and very possibly hirsoalShe was
beginning to care about that. Surprisingly, agaatisbdds, she liked
this man.

‘What, for Pete's sake, is the matter now?' heoebgol impatiently.
'‘Good grief, you'd think | had rabies, the way yeualcting!' He stared
down into her shuttered face, taking in the tigid avary expression
in her deep green eyes. She in turn stared intstdraest face she'd
ever seen, with implacable eyes and a determined'dlow,' he said
softly, 'l am going to take you to the emergenaymaat the hospital.
You are going to go without any fuss. Do you untierd me?' She
looked into his eyes and her own widened. Shecusidn't find any
strength for defiance, and she nodded. 'Afterwatus,continued
with scarcely a pause, 'you and | are going td®nn and talk. I'm
beginning to think that there's a motive behindlalt tonight, and |
want an explanation.’



She immediately began to shake her head at thistrusting his
patience if she were to speak, but he ignorecatiaisturned to go out
of the kitchen. As his bulk led her slighter frarivigp men garbed in
uniform appeared in the doorway. One was older gittying hair
and a thin face with a tight mouth, and the othas the young man
from the bar. The older one headed for them witkxalamation.

Luke cut through the other man's words. 'Miss keytohas hurt
herself, and I'm taking her to the hospital toifsbe needs stitches.
Would you inform Mr Farlough for us? We shouldréttbo long, I'd
imagine.' His tone was impatient as he clearly ednod get going.

Katherine stared at the grey man bitterly, withrégtHe looked back
at her with no expression on his face, but in gssethere lurked a
furtive gleam of malice. She burst out, "You'llgp@od at informing

James, won't you, Joss? But then,' she added gwgetl've always

been good at it before.'

The servant smiled at her slowly, the thin lipgtthing tightly over
his teeth. Neither noticed the intent expressio.ake's face or the
attention that the tall young man was paying tarth&f course,
whatever you say, Miss Farlough,' Joss murmureitepglthe gleam
in his eyes belying any subservient attitude. Thees a subtle
amusement threading his words. Looking at him, Katie felt an
upsurge of hate that left her trembling. She fedinedman.

Luke quickly pushed past the older man, pullingdleng with him.

‘Then be quick about it, man,"' he snapped. 'Angl et of the way.'
Joss sent a suddenly vicious look towards him aattié¢ine watched
his face as they left the room, her head turned.bahad been a
mistake on Luke's part, she realised. He had jastenan enemy.



The trip to the hospital was brief. 'Come on," @-ldoned voice
sounded right beside her ear. Katherine stirrdthtgically. A hard

hand slipped under her shoulders and she openeeyhsrto stare
irritably into the impenetrable ones of the strarigending over her.
Then she truly woke up and remembered where she amaswith

whom.

‘Do me a favour,' she told him, pushing at his dam¢l don't do me
any favours.'

'‘Cut the act,' the voice sounded amazingly amuSkd. stubbornly
refused to look up. '‘And for heaven's sake, contie on

She stood on shaky legs for a minute, with one loanithe car to see
if she needed support. When she found she could staaided, she
doggedly set out for the brightly lit glass dooffstlee emergency
entrance of the large Frankfort hospital, and igdothe hand
stretched out in an offer of help. The wooziness diapelled as she
walked, and soon she found herself almost cleatldtba

They had to wait a bit before a doctor could sesthand she felt
momentarily amused at the odd sight the two of theust have
presented to the hospital staff and other patiesite. was aware of
how incongruous the pair of them must have seeiedlong hair
was tousled and her jeans dusty, and the man besidso quiet, was
as sleek and dark as she was rumpled and fieryeTwaild not, she
surmised, be a pair so totally the opposite of ezbler as we are.
Inexplicably, this made her feel depressed.

Eventually she was sitting on an examination tablé a young man
in a white coat was attending to her hand. To imenense irritation,
Luke insisted on accompanying her to the room anddt in a chair
nearby, watchful and silent. She stared at her asnthe doctor
murmured soothing words that she ignored, and sthe'tdlinch
when he gave her an injection. She also watchdwbwuitblinking or



expression as he expertly and quickly gave her wotwelve
stitches. While he was bandaging her numbed hanthld her that
the stitches should be taken out in about ten days,then he gave
her some painkillers which she stuffed uncaringlp iher pocket.
She was unaware of a dark gaze that noted henaesctind that
never left her tired face. She stood indiffereasythe bill was settled,
but gave a start at a sudden hand on her shoulder.

She looked back at Luke as he stood watching begra-mindedly
rubbing a thumb along the sharp bone of her shodlidele.

‘When did you last eat?' he asked, suddenly. Hes sld away from
his as she shrugged. 'When?' he repeated. 'Thramg@rYesterday?'

She didn't answer but merely watched the groundshiyl A hand
propelled her towards the door. 'Let's go,' he saphtiently.

As Luke headed the car out on one of the majorg,ostte protested,
‘This is the wrong way.' He made no reply, but kapdriving. She

sat up and watched closely, wondering what this ywas up to. Sbs
soon found out as he pulled into the car park tenty-four-hour

restaurant, and she slumped with resignation wieeswung into an
open space. She had begun to suspect that onceDalicn had set
his mind to something, there was little on thistledhat could stop
him.

He said briefly, and not ungently, 'Get out,’ ardisb himself. There
was nothing else for her to do but the same.

‘Do you know," she said acidly, 'that you are thesthobstinate and
odious man I've ever had the misfortune to meet?'

He laughed as if he were delighted, and held opemdoor for her to
pass inside. She went by him shakily, the pictdrki® white teeth
gleaming and the laugh lines pronounced as he@wthiback his



head imprinting itself on her mind. She folded &ens tightly across
herself as they waited to be seated.

When they had both slid into the booth, the wastresme to take
their orders. Katherine, when asked, contrarilyl $hat she wanted
nothing. As the waitress blinked at this bald steget and Luke
frowned, she turned her head to stare out of thelaw indifferently.
She heard Luke's low voice giving an order for tmps of coffee and
a large breakfast of scrambled eggs and ham wast.téle waited
until the waitress had disappeared and then tuméadr.

‘Kate. Kate!" She looked around coldly. He wasjmadarious. "You
can be as rude as you like to me. | can take damgyself. But that
waitress has a job to do, and you're not makipgedsant for her!'

Two steaming cups of coffee were brought and sineedta little
cream into hers absent-mindedly. 'So what?' shedaskrelessly. 'I'm
nothing to her, and she's nothing to me. If anyghiim a nuisance to
be forgotten when | walk out of that door. Whatfelénce does it
make how | act? Who really gives a damn in the lang?' One
corner of her mouth quirked humourlessly, and sttedeswn her
spoon to cradle her coffee cup with two cold haraskwardly
cuddling her injured one as close as she coulddoMarmth. 'I'm a
realist, Lucas.’

'‘No, you're not,' he observed, leaning back irshat and scrutinising
her. "You're a cynic, and do you know what cyniocs?aThey're

disillusioned and hurt romantics. Who's hurt yoat&? Who has hurt
you so badly that you lash out at the world in gahe@nd you don't
care if you're hurt or not? You wouldn't even cargou were to die

tonight, would you? It just doesn't matter, do@s it

'How many times do | have to tell you?' she hisgtegdm in a sudden
fury, desperate to stop the flow of truth comingnirhis lips. "The
name is Katherine, do | have to spell it?'



'Oh, you've made yourself quite abundantly clegrdear," he replied
mildly. Then he shifted his long, powerful bodysi forward, and

his eyes captured hers. He was deadly serious amavshe shrank
back in her seat as if to try and escape from dmspelling eyes. 'l

want some answers, Kate. | want some answers tae smry

uncomfortable questions. Why the scene tonight? Yewve very

deliberate in everything that you did, even downth& stupid

persistent rudeness you insist on inflicting upa Mou deliberately
set out to provoke your father into fury, and yelilaerately set out to
try to make an enemy of me, interestingly enouggr dthad to listen
to your father tell me time and time again how mbehwould have
liked me to get to know you better! Why?' His vonael grown softer
and softer as he talked, and this somehow enhénseatetermined
expression. He frightened her, for he seemed ddess. He was,
after all, no better than her father.

She dropped her eyes so that he could not segpinession in them.
'‘What difference does it make?' she asked bitterly.

'Stop parroting that stupid defeatist phrase at hiis! words hit her
like a bullet and she flinched openly.

‘It makes a world of difference! You were so alianight! he
exclaimed in impotent fury, capturing her uninjurédnd and
squeezing the thin bones until she looked up witela of pain. "You
fairly vibrated with rage, and your eyes glowedhwitore life in them
than any of the other colourless saps at that p@éfhere did it all go,
Kate? Was it an illusion? Do you perform best ionfr of an
audience? Was that vibrant laugh a fake afterfai&ver me!'

Tears spilled over on to her cheeks at his lovensé words, and they
ran down her face. 'Shut up!" she hissed furioyshking her hand
away to wipe at her eyes roughly. 'Just shut up,yeu? You don't
know a thing, you don't know one damn thing!



He sat back, strangely mild now as he watched lage gt him with
rage. "Then why don't you explain things to measieed her gently,
not taking his eyes from her face.

The intensity of the murmured exchange was dispeiNden the
waitress brought the breakfast to the table. Luk&ioned for her to
place the meal in front of Katherine, and she didhgsitantly.
Katherine smiled up at her and thanked her quitelyi The little
waitress, a bit startled, murmured a bemused weddometurn and
then hurried away to bring them more coffee. Widwnsteaming
cups in front of them and the tantalising smelthef freshly cooked
food in front of her, the waitress left and theyrgvagain alone.

‘Thank you,' said Luke, smiling at her faintly. Sbeked with some
reluctance away from the food, for her stomach baginning to
twist hungrily.

'For what?' She picked up her fork clumsily andrafited to spear a
piece of ham. He took her knife and fork away fiteenand cut up the
meat into bite- sized pieces.

'For being so nice to her. The waitress, | mearrdhtry to eat that
now," he murmured, and pushed the plate back toStex dug in
heartily. He waited in silence until she had cldaaay every bit of
the eggs and ham and started on the toast. 'Fduditey?'

She nodded unsmilingly, the look in her eyes tergbt friendly. She
didn't feel quite so shaky.

'Feel more like talking?' he asked carefully, gagdier reaction.

‘Can | give you some advice?' she said suddenfjeniir He raised
one eyebrow in question. 'Whatever you do, whergaargo, don't,
absolutely do not trust my father. Ever.' She wiped mouth and
looked at him. He was sitting very still. 'He ism@ake, a viper. He



would just as soon bite off your hand as thank yforgu were to give
him something to eat. He doesn't like you. You'geig his way by
buying those water-front warehouses, and he doed®@tkindly to
interference. He hates you, Luke, and would like see you
destroyed.'

Incredibly, he smiled. She stared into his facéwdnsternation. She
saw that smile and began to regret what she hadaick

'Forget it,' she muttered, sliding her eyes awalymoking up a piece
of toast. She began to know a real fear. What KeLwas already so
friendly with her father that he would perhaps keth what she had
said? She knew James well enough to be afraideoddhsequences,
should he hear of this indiscretion. He was angigugh as it was. 'l
don't know what I'm talking about.’

'‘Quite the contrary, my dear," he said quietly.u'Ye hit bang on

target. You have just confirmed my own suspiciofsu've told me

nothing new." She sagged in her seat with reliefj &is gaze

sharpened on her. 'Did you really think that | dobbhve been so
stupid as not to have seen it?' he asked, witheadhof amusement.
'I've been warned by others before you, my dear!

She stirred at that, and asked him curiously, "Whmed you about
James?'

‘Nobody you would know. A tired, worried old manhink you'd like

him."' He studied her reflectively. 'l had my owagens for coming to
the party tonight, and one of them was to see \imal of trap your

father planned on springing on me. That he'll synsthing, I'll bet

my eye-teeth. Just what, though, is still a mystery

'He's going to try to ruin your business,' she spidedly, propping
up her forehead with her uninjured hand. 'lt's $peciality—he's
quite good at it, you know, having done it befahest how, | don't



know. | overheard a conversation | wasn't suppasednd | don't
think he really knows yet either. But | do know whhe trap is
supposed to be.'

‘Well,' he said unworriedly, 'l think | can handke business aspect
of it. He'll find himself with more than he bargadh for, when he
takes me on.' Looking at him, and rememberingdhek strength she
had sensed when she'd first met him, Katherinerftadoubt that
what he said was true. 'Just what is the trapheay?'

'It's me," she whispered, suddenly ashamed ofltlee, more so than
she'd ever been before. And, she found, she washsmwnashamed
of herself, as if her father's unscrupulous intargi in some way
reflected on her own character. His eyes narroweter in shock,
and he leaned forward abruptly.

'‘What did you say?' he asked tersely. 'l—don'tkthimeard you quite
right.’

She repeated louder, and with infinite bittern#éssid it's me.' He sat
as one stunned. 'l am the trap.'



CHAPTER THREE

AFTER a moment, he asked, 'Just what in sweet hell were
supposed to do?' His tone was slightly rough. Hinhanoved from
his position, and his coffee sat in front of himtauched.
Nevertheless, Katherine got the impression that &iér bombshell,
he had in some way relaxed after that first teneenemnt of shock.
She looked into his eyes and found them comfonirggdlm and
steady.

She couldn't confess to such a reaction hersedfwiis shaking again
as she realised just what a precarious positionnwa®ein. She had
opened herself to infinite dangers when she hadesead to Luke
her father's intentions. In the midst of her masisuming rage, she
had never conceived of such an action. She hadlynd@ught to
refuse his demands. Now, in a surprisingly shortetishe found
herself talking to her father's enemy—and a totmhnger at
that—and aligning herself in what started to appesomfortably
like a conspiracy. She saw that this was the best tow thwart her
father, though, and she couldn't regret tellingeé_aky of it, even if
she would have to suffer the consequences. Buthsite never
confided to anyone as ,much as she had to Luke.cBh&in't
understand what had prompted her to tell him ewaergt All she
knew was that she felt better, as if a load had ltaken from her
shoulders. She felt relieved. At the same time, lgiew that this
knowledge would most likely send away one of thestradtractive
men she'd ever met. She liked Luke far too muct,she was glad
she had told him, and at the same time very, vamys

She stared into her coffee, and drank a littk@a’$ to be nice to you.'
Flooded with a sense of shame and degradatiospsti®ut suddenly
as if she'd swallowed poison, 'A sound piece aftf|e prize, a pawn,
a lure!" She looked at him as if she hated himshetwasn't focusing
on his face. Her eyes were looking inward. 'l thilmk going to be
sick.'



'‘Kate!" a hiss penetrated the darkness of her titsugnd her eyes
began to focus on the concerned face of the maanhof her. 'Kate!

Snap out of it! Come on, look at me. Look at méle Svatched his
face, and the anger faded from hers, leaving hes dyll and lifeless.

She said, a brittle quality in her voice as if stmey was stretched
tight and about to snap, 'Then he was going to tiaycoup, and
destroy you while your guard was down. | don't knelat he has in
mind. He's going to try to ruin you, | know thatalbe he would've
tried to make me steal something from you, | demiw.' She sighed
and straightened in her seat.

'Didn't your feelings come into the matter?" he abmed
incredulously. 'Doesn't your father care that bisesne to destroy me
could very well have destroyed you too? He wasgtinuse you as
much as he was attempting to use me!" A big cleshibecame down
on the table with enough force to set the cupbm@gtin their saucers,
and she jumped a mile. People began to look aratititem, and he
suddenly stood, his face more grim than she hadsman it. 'Come
on,' he said shortly, throwing some money cargfessl the table.
'Let's get out of here!" As they exited the restatirshe caught a
glimpse of a clock and felt shocked. It was alntbste o'clock in the
morning.

She looked at Luke's harsh face, with grim tougldirunning from

nose to mouth. He had never looked so hard befme,she was a
little afraid of him in this mood. 'l need to geairhe,' she said quietly
as they climbed into the car. 'lt's very late, #ndtired.’

'‘Why?' he asked briefly, after a silence, and nee to stare at her
very hard. She stared back, puzzled.

‘Why, what?"



'Why do you have to go back?' he asked her abruptiynned, she
opened her mouth to protest, but he held up onenioys hand to
command silence. He took a breath, hesitated, akelda'Are you
afraid of him?"

Pride fought a brief war with honesty, and the styevon. After a
moment she whispered, 'Yes.'

'‘Come home with me.' The words were spoken so geigtly that
she wasn't sure she had heard him correctly.

'‘What?' she asked stupidly.
‘You heard what | said.'

It was a shock. It was very definitely the mostaore invitation she
had ever received. 'l don't believe you just shad.t

'Why not?' He was being very patient. 'Do you hawgwhere else to
go at this time of night? Do you really want to lgome after all
you've just told me? Don't you want a place wheegan go and just
feel relaxed and unpressured for a while?' Theeangause. 'l have,
he told her gently, 'a housekeeper and an oldersisthe house. It
wouldn't be just you and me.'

She flushed painfully at the implication in his werand cursed
herself for her own lack of poise. It had been gxsctly what she'd
been thinking of. Silence crept into the closecharkthe car as he
gave her time to think. She felt her mind whirlingazily as she
thought over and over the unexpected chance tgpesitam the

ominous threat of her father's anger, :he repei@mussof such a
drastic move, the possibilities and the dangers. @tn't have any
real friends she could depend on. She would nat laface up to her
father's wrath or Joss's malice. She could run away



Then she thought of the motive behind Luke's offéhy would he
make such a spectacular offer to someone he haohgighat night?
They were virtual strangers to one another. Cotldossibly be
because he wanted to use her as a pawn to maeipeaiatather? She
was in an agony of indecision and uncertainty. s gitting beside
her so still and quiet. She could not tell whataes thinking after he
had made such an offer. Perhaps he regrettedan $he thought of
how pleased her father would be if he were to Hestrshe had spent
the night at Luke Dalton's house, after just megtimn that night. He
would think, she thought bitterly, that | was fastean he would've
given me credit for.

It was the thought of the danger that she woultribeging to Luke

and his home that finally decided her. She knewithaould be too

risky to go with Luke because of the erroneous kemmans her father
would come to. If she could continue in her origiparpose, and
repel Luke as rudely and as consistently as pasdisén she might
be able to demonstrate to James Luke's alienabomthe Farloughs.
Hopefully, this would throw a dampener on any kafignove that he
would plan to make against Luke. She knew that aul be

temporary at best, for her father would just tryhimk of something
else, but that was too far in the future to contiaep She would think
of something else to do when the time came. Sheedathat by

Luke's silence he was letting her make up her ovwm pand was not
making the offer out of a desire to manipulate I@therwise he
would be entreating her to come to his house tdnighe

acknowledged wryly that she was too afraid. She wafagid of

becoming too attached to Luke, and she was afrhidemmg the

instrument—however innocently— used to hurt hime'8hnever

wanted to hurt anyone.

No, to remain unattached, that was the best co8taging aloof was
the best way to survive, she had found. It wasssole that she had
learned from James. She knew that she was toetetirto Luke for



her own good; it would only lead to disaster fottbof them. It was
precisely what her father wanted.

'‘No,' she said, raising her head. 'l can't. I&$ what he wants, don't
you see? Whatever the reason for me going with lyewyould see it
as a sign of your ... er, being duped, so to spédélat's too
dangerous, for you and for me. Then, you see, hghimieel
comfortable enough to try to bring about harm tanjausiness. No, |
want to go home.'

‘You don'twantto go home," he said astutely, stirring a littiehis

seat and sounding—incredibly, to her mind—regretfdbu don't
need to lie to me, Kate. You've told me too muahthat. You don't
want to go home, you think you have to go home. Whk you do

after tonight?'

'J don't know,' she said tiredly. 'l have no maakét skills. | have no
job experience. | could no more make a bid for paelence than a
beast, raised in captivity, could survive in thédwi

He looked at her, his head at a slight angle, theecof his cheek
hard. 'If | take you back tonight, will you promisg one thing?' he
asked.

She looked away. 'It rather depends,' she saidocesly, 'on what it
is.'

‘Would you let me come over tomorrow morning— thi
morning—and help you try to figure out what youogpects are for
the future?' He stared at her, frowning. 'It migi#n be a good idea if
we make James think that we are seeing each atmetull him into
a false sense of accomplishment.’

‘Not that!" she cried out sharply. 'It's too daogest'.



‘All right, we won't settle that tonight. But wouwjgu promise about
tomorrow morning?' He repeated his question payieptitting his
two hands on the wheel of the car and staringantthoughtfully.
They looked graceful, though large and sinewy, slmgltoo stared at
them.

After a hesitation and with some foreboding, sleeated reluctantly.
She was ashamed of her own weakness, for givitgghim when she
knew that the best thing was for her to tell hinodjoye and good
riddance. It was so pleasant, though, not to fegpallingly alone
in the world. And she was so lonely. 'Although wisi\e commented
absently, wrapped in her own recriminations andotiguyou should
bother, is beyond me.'

He started the car and backed out of the parkiagespls it?' he asked
reflectively. She was not paying attention to hingd &o missed his
words. He murmured to himself, 'I've been wondetivag, myself...'

It was almost four when he let her off in the ladgeible driveway in

front of her home. He told her that he would bédireglon her around

eleven the next morning. They both agreed to gogior possibly

for a drive, to get away from the prying eyes @& #ervants and to
stay away from her father's speculative attenthmshe ran lightly

up the steps and opened the big front door, sheadayit gleaming

from a crack below the closed door of her fath&tsly. At once, a

feeling as if she had just walked into a pit ofkieass overwhelmed
her. She was sure that her father was up. Shels@swe that he had
heard her come in at the door. It was very disquaeb head up the
stairs and to hear no sound of movement or lifenftbe study. The

quiet could not last. She interpreted the silelmcenéan that James
had decided to speak to her in the morning, and ttte stiliness

permeating the dark expanses of the expensivefugstmpty house

was the quiet before the storm.



She was up early because of her throbbing hand.sS8bwered

clumsily and blow-dried her hair, brushing the lositken tresses
back from her face to fall in a fiery tumble abbet shoulders. She
applied makeup heavily to the dark shadows underefies in an

attempt to cover them up, but she only succeedethking her face

look caked up. She creamed it off again, leavingskm looking pale

and drawn tightly across her cheekbones. Her eges lauge.

Dressed in slim-fitting jeans and another sleewekdsrt, she ran
lightly down the stairs and made for the diningfaroquickly. There

was no evidence of hesitation in her manner, andigio of fear,

although fear was indeed present as it prowlednoeim her tracks
like a beast, its rank air drying her throat andkimg her swallow.

She almost sagged in a visible show of relief atstight of the empty
chairs pushed tidily around the mahogany table e3awas not yet
down. She pushed the bell that was discreetly mida=r the head
chair and sat down at the table, picking up thed@umpaper that was
lying at one end. Soon Elizabeth, the housekeepkcaok, appeared
in the doorway, her vast bulk taking up most of ribx@m.

'‘Were you wanting breakfast this morning?' she dask
expressionlessly, her little pig-like eyes dartiognd fro busily.

She didn't look up as she turned the page leisusegnning fashions
ads. 'No," she replied after a moment coolly, '‘padtee, please, and
some dry toast.’

‘Very well, it'll be just a minute then." Shootiagother gleaming
glance at the facade of classified ads that greetecturious stare,
Elizabeth shuffled down the hall to prepare a tray.

Presently she shuffled back with the steaming eddfed toast, which
was covered with a tight-fitting lid, and Katherilosvered her paper
to stare into the housekeeper's colourless eyes.



'l am not free this morning for any visitors orlsaElizabeth,' she
told the heavy woman calmly. 'l will not be neas ttoor and will not
answer it at all. Tell anyone Who comes that | atret home, do you
understand?'

'Yes, miss.' The housekeeper's eyes were almasdiggaKatherine
could see the tumblers in her mind ticking oveanrexcited way. She
had no doubt that everyone in the house that mgrmaiauld be
informed of just who came to the Farlough resideiheg¢ morning,
and who had been turned away. She knew that eusnthcd only
Joss would know, but her father also, for what Jessew, he
invariably told James. Joss was no better thanllapal spy.

Now that she was alone, she set aside the newspapéothering to
make the pretence of reading without an audienbe. @ank her
coffee and nibbled at her toast without enthusiaster draining the
little silver pot, she rang for more, determined toorim away from
the breakfast table just to avoid the confrontatitth James. It was a
point of honour, but she could not avoid a sighetief as she left the
house to go out into the sunshine after a tokelogerf waiting.

She had thought over everything as she had tosmduaned the
night before. Every move on this thankless Sundayning was as
deliberate as the night before. She was not gairsgé Luke Dalton
privately ever again. It was the only solution asds she could see.
She would continue this fight with her father alpjst as she had
started it, and take the consequences as they damas best this
way, she decided broodingly as she wandered igeheral direction
of the stables, contemplating the well-tended goa®s which her
feet moved. She washed her hands of the whole swssunding
Luke. James would have to find another pretty pawn.

She spent a great deal of time thinking of her omkmmother, and
wondering if she had been as calculating as Jamesecely an
unsuspecting fool caught in a snare by a charmm{esShe rather



suspected the latter. James wouldn't have picksdhiag else.
Katherine pitied her mother's pale, worn ghost. @ls® pitied
herself.

The future loomed ahead like an ugly black bedst. @uld not see
the next day, the next hour, or any brightneshéneixisting moment.
She could not imagine what form of revenge or gunint her father
was going to mete out. Without a doubt it would deverly
calculated to bring her pain. She had rejectedidra of leaving
home for the time being, and had decided to waltsee what time
brought. Her bank account was generous enough Hoppsng
luxuries, but she realised that it could not sustactual living
expenses for long. At present, there-seemed notamger to do.

James might go as far as to kick her out of hishpbut somehow, he
doubted this. He got his kicks from trying to cahthe world around
him, and he would never willingly give up power oamother human
being. He liked having Katherine. She was quit¢acerthat he had
liked showering her with presents and watching iheocent face
light up with pleasure. She was also sure thatikeslIto be in a
position in her life where he could do the most dger He could hurt
her as he pleased, when she lived under his owh K= could
dispense approval or disapproval like God. Thatvhe fully aware
of how frustratingly helpless she was beginnintgtd, she had not a
doubt. He would know better than anyone that sldaoot feasibly
support herself. This was power over her, and whedat.

As she thought of these things, an overwhelmingeef loneliness
hit her harder than it ever had before. The longmgalk over her
problems with a sympathetic and caring listenerthedurning back
to the house to meet Luke that morning. Then sirgest thinking of
his possible motives for engineering such a talkgd &er low
self-esteem and inability to see herself as a peofaeal worth or
desirability had made her steps falter and evelytsabp. But she
continued on to the stables once again. Admitteldike had not



tried to manipulate her last night, but she hadildt® crediting
anyone with selfless motives. She could not seeramyvishing to
befriend her solely for herself, since all her amgtances had been
scrutinised and established by James. Luke wame@thing from
her, therefore he wanted something from her fatRessibly, she
mused, he wanted me to keep an active eye on Jamdeieport to
him any plot or plan for his demise.

She entered the stable through the dry, airy dopama blessed the
cool shadows and draught ofair which blew agaiesféce. Inhaling
the smells of horse, leather and hay, she walkstsgaeral full stalls
without a pause and stopped in front of a wide awiny box. A
welcoming nicker came from within, and a grey mazafas thrust
over the door, the nostrils quivering enquiringie patted the little
nose and opened the door to slip inside. Theresghrt some time
combing the old pony's rough mane and brushing disvsides.
Taking a great deal of care over each detail, sivenured and talked
nonsense to a very dear friend. Misty had beefilsepony, given to
her when she was five years old, and though henelipast the age
of any usefulness, she still spent a large amadiuitne with him. He
made her a feel a strange and sad bitter-sweedlg@stHe made her
remember squeals of delight and bouncing rideshiazy memory of
sunlight and laughter. It was an old, faded menaodiypnocence and
happiness, of unawareness and no complicationstfieg she and
the old pony would walk outdoors under swaying gréees. She
would sit down under a shady tree and he woulddstearby, tail
twitching and nose trembling as he dreamed absypdst and about
dimly remembered gallops in a long ago summer-tiagherine did
not waste time thinking about lost dreams andidlus. She was too
practical for that. Dreaming would not bring bals& past, she always
told herself. However, she did treat the pony vatltonsiderable
amount of tenderness that somehow soothed heranthdhade a liar
of her.



Letting the pony out into a small paddock, she wedlto the shade of
a large oak tree and settled under it. Now it wagding game. It
could not be much before eleven o'clock. She wad tflat she was
out of sight of the house. It helped her take hendmoff the
immediate future. She leaned her head back agthestree and
closed her eyes.

Some time later, much later, some sixth sense rhadepen them
again. Looking up, she endeavoured to hide heretygmsion at the
sight of a tall, immaculate figure standing motesd in front of her.
James looked very big from this position, and dndi help her calm
to feel so small and unimportant. He watched hpressionlessly as
she swiftly rose to her feet. No sooner had shaedstip than his open
hand cracked hard across her cheekbone in a héawy Baken by
surprise, her head snapped back and her body wagrtlagainst the
tree. Grasping hold of the rough bark with one temg hand, she
stood with her head bent to hide behind the healy df hair
shielding her from his eyes. The blow on her fagd humbed that
side, and she cupped it with one bandaged hande T¥ees no feeling
left in her mind; it was too numb.

‘Dalton was here," James told her conversationhlly/,eyes never
leaving her shaking figure. 'He asked to see yalveas turned away
by the servants. | thought you might like to kndnatt but then you
aren't surprised, are you? | warned you, pet. Nsagrl didn't. Will
you see him again?'

She forced a reply through trembling lips. 'No.'

She was still looking down, with her hair fallinges her face and so
was unprepared for a second, heavier blow on ther aide of her
head. Falling down on one knee, she didn't trygbup again but
instead covered her head with both arms. She digink and she
didn't try to act. She couldn't get away from hintilthe was through



with her. She just shut down her mind, like a pietmachinery, and
tried to survive.

‘You will, pet,' said James dispassionately. Anthwhat, he turned
and walked away, the sound of his footsteps ragaijng, in the
cushioning grass, to silence.

When she was sure that her father was well away frer, she rose
up and shoved her hair off her face. It fell intchaotic tumble down
her back, framing a dead-looking face streaked wtness. She
reached blindly for the tree beside her and, bgifeaheavily on it,
managed to pull herself up to a standing positmeirg scrubbing at
her cheeks furiously in an attempt to clear helowisShe was trying
desperately to keep a tight grip of control overskH, but when a
small grey nose thrust gently against her chestclsped the pony's
head to her, bent her face to hide it in the rofigigrant mane and
sobbed as if her heart would break.

Not far away, just beside the corner of the staldesian with the
wind in his grey hair and coldness in his cruelseyeatched the
young girl hug a fat, useless old pony as if sheevadinging to her
very last friend and his gaze was contemplativieuéating.

She somehow managed to make it to her room witheing seen by
the servants. She threw herself on her bed aft&irlg her bedroom
door and, exhausted from the lack of sleep thetrogfore and still
feeling deadened from shock, she not so amazietjlasleep.

The afternoon was gone by the time she openedyeér. &he stood
carefully and the room stayed where it should, ls® made for the
bathroom with more confidence. As she looked irgorirror, she

was truly shocked at the sight. Her face had aignefnge to it

except where the skin was puffy and pink aroundseesitive eye
area. There were deep circles beneath her eyes laagnted look in
their green depths. A purple darkness was alreadgrhing apparent



on the ridge of her cheekbone, and there was stigtg swelling.
James had hit her hard. She saw no beauty in ¢ and turned
away in rejection of the despairing message ofréféction. Sitting
on the edge of the bath, she tried to get hersethink, to force
herself through the seemingly impenetrable cottaivike fog of
her mind, but the only thing that kept running tigb it over and over
again was, insanely, a nursery rhyme from one ofltveg since
discarded children's book&ain, rain, go away, come back her:
another day.

Was she mad? she asked herself tiredly. Was tleaitly mothing
more to expect from this life than pain, and boradand loneliness?
Should she always be looking over her shoulderivielst and
fearfully? If this was what life was all about, thehe didn't want to
keep on living. She was tired. She was so verdtire

After a long time, she persuaded herself that $toeild move to
somewhere other than the hard edge of the basihesorept back into
her bedroom and curled up on the bed. She didoWwkmhat to do.
She didn't seem to have any energy at all: evéindiher head to
support it on her aching neck seemed to be too ratiah effort.

The present was too much to take, let alone angideration of the
future. An intolerable burden sat about her, siiflner with its weight
and oppression. For a long time, she lay on heribetie semi-
darkness, a lonely figure afraid to face the storm.



CHAPTER FOUR

'‘MissFARLOUGH? Miss Farlough?' A knock on her bedroom door at
Elizabeth's voice calling, roused her from heraegy.

'‘What is it?'
‘You have a telephone call. Are you going to ree&i?’

She sighed, slipping off her rumpled bed and fligkion a light.
Moving over to her mirror, she quickly brushed hair from her
forenead with a few flicks of her brush and saigrressionlessly,
‘Yes. I'll be right there.'

She went downstairs quickly and picked up the phdtatherine
Farlough,' was her brief and crisp enunciation.

'‘Why wouldn't you see me this morning, Kate?' She tever heard
him on the phone before, but she immediately reisegnlLuke's
deep, controlled voice. The sound of it had hespilag the receiver
in a tight clench as she pressed it painfully todoge head.

‘It wouldn't have done any good,' she replied god¥ou must
excuse me. I'm very--'

'‘Don't hang up!" he cut through her swiftly mutteexcuses. 'l still
would like to talk to you. Can we get together,hyagrs tomorrow?'

'‘No.'
'Please.’ His voice was as quiet as hers.
|NO_|"

'‘Why are you doing this?' he asked, in a puzzlad.tt¥ou know you
aren't happy, you know your father is trying toerybur life to the



extent that he is ruining you! For the love ofth#it's good, why won't
you let me help you?' The concern in his voice esundoing.

Katherine closed her eyes. A sneaky tear slippathdeer cheek, and
another followed, and then another. 'l can't,'whispered brokenly,
catching her breath in furious reaction to her dass of control.

'l—oh, you don't understand! | just can't!’

'‘No,' he agreed gently, 'l don't understand. Itdorderstand what has
made your father the way he is. | don't understaing you feel that
now, of all times, you must defy him past the pahteason. | don't
understand why you won't talk to me, let me help.y¢ate, let me
come over tomorrow and see you. Please let me tome.

'You don't understand me, well, | don't understamal' She tried to
keep her voice down, but in spite of herself heetoose and made it
quite obvious to him just how upset she reallyitasobbled horribly.
‘You are a stranger! | don't know you, why shoutdukt you? Why
should |1 listen to you, of all people? Who do ydink you are,
anyway? What do you want from me?"'

There was a silence from the other end. 'Thisabaibly very hard for
you to believe,' he said softly, 'but, | don't warthing from you.' She
was silent, breathing hard and holding on to thenghas if it were a
lifeline. 'l do, however, want a great ddaf you. But you've been
brought up in a different way. You probably doréivh a clue as to
what | mean, do you? Do you have a pencil?'

'Yes,' she whispered through dry lips. Her hanchdband gripped a
writing utensil, almost of its own volition.

'l can't do a thing for you unless you want méAill you take down
my home phone number? Will you keep it, and if fiad that things
are getting to be too much, will you call me?’



'‘No, | can't.' She barely managed to make herselid) the longing to
do just what he asked almost too great to refistwhat my father
wants me to do--'

‘No, love. Can't you see? James can't do a thipgu@r me, now that
we know what it is he's attempting with both of' s told her

patiently. 'He has power over you through your .fé&au're so busy
thinking of him as the omnipotent god, you can& &eyond his
domination! It's not your father you are afraidnofwv. It is yourself.

Kate. You make your own happiness. Everyone inwludd makes

their own happiness. Now, pick up that pencil, gade down this
number. It's . . ." As he told her the phone nunckesarly, repeating it
once, she found her hand moving awkwardly acrasstihepad and
taking it down. 'Call me, Kate. Any time of the day night is

fine—three in the morning if you have to! I'll wad hear from you,
and won't phone again, because now it's up to jowne can do it
for you.' He paused as if waiting for her to regp@md when she
didn't, he sighed and said, 'l hope to talk to laiar. Goodbye for
now.'

‘Luke?' she said clearly, still clutching the phaigatly.
'Yes?'

She paused a long time, hearing in the backgroured dld
grandfather clock that was ticking slowly, inexdyabrhank you.'

After she had heard him hang up, she stood fong \hile with the

receiver in one hand and her eyes staring unsgeatghe opposite
wall. The ticking of the clock was so ominous andHhtening; she

found a strange fear gripping her tightly, shakueg resolve with icy
fingers. After a bit, she recollected herself wattstart, placed the
receiver gently on its rest, and headed back ugtties. 'Elizabeth?’
she called, halting just once half-way up,



A figure at the end of the hallway appeared. 'd want something,
Miss?'

‘Yes, a supper tray to my room, if you would. | vedre down tonight.
Would you please tell James for me? | have a héadachink he'll
understand.' This last she said with a great dediymess.

'I'll tell him. What would you like on your tray?'

‘Whatever, anything. It doesn't matter.' As she @doon up the stairs,
Elizabeth retreated back to her kitchen and fobdking her head in
ponderous exasperation.

Katherine paced the length of her room, mullingrdugke's words.

How could she have been so blind? It was true, darmpén would've

worked only if he had her co-operation and Lulkgg'®rance. She had
thoroughly scotched his chances for getting Lulkehsf guard. She
had let her own fear create an obstacle where ionsod exist. It had

to be admitted that he would try to think of sontieeo way either of

publicly humiliating Luke or financially ruining m, but he would

find another way without her, and she wouldn't bie & stop him.

What had angered James so much, she was begiorseg,twas not
that his little ploy to cast her after Luke hadddj but that it was she
who had defied him and had caused it to fail. Shes wust

understanding that her defiance and obstinacy weast Wwad made
him strike out at her. Probably he was alreadytiplgptsome other
sordid business scheme for Luke to crash into, lzad put her

rebellion down as an annoyance, and a temporaraotiat.

How belittling it all was! She now saw that Jamesl fbeen right to
consider her little storm in a teacup a minor aifting thing. He had
her past performance to base his opinion on. Hmsim@tion of her
whole life was her own fault. She had practicallyen herself to him
on a silver platter when she had attended all tsosml functions at



his insistence. She had sold her own soul to him gkeeaply when
she had gone out with the businessmen of his ch@be had
bartered her self-respect for an escape from freed@atherine had a
sneaking suspicion that she had been trying to rhakéather show
some sign of approval, some sign of encouragensdrd.wanted to
make him care.

Luke had been right: she was afraid of herself @instepping out.
Freedom was a heavy and frightening gift for on@whad known
nothing but the indolence of domination. Freedom Katherine
meant having to pay her own bills, and make her degisions and
face numerous responsibilities. If she stepped she, would never
have the excuse, 'It's not my fault! | didn't meéardo it! He made
me!'

A tray was brought to her room, with the message kier father
wished to speak to her in the morning, but Katheermrapped up in
her own thoughts, dismissed this ominous-soundiegsage with no
more than an absent-minded—and wholly unquaking—8be put
her tray on a little dresser beside her bed amubed in. After

uncovering one plate and picking up a delicate waidto nibble,

she suddenly looked up and around her, as if séengoom for the
first time in her life.

A goose-down quilt graced the spacious bed, ane tvere several
hundred dollars-worth of cosmetics on the elegatijae dressing
table. Heavy oak dressers, a matching pair, steceéatinels at either
side of the roomy bedroom, and a walk-in wardroble lexpensive,
glittering, fashionable clothes. Her bathroom waacsous also, with
a double bath of marble, and antique brass watetras. A
carelessly tossed silk dressing-gown lay in a ctathpeap by the
bath, and heavy plush towels were folded preciseliting her use.
The mirror was framed in gilt. Several differenchksive perfumes
and bath oils were scattered about haphazardlytotie pushed on
anyhow, with no respect for their famous labels.



The sandwich, she noticed, as she suddenly looked dt what she
held in her hand, was crabmeat salad, tasty, teqypdind delicious.
It was also very expensive.

Katherine put down her half-eaten sandwich slovilye pretty bird
preferred captivity to the dangers of the wild, gite? She could not
support herself in such a style if she were todehwme. Was she
indeed selling herself, for the price of her owif-sespect and a
paltry few blows about the head, for a life suchthas? Did all the
material things that money could buy really meamaah to hei?
Was she so afraid that she might fail utterly andhiiatingly if she
were to leave, and was that keeping her here? Ni&gsrt spite of all
her protestations to the contrary, where she watotee?

She moved to the mirror slowly, as if compelledsbyne inner force
greater than herself, and looked into it. What & was not some
darling of Kentucky's high society, nor did she #eespoiled bitch

who made cocktail parties so much fun. She didseet one of the
most beautiful young women ever to have gracedotieks of the

spirited thoroughbreds that made the Blue Grage &mous. She
did not see a romantically spirited young girl wieml stood before an
ogre of a father and dramatically defied him tokey gates of hell.

She saw a very sad and rather frightened little with shadows

under her eyes and a dull, unnecessary braiserarhbek.

It was enough. She stared at herself for a lomgg tone and took a
good look at the person without the pretence. Sta'tdwant to
forget the sight. She wanted to remember everylesiagpect that
made this person who she was. She wanted to rennesabthat she
would not make the same mistakes again. She waudrroe what
this person was, not ever again. Then, going tevii&-in wardrobe
and dragging out, not the expensive ltalian leathwetcases she'd
bought for one of her recent trips, but two caneds bags that had
seen better days, she dumped them by the bed ameldsto pull out



various items of clothing, throwing them on the bgdhe half-eaten
sandwich.

After she had a pile of lacy underwear and nightggw
dressing-gowns and tights, she rummaged aboutufomer shirts
and shorts, digging out several pairs of jeanssamtlals, and a few
skirts and dresses. Then, tossing it all togettheni unceremonious
heap, she looked from the pile of clothing to ttwe small canvas
bags and began to sort out what was not absolneagssary on to
the floor on the other side of the bed. She foumddif at war with
what her practical mind told her was necessary,vemak her inner
self whispered to her to take. She limited hersteiftly to one pair of
flat sandals, one pair of tennis shoes, one paasdial shoes—which
she set aside for wearing tomorrow—and one painigi-heeled
shoes. Then she threw aside the high- heeled sisoest necessary
after all. She would not part with one item of lagyderwear—they
took up so little room, after all'—and these weugcgly packed. She
sat back on her heels and held up several paiploiveb-delicate
tights. They would be full of runs soon enough. Stuéfed them into
the canvas bag that held her underwear.

After much deliberation, she finally ended up wiito skirts, two
dresses and two pairs of jeans, with a cunningraseat of tops that
would be interchangeable with all. Two items shd @ut: a pair of
jeans and a pretty ruffled shirt to be worn tomatrdhe rest she put
into a bag. Happily, after finding that she hadttéelroom to spare
after the removal of the clothes she was to waaotoow, she picked
up the discarded high-heeled sandals and tucked tht® the bag
with a shimmery gold dress.

She set the two packed bags by the door and weninonage
through her purse, adding to it only one sprayrehEh perfume, a
toothbrush and some essential items of make-um, Hadisfied with
her evening's work, she sat down to munch heaotiythe sadly



crushed sandwich and the remainder of her meaadtlate when she
finished, so she didn't attempt to phone Luke.

After crawling into bed in the summer's darknesg, sy curled up
under the goose-down quilt, aquiver with excitememiticipation
and dread. Miss Farlough, for the first time in mgears, was most
certainly not bored. She was positively scared. Stie didn't sleep a
wink all night. She felt as if her stomach was gain give up all her
dinner. She wanted to cry and, crazily, she watdddugh.

The pretty bird was about to fly her cage.

When the grey tendrils of light wafted away thekaass, and yet
before one could precisely call it dawn, she thibawk her covers and
gladly got up. She showered quickly, not even senthe multitude
of fragrant bath oils one regretful glance, aneédlher hair. Then she
slipped into her jeans and clumsily put on her shog light
cream-coloured blouse went on next, and then, Isecéuwas a
favourite of hers and if she wore it that meant atd take it with
her, she also slipped on a white angora sweatem,TWwith a quick
glance at the clock, she stealthily slipped ott@froom and lightly
skipped down the stairs. Five-thirty was a bit éaoly for just about
anyone in the household, even for her father,Hough he worked
extremely hard at his business, he still kept besk®urs. Not even
the omnipresent Joss would be up, she knew, edlgesirece her own
hour for rising was usually around eight. This iall she thought,
probably out of character for me, and she hadifie sthat sounded
horrifyingly like a giggle. She had a nasty suspicthat from now
on, she was going to be doing things that a |gieafple would term
‘out of character' for her.

It wasn't, she reflected more soberly, as if she p@ssessed much
character to begin with. In fact, hindsight showed that she must
have acted for several years with a remarkdatk of sincere



character. The library door was ajar, so she dddioleise the phone
in there and close the door behind her, just ie.cas

This is stupid, she told herself severely, as lagdhbegan to shake
when she picked up the telephone receiver. Shegalit the number
that she had hastily shoved in the pocket of leergeand dialled, not
giving herself time to think and perhaps back éwstshe listened to
the phone ring, she was aware of the most tefaétng of panic she
had ever experienced, and when a deep, alert yiet goice
answered, she nearly put down the phone to run.away

'Hello? Hello? Who is this?' It was, of course, euland ne was
becoming very impatient.

'l am trying,' she said as matter-of-factly as games'not to hang up
on you.'

‘Katherine," he breathed, incredibly sounding hapihen, in quite a
different tone of voice, far more matter-of-fachtihshe had been able
to achieve, he replied, 'Well, I'm very glad thatiydidn't, because |
would have taken you for a crank caller, and fiviety is a very rude
time to be making crank phone calls.'

'I'm sorry," she said instantly. 'l know | shoutdmve rung so early.
You go back to bed, and I'll phone back a littketaall right?’

‘No, it's not all right, because | wasn't in bad gou're trying to back
out of whatever you wanted to say to me,' he retbswiftly. 'Out
with it, love.'

'You actually were up at this hour of the morningie asked,
astounded. 'lI've never known anyone to do thatrbefdhe only
reason why I'm up so early is because | couldegsand nobody else
Is up at this time of the morning around here.’



'l am," he told her patiently, ‘a morning persarg quit prevaricating.
Were you calling to invite me over to have thak tddis morning?
You can do no less, since you did promise me, ymwk

‘Actually--' she whispered, afraid. She was afithim, of herself,

and very much afraid that she was about to makbiggest mistake
of her life. 'l, uh, would like to take you up dmat offer you made on
Saturday night about .. ." Her voice petered olaé &uldn't go on if
her life depended on it.

‘... about staying with me for a while until yogdre out what to do?'
he finished for her. 'l had Marian, my housekeepieia bedroom and
put sheets on the bed after | spoke to you.' Higevavas so

comfortingly placid that she found a measure ofcedturning to

her. 'l had hoped, you see, that you would b ragline back fairly

soon, although | never dreamed that it would bedqlick. When can
| come and pick you up? Will it take you long tack@

'| packed last night," she told him brightly, ahdn her voice broke. 'l
had to, you know. Things did get to be too muchu ¥Yie@re so right,
yesterday. | went up to my room and thought alhawg about it and
I—I, well, I just have to get out of here!" Shemted altogether and
stood blinking rapidly to make the tears go awgpadled at how
easily she was losing her composure lately.

'l know. | know. It's all right, Katie dear. | donderstand," his voice
was very calm and extremely soothing, and he spokemonotone
which made her breathe easier and unclench hewitisout really

knowing how it happened. 'I'll be there as soon ean. | have to
wake Jana—she's my sister—and let her know wigdirgg on, and
it will take me about, say, twenty minutes to driweer. Can you
manage until then?'



'Oh, yes,' she assured him quickly. 'l think I'llite my father a
note, just to let him know what I've done. Do yduink it's very
cowardly of me, to just write a note?"

‘Not if that's what you want to do,' he told h#ryou think it would
help to see him and talk to him, and yet you'redpprehensive to
meet him alone, | will be more than happy to see Wwth you. In
fact,' he continued grimly, ‘it might be for theshesince | can think of
a few choice things to say to Farlough, myself.'

'‘No,' she demurred quickly. 'l think we can forgattencounter. I'll
stick to the note and stay out of the way until getihere, for he is an
early riser although this is..a bit too early stillaybe I'll go down to
the stables, and contrive to disappear until yaueb

‘That might be the best idea,' he agreed, alddtteareluctantly. 'I'll
see you in about half an hour, then. Kate, I'm glaal did decide to
call me. You won't regret it.'

"You must be joking,' she told him succinctly.lteady am regretting
it, as well you should know. See you.'

She decided to stay away from the stables aftedtalVould only

bring her heartache, for the little pony, Misty, Widn't know any
better. He was the only horse that she was attathethe others
were showy, high-spirited animals, good for a teggallop across
the fields but too bad tempered and spoiled toddd im any deep
affection. A quick trip to the kitchen had her gamg back to her
father's study a steaming cup of coffee, instant, lietter than
waiting for a percolated cup she wouldn't have tidrink.

In her father's large study she headed for thereovigpewriter at a
desk that his personal secretary used from timien® and plugged it
In. Setting the steaming mug down close by, sheswas embroiled
in a difficult letter in which she attempted to ey a sense of



independence without rebellion, a detachment withhesentment,
and a clear refusal to be manipulated without fé&dre failed,
dismally. As she tore the sheet out of the humntypgewriter in
disgust and ripped it to pieces, two things hapgeBée heard quite
clearly the sound of firm footsteps on the stakcpst outside the
study door and went into a panic. However, a krtbek sounded at
the front door quietly, which had the same effether as the signal
of a hero rescuing a damsel from a dragon's ire.

She jumped up and turned off the typewriter, wbike cool part of
her whispered that she was very definitely actingt of
character—she'd never acted this foolishly in ifier After rushing to
the study door and about to hurry into the halihsthing, some
quietly whispered word of caution from the samet p@ther brain,
had her stopping just inside the doorway and bamelyf sight of the
front door. She could hear perfectly the measuoedsteps as they
continued down the stairs to head, she knew, foddor. A lock was
turned, and the door opened wide, and James spokeivilly, with
only a hint of well- bred surprise, 'Good gracioluske! This is a bit
unusual for a social call, don't you think? Do si@pman, step in!
What brings you here, ah, so bright and early?’

A casually amused voice answered him, deep and msehe
welcome to her ears. 'I| might ask you just aboet shme thing,
James, but instead of asking "What are you dberg!" | would ask
you "What are you doingp?" Is Katherine around?'

‘She's not exactly in the habit of rising so eatigr father replied,
ostensibly still in the same polite tone but withuanderlying hint of
anger becoming apparent. '‘What did you need?'

‘Your daughter,' said Luke easily. 'l've come toliener.'

‘You've what?' There were the tiny beginnings dfs&ction in
James's voice; Katherine could tell just what he wWanking. He



thought she had planned some outing with Luke &erencounter
with him yesterday.

'l said I've come to fetch her. She's leaving hodign't she say?'
Under his light and easy tone, she thought—she "‘wssre, but she
thought—she could detect a certain thread of haslimehis voice. It
was very slight, and much more subtle than Januoees note of
anger, but it had her thanking providence thatwshe not on the
receiving end of that speech. 'But perhaps" sha'tdidhings, |
understand, have been a bit . . . shall we sagtied around here? |
daresay she forgot.'

‘Just what in hell do you mean "she's leaving hoanel"'she forgot to
say"?' James demanded harshly. She stiffened.

'l should think,' replied Luke, 'that it is fairtjear. Is she around?'

‘You aren't going to see her this early in the nrmgy James stated
coldly and precisely. ‘Now, get out, and come blatkr, when the

household is up and so is Katherine, and we'ligditan out just

exactly what is going on!'

'‘My!" exclaimed Luke with interest. 'You've certigithanged your
tune, Farlough. | thought you wanted nothing moantfor me to
welcome your beautiful and desirable daughter imyoeager arms!
Have you changed your mind, perhaps set up a hbbeight-out
plan of action for my demise? Let me know, will Yoénd | would

like to add that I'd prefer to talk to Katherinefdre you've had a
chance to see her in private and maybe changeihdr'm

'l think," commented James calmly, after a momidrdt I'm going to
kill her for that.'

'l think,' replied Luke gently, and every bit asnaly as he, 'not.'



At this, she burst out of the shadowed doorway wtstre had been
lurking and she hurried to the front door in no Bistate of agitation.
Luke was leaning against the doorpost in a posibbnndolent
laziness, his black hair blown about his lean, Hacg. He had on a
faded pair of jeans, a dark blue roll-neck sweated an easy smile,
but when she looked up into his dark eyes, she awasiderably
taken aback at the sight of a dark flame of ragelkd and burning
deep within. His arms were folded across his widest and one
casually shod foot was kicked across the other.

James, dressed casually for him, was considerabhg mlegant in

expensive slacks and a smoking jacket over a cieaeater. His

light hair was brushed immaculately back off hisefeead. He also
was in a towering rage, she saw, as she staredhose cold, cold

eyes. She got the strangest feeling when she laokedames's eyes.
To look into total emptiness ... She had neverigedl just how

destructive her father's comprehension of life lyealas, and she

grasped his amorality for a brief, chilling momastshe stared into a
pit devoid of human compassion or understanding &dsped in

shock. She was looking into the pitiless eyes s¥raent.

'Ready, love?' A deep, chocolatey rich voice brtke spell of
James's viciousness and she turned, consideradoljedt to face
warm grey eyes, intelligent, amused, caring. As tsineed to face
Luke fully, though, the look vanished to be repthedth such an
expression of fury that she involuntarily took apstback. It was
unlike anything she had seen.

He launched away from the doorpost and swiftly heacher side,
taking her chin with gentle fingers, his face makkéter that one
instant of naked anger. That incredible fury gstitked in his eyes,
she found, though, as she looked up. 'Who hit yothe face, my
dear?' he asked calmly.



Katherine, hating every minute of the unpleasaehecwas shaking
rather violently and he must have been able toifeébr his cool
fingers tightened fractionally on her chin. Howevarlifetime of
acting and a certain amount of pride made her angarg coolly, 'It
doesn't matter. Truly. Quite unimportant, Lukegdlty mean it, but
don't you think we should be going?'

After studying her for an instant, he answeredeatiVely, 'Yes, |
suppose we must. Where are your bags?'

‘Katherine, you aren't going anywhere,' Jamesdtaamly, and yet
with an underlying threat that had her blinking aoasidering that
perhaps she couldn't go after all. Her eyes redtetiteir uncertainty.
‘Dalton, get away from my daughter and get out.'Dmake me use
force! This farce has gone on long enough.' Hepstégorward and
stopped as Luke whirled, a threat implicit in higllp movement. The
two men faced each other, the older man bulkiercanthinly taller,
and powerful in spite of his additional years. Kathe took several
steps back as she looked apprehensively from ometontne other.
Luke, after his swift turn about, stood easily whignds on hips and
feet a little apart. He appeared relaxed even thdwgystood on the
balls of his feet, ready for any event. In his ey@&gs possible to see
a touch of anticipation and—was it by any chancges@ess?
Looking from one to the other, she couldn't say whyt Katherine
began to relax. She would lay odds on Luke, any day

'‘Get your bags, Katie,' said Luke pleasantly, withooking about.
'I'll, er, keep James company down here.'

Taking another peep at her father's by now thundeface, she spun
on her heel, and fled.

Careering out on to the landing with her bags amdrsbling down
the stairs, she was vaguely surprised—and sedistiyppointed—to
see both men still standing, in fact in the sansatjpms that they had



occupied when she had so hastily left. She stogpadjing a bit, just
behind Luke's shoulder, and was immediately stiyckhe fact that
she had done so very naturally.

‘All set?' asked Luke lightly, not looking arounfihe uttered an
affirmative, and he continued, 'Well, I'll say tifiis you, sweetheart,
you're quick. Go and get into the car like a gowl JI be there in a
moment.’

'‘Oh, but I'd rather--' began Katherine, and was shdrt by one
quietly spoken word.'Go,' he said, and she toodésatdnt look around
his broad shoulder at the murderous look on Jarfae®s She inched
for the door.

'l suppose that you won't be needing anythinglalséevhat you have,
darling?' James said suddenly, causing her to labkiim in
puzzlement. 'l can get rid of anything else?' Hissewatched her
cruelly, mockingly. 'After all, your possessionsaneiothing to me ..
."What was his threat? she asked herself, friglitelhcan't figure out
his threat. '. . . and, of course, Misty is too twdoe of any use to
anyone, isn't he?'

Her face blanched and after a minute, she closedyes, sickened.
James watched her tortured face, and he smiledvaheaof anything
outside her own pain, not even aware of Luke, sireetl again to the
door and started to walk stiffly towards it, heatldent and her eyes
blurred. Each step was a death sentence to gadtlg who deserved
nothing less than a peaceful retirement under hlagles of an apple
tree, and lazy afternoons filled with wordless dnea

'So, when you leave ...' James continued, and ctoed herself
on,'... I'll just make a—clean sweep, so to spestke opened the
door and hesitated. She very nearly couldn't starghe very nearly
gave in and turned back. '‘Misty shouldn't feel mudhould think it

would be just a twinge, when the vet gives himsthst . . .' She



teetered on the brink of surrender, and steppeH. lames would
only inflict more pain on her., and Misty had livadood life. With a
great effort, she stepped out of her father's hoaseoss the
threshold. She shut the door gently behind her sdoaly, dully,
climbed into Luke's car after depositing her bagshie back. She
waited.

After a few minutes, Luke came out and he slid thesports car. He
looked at her searchingly, and after a quick glaaténim that

revealed hair a bit more ruffled than before arelkhuckles on his
big right hand reddened, she turned and staredisti@head silently.
‘All right?' he asked carefully, starting the cadaeasing into the
drive.

'‘Perfect,’ she stated, and promptly burst intcstear

He let her cry without interference, and only oomaally shot her
searching and concerned glances. They made theetdriis house in
near silence. After a bit, she was able to corttarself to just a few
odd tears that slid down her face from time to taseshe dully looked
out of the window at the passing grey world.

When he pulled into a large driveway that formelauge sweep in
front of a charming brick colonial house, she wale @ look about
her with a semblance of interest. He swung rourntpamnked in front
of the white-painted doors and turned to her witdirasmile.

'l left Jana in a pleasant dither," he told herysaa. 'She told me to
bring you straight home, and not even attempt tergfou breakfast
out since she had every intention of fixing you stmng here! I'

hope you like her, Kate," he continued a bit déhtly for him, 'she so
loves company and she gets so little that shegéyliio smother you

with attention! She is, | believe, eccentric.’



This easy talk had her looking at him, first wittdeal of genuine
interest and later with some amusement. 'She sdikeds character,’
Katherine said, delighted. 'Why do you say that 'ssh
eccentric?"Well, she loves lame ducks and stragsdand lost
kittens," he replied, grinning. 'We usually havefemer than a half a
dozen grouped around our back porch with hopefplessions on
their various furry faces! She also runs aroundiiher wild caftans
or ominous black, depending on the impression sklees to portray.
It will be interesting to see what she is wearihg tmorning in
honour of your arrivall! She has the most lovelyckldair with
touches of grey at the temples that she lamenasiyabpportunity,
and very blue eyes that twinkle at the slightestvpcation! She is apt
to play either loud rock music or impressive cleakat earth-shaking
volumes and at very shocking times of the day!Hars my dear,
Jana is extremely happy and always herself, ncematio that might
be at the time!'

'‘Oh dear,' she murmured faintly. 'l do so hope shatdoesn't choose
black for this morning! I'm quite sure that | woudd deflated at that
message! Do you think she will dislike me? That lddoe terribly
awkward.'

'Of course she won't," he assured her with a withevghich displayed
his even, white teeth. 'She always likes the pettylel do.'

She was at a loss as to how to reply to this amallyi murmured,
‘Thank you. Is my face very smudged?' This lastas&ked anxiously.
'| feel like | have gritty sand in my eyes; theyguite painfully.’

He studied the pale and tired face speculativiedxpect it is because
you haven't had very much sleep and then toppst ity crying,’ he
said. '"Your eyes do look a bit red, and you lookyw#ed, and of
course that bruise doesn't help matters very mudiact, you look a
bit like a little stray cat that | picked up offelstreets. No, | daresay
that Jana will fall in love with you at once, aridsrubbing that eye,



you're only making it worse! You know,' he addefleaively, 'l
can't figure out how it is that you can look at erso very haggard,
and yet at the same time quite beautiful too. peasthat it is the
effect of those incredible eyes!" He smiled atswsweetly that she
forgot her burning eyes and her general misery gimooi smile back,
as sweetly, to him. '‘Come on!" he commanded, sugdeisk. 'Let's
go and see what crazy caftan Jana's got on today!

And with that, they both climbed out of the car,kkudoing so

quickly and Katherine more hesitantly. He came tbtive car to put
one reassuring arm about her shoulder as he lagpitbe wide steps
and across the spacious porch to the door. He dpeaad ushered
her in without ceremony, closing the door behind aalling out,

‘Jana! Jana, you abominable sister, where are fiBrought Kate
here!'

A small head poked from a doorway down the hatuYieedn't roar,’
the stern admonishment was administered with ansaduight
voice. A delicately boned and slim body followee tittle head and
Katherine stared into lovely blue eyes that dangedt her. 'And this
is Katherine!" the small woman exclaimed with evesign of
satisfaction. She ran a swift and careless harmugfir a cloud of
lovely long dark hair, streaked with grey. Her eymsddenly
sharpened at the sight of Katherine's bruise, &&dsent a very
piercing look at Luke as she scolded him lightly faking much
longer than he had promised. She received a negsiigke of the
head from him in reply which Katherine didn't sedha was standing
behind her. She continued gaily, 'l wanted so b&allgut on black
this morning, love, since it is so dismal and duitside, but | thought
instead that I'd put on a bit of colour for your\aal! Now, Luke, go
and get her bags, and I'll show you where your resgmall right?'

Katherine smiled slightly at this and nodded. THéep woman
tucked her arm through hers with such a childigloigfiding air that
she was quite disarmed, and soon was chucklirmnatsinonsensical



and wholly good-natured teasing. They made theyrtwdhe second
floor where Jana led her to the first room on #iewith the door ajar.

Entering the room, Katherine was pleasantly sueprie find a very
comfortable decor. It was not a particularly largem—in fact it was
much smaller than she was used to—but it was ghiéeming with
various rugs on a polished wood floor and a hugéeposter bed,
canopied and draped with a brightly printed quilhere were two
doors, one leading she found to a tiny private foatm, and the other
being the wardrobe. An antique desk stood daijusy in front of a
frilly-curtained window. Jana was watching her loakout with
pleasure, her own kind eyes smiling, and then satd a brisk
friendliness, 'I'll leave you alone for a few miesito get acquainted
with the room! I'm sure that Luke will be up in @ment with your
bags—please, let me know if Marian has forgotteythang trifling,
like the towels for the bathroom, or sheets for bezl. She is
hopelessly forgetful . . ." Still chattering lauggly, Jana floated out
of the room with a quick wave of the hand.

Left to her own devices for the moment, she hedolethe bathroom
after a bit of inspection, and ruthlessly splasheldl water on her
face in an attempt to put some colour into her kbee

As she turned to leave the little bathroom she dounke, propping
up the doorway.

‘Hello," she said calmly. Her face was seriousheuteyes smiled just
a little at him, and his own softened into a twaki response. 'l was
beginning to wonder where you were. You move vengtly, don't
you?'

‘A habit," he admitted, 'that makes Jana shriek! yau feeling up to
coming downstairs and meeting Marian and the mereRyét last
count, | believe that there were three cats andcid temporary



residence in the kitchen. Jana names every onkeofi,tbut | can
never keep them straight. There's also coffee ein@ink.'

'‘Coffee sounds nice,"' she admitted politely, andegawry chuckle
that sounded unamused. 'I'm sure that my cup déeas still sitting
in James's study, unnoticed for the moment ance aquatd! | didn't
have a chance to finish it, as things turned out.’

‘Well,' Luke commented mildly, 'we won't think alhdbat now, if
you'd rather not. | for one would like to put sodistance between
myself and that unpleasant interlude.’

He took her arm gently and walked with her to tberdNow that her
mind was on the subject, she asked him a littleedty, 'Did you hit
him? | got the impression that you had, although gmin't mention
anything. |—if you'd rather not tell me,' she fadté, seeing his face
with a curiously implacable expression, we can &idkut something
else . ..

‘And having you dwelling on it in silence anyway® replied,
shaking his head. The look faded as he stared dawher eyes, and
he smiled faintly. 'l zhink we should say just adliout the subject, to
clear the air. But after a little talk, we are bgthing to put the whole
incident out of our minds, and think of nothingeelsut kittens and
dogs and lunch for you, and work for me, for thst ref the day!
Tonight will be soon enough to talk about othengfs.'

At the head of the stairs, he prompted her tomitrdbeside him on
the first step. After a hesitation, he said abgyptl did hit

him—rather hard—Dbut | waited until he tried to e first. | won't
apologise; he had been damnably cruel to you asmadked out of
the door, and I--'

'l hope,' said Katherine deliberately, watching &us he sat with
hands loosely laced between his knees and facedannay, 'that you



at least managed to give him a black eye.' His kbhatiround and he
stared at her with blackly snapping eyes that wemnning to show
amusement. 'And | would be quite pleased if you baen able to
knock him down, although | quite understand if yiadn't. He is a big
man, isn't he?' She met Luke's eyes with complatgosure.

'‘As a matter of fact,' he acknowledged modesthm&ls was spilled
all over the bottom of the staircase, but, wedjdn't mean to boast
about it. If | might say so, it was a rather nedtisown shot.' Green
eyes met dark grey ones in perfect understanding.

‘Serves him right,’ she agreed. 'ldethe one that gave me this
memento, you know." She touched her cheek. 'I'mhnuldiged to
you. | would have never been able to hit him, mfysel

'‘Only too happy to be of service. | had suspecsashach. The punch
| threw at him afforded me a great deal of satisdac He sat for
some few minutes brooding over that satisfaction.

'‘Honestly, Luke," a laughingly exasperated voicensed at the
bottom of the staircase and made both Katherindlandubject thus
addressed look enquiringly below them. 'Marianasitively miffed
at the pair of you! She's quite sure that you nteaavoid her, and |
know that we won't get a decent meal out of hedays if she's in a
huffl Now get down here, both of you, and come &age some
breakfast before she hands in her notice!'

Luke threw back his head and laughed heartilyiat &md Katherine's
face lightened also. After watching the two stapdand start down
the stairs gain, Jana headed back to the kitch#nanvswish of her
brilliant skirts, while a smile teased her lips.

The roomy kitchen was as warm with various wrigglioodies below
the knee, and alight with a hospitable glow. Thdicarisly
tantalising smell of hot coffee pervaded the algng with the



sizzling sound of bacon frying fragrantly and toagt bread.
Katherine was assailed with sharp yaps from a ifraptip that
managed to get tangled up between her ankles angahgs of
hunger. She stumbled over the eager little body @anah attempt to
avoid a huge calico monster of a cat, pitched fodvira what was an
unavoidable fall. Two swift hands reached out froehind and
grabbed her, yanking her upright.

'‘Okay?' he asked easily, before he relinquishedhbid on her
shoulders. She nodded, watching the antics ofitiire dnimals with
no small degree of amusement.

Turning to glance at him with sparkling eyes, séieed, 'So, not only
are you very light on your feet, you're also exegnswift! Should I,
| wonder, begin to pity my father after all?"

'‘Hush, child," he murmured, 'you don't know what gay.' He looked
beyond Katherine, and his face lightened into gibgaexpression.
‘Ah, Marian, my love! | hear you're feeling sorelgglected today.
Here,' and he planted a hearty kiss on a thin,kigthcheek, ‘a peace
offering, for the good of our future meals! Comeetnmy Katie and
say you like her." The last words put Katherineainwhirl of
confusion.

Bright eyes set in a wrinkled face, under a shagknass of red hair,
met Katherine's for a long moment. She raised pebrews after a
bit; Katherine could have sworn that she had seisoef in those
merry eyes. ' "She was the fairest creature imvitréd; and yet she is
inferior to none"." A voice, dry like autumn leavbsit are tossed in
the wind and sounding every bit as merry as the iaked, startled
Katherine considerably. Looking into her astonisli&ce, Marian
murmured, 'What an uncomfortable-looking bruise, dear. That
was The Taming of the Shregome time before the first act, in the
first or second scene in the Induction, but wherbalen't the

foggiest.’ The mischievous face turned to Luke'sokoiy



countenance. 'Don't you think it appropriate fétede, my dear, and
a pretty one at that?'

'Oh, to be sure,' he was hasty to agree. He chiieltlthe expression
on Katherine's face. 'Marian,' he explained, 'isaaid reader of
Shakespeare, among other things.'

‘Marian,' intervened Jana sarcastically, 'is ad avader of anything.
Come and sit down, Katherine, over here. Would i cream or
sugar in your coffee?"

'‘Cream, please,' she murmured, feeling dazed. I&iveed herself to
be led to a chair.

Very soon, a steaming plate filled with bacon, tpasd eggs was set
before her bemused face. To her own surprise, simaged to clear
the lot. Laughing chatter accompanied the mealaas,JLuke and
even Marian sat down to breakfast also. Marianaentked grin her
way when she raised her eyebrows in surprise abltievoman
calmly seating herself with her two employers. Sha& nothing,
however, and merely, grinned back as she forkedieaepof
scrambled egg into her mouth. She was contentgust and listen to
the banter that flew back and forth from one todtieer. Luke teased
the women unmercifully, and they laughingly retdrieack. The
meal was the most relaxed and amusing breakfasthatleever
attended.

She was feeling exhausted at the end, and unaatymtepressed.
A fresh cup of coffee sat in front of her and shered it
automatically, as she stared into its murky deprthg. weight of the
future and the burden of the present was again lnggonand her
shoulders bowed in dejection under the load.

'Hey," a quiet voice broke into her thoughts. Skenged at Luke
enquiringly and the sight of his lean face with éimgular cheekbones



and the thin hollows underneath, the firm jaw aetednined lips,
and nose marvellous eyes struck her anew. He réachene strong
hand and clasped her two smaller ones, coveringdmrhpletely and
squeezing hard. She tried to smile at him, butai$ & dismal failure
and to her horror her eyes filled with tears. Siukéd away, blinking
rapidly.

'It's okay to cry,' he said gently. The two womeul lgot up and, with
various muttered excuses, had eft a few minutesreéeKatherine
tried to find within herself some semblance of prid keep from
giving in to the humiliating tears, but she fouretrdelf with a face
streaked with wetness as she held her shouldet,inigin attempt to
gain control. A chair scraped, and a strong armeceound her stiff
shoulders. Giving up the battle, she turned hee faxto Luke's

sweater and clung to his strength. Another armustider her knees
and she was lifted on to his lap and held tighBire was silent,
determined not to make a sound and embarrass hargéer by

letting the two women hear her sobs, but the fofdeer stormy tears
shook her body like a tree shuddering in the wikiter a time, she
was able to relax her rigidity and curve her bodyento him. An

occasional tear would slide down her cheek andethesre wiped
asway with a gentle finger by Luke.

He began to talk to her about commonplace thingldeher that he
was going to come home early and talk to her, aatl the would

have a nice, relaxing day to do whatever she watttedb. 'Don't

hesitate to go to bed, if that's what you wanttdhe her. ‘It would be
understandable, considering how little sleep yotad in the past
two nights. And whatever you do today, don't thefdout the future.
Just read, or perhaps watch television, and desl'tybu have to keep
Jana and Marian company. | want you to feel youte&e a little

vacation, if you like, and not do much of anythungtil we all get

reoriented. What do you like to read?’



She was able to answer him by then, and repliedt teally depends
on what you have, but | like a lot of things. A gosuspense, or
romance, or mystery. | usually read something light

He set her on her feet. 'Let's go and see whatwdind, shall we?' A
trip to the library found several paperback bodis she declared an
interest in, and Luke tucked them under his arthtdke these up to
your room, so that you have them when you want th@myou want
one for now? Or did you want to do anything elsai®"

She shrugged, her eyes averted. All her self-réspas gone, her
pride sadly damaged. She had never cried befdirerh of another
person, and she seemed to be crying all the tinenwshe was with
Luke.

'‘Well,' he said after a moment, 'I'm sure youlidfiplenty to keep
yourself occupied with." There was a pause as hacght at his
wrist-watch, but she didn't notice since she washiesy not looking
at him. 'Now, I'm afraid I've really got to run andange for work.'
He hesitated. 'Do you think you'll be all right?'

Her head snapped up at that, like a puppet's feeked by a string.
'Of course,' she said with dignity, almost coldlis eyes became
unreadable as he stared into her too-bright eye$ha nodded. 'l
didn't have any doubts about that,' he smiled afbezically. 'I'm
going to rim, then,' he said, and bent his headtds her a fraction.
But, apparently changing his mind, he squeezedaher gently
before talking briskly out of the library. She samko a deep
armchair, feeling as if her legs had turned to temcand stared into
space for a long time after he left.



CHAPTER FIVE

As Katherine opened the book that she was neititerasted in nor
that she expected to read, she let her thoughtslevamhere they
would. She didn't have much of an opinion of héaethe moment.
She didn't have much of an opinion of life, eithérheavy apathy
settled over her like a dark cloak.

After a time, a sinuously graceful body slunk iritkee room and

casually strolled towards her, tail held imperiguslgh and large

yellow eyes blinking. Matilda the monster leapttorKatherine's lap

and settled graciously, giving after a moment ghesounding purr.

At this she had to smile, and she rubbed the pikaaebehind the
ears. She thought sadly of her little pony, Mistiiom she couldn't
help but feel she'd abandoned. She wondered ifslaareally held

true to his threat. She didn't doubt it: he alwiagd in the past. The
pony was probably dead by now, and she felt likeuaderer. What

else could she havel done, though? Misty had lm&ida good life,

whereas she was just barely starting hers. Shbeltiave stayed, just
a little while longer? Would she have| survived angre of her

father's cruelty?

And so was the fast morning of Katherine's liberagpent, brooding
over the past and bringing up old grievances. FKmeedvas no
different from oppression, she reflected with &ebitwist of her lips.
It was all one and the same to her.

Going into the kitchen, she searched around ambtfausmall kettle,
and after filling it at the tap, she set it on artmr. She sat and waited
for the water to boil, after locating some instemifee. Soon she was
heading up to her room with a steaming cup. Shkelkb¢he door
behind her. A strange feeling invaded her limbsfealing of
heaviness. Her hand was throbbing painfully anthtingly, and her
eyes felt strained. After stripping off her sweatdre curled on the
bed with her hot drink and sipped it lethargicalWhen she had



finished it, she set the empty cup on the floagtshed out on the
soft, strange bed and drifted off almost immedyatel

When she woke up she felt awful. A dull headachs theobbing in

the back of her eyes, and she was much too hdt,andlry feeling in

her mouth. She stumbled out of bed and strippecheif clothes.

Then, turning on the cold water in the shower,sthpped in, gasping
in shock at the stinging spray that hit her overdeaack. After a few
minutes she was hopping out with a shiver and drgif as fast as
she could. She dressed again, wearing the sanmeheaputting on a
different top, and she pinned her damp hair upsimgple knot off her

neck. Checking the bedside clock, she found thatg three in the
afternoon, and she hurried downstairs with her gropp dangling in

one hand.

A delicious smell hit her as she entered the casdym kitchen. Jana
was up to her elbows in flour, her hair untidilyllpd back in a
pony-tail that, in spite of the two grey streak®iging away at her
temples, made her look absurdly young. Marian whascking
something in the oven, her frizzy red hair stickiogt in all
directions. She was wearing a frilled apron thed &t the back. Both
women looked round as the kitchen door swung opdmitting
Katherine.

‘Mind the animals,’ warned Marian automaticallyd afatherine
slipped quickly through the door, letting it shahiind her.

Jana surveyed her face with approval. 'Much assbmy that you
missed lunch with us, | have to admit that you I@kjood deal
better," she said, crinkling her eyes in a friergtiy.

'l felt pretty bad when | woke up,' she said ligh#ls she slipped into
a chair by the table. 'l hardly ever sleep during tlay. But after
stepping into the ice- cold shower | had, | do feelter. I'm sorry
about missing lunch.'



'Oh, don't be,' Jana reassured her. 'Never feehgwa to sit down at
any of our meals unless you want to. | must saygh, you missed a
good meal! Marian fixed lasagne.'

‘There's still some left, if you would like it redted,’ Marian offered
thoughtfully, closing the door with a bang.

She declined, saying that she thought she miglet aakalk, if they
thought it wouldn't rain. Both women looked out tbe kitchen
window at the dull grey sky. 'l don't think it willsaid Jana with
obvious doubt.

'It doesn't matter if it does,' Marian told heustitake my raincoat and
go out. | do, all the time. It has a hood and w&ép you quite dry.’

'l think | will," she said. 'A walk in the rain sods inviting." She
thanked Marian seriously, and took the raincoaitsfbeg, slipping it
on. Going out of the back door, she told them a@Xpect her back at
any certain time.

Outside, she took stock of her surroundings, aadest towards a
large clump of trees, some distance to her lefe glrey day suited
her mood. When a few large drops of wetness sloppeler bare
head, she found the hood with one hand, reachdddat put it up
about her face. When she reached the trees shel faumarrow
footpath that she started following. It led through thickest area of
trees, into a shadowy thicket where a little ofrdna reached her with

big, plopping drops.

After a time she thought that maybe she shouldagh ko the house,
and she did so reluctantly, not wanting to facekihdness of the two
women or Luke's homecoming. When she again opemedack
door, she was thoroughly drenched, almost to hastwieom the
water that had dripped down the neckline of thesleasly worn
raincoat. Fresh cookies were cooling on the longnter by the



kitchen sink, and the smell of baking bread wafteder flared

nostrils. Marian sat at the table with a cup imfrof her and a book
propped in her hands. At the dripping sight of Kaite, she

exclaimed and dropped the book to hurry forward.

'‘Why, you silly girl! Whatever possessed you toyeurself get so
wet on a cold day like today?' she scolded, thmgstier hands
quickly past Katherine's fumbling ones and unbuttgrthe coat
herself. Here, sit down and take out these pinsh Jaould you get a
towel?' The last was yelled down the hall, and Katle heard quick
footsteps and a ready reply. 'I'm going to makegbot drink! What
do you like—do you like tea?'

'‘Look," she said helplessly, her wet hair danghimigly down her
soaked back. 'This isn't really necessary, you krnogan just run
upstairs and--'

'‘Don't give me any excuses!" Marian shushed henlgteHer faded
eyes twinkled at Katherine. 'Jana ankiké to fuss, so don't let me
hear anything more about it!

Jana bustled in busily and shrieked at the sightKafherine's

dripping hair and streaked face. 'Here!" she emwddi thrusting the
towel into her hands. Start towelling your hair.diyying to dry her

hair with the fluffy towel, Katherine listened to dian's happy
scoldings and to the yapping puppy that was trygnglimb into her

lap and to the hiss of the cats as each tumbledtbgeother and the
dog in an effort to jump up on her. She felt quitzed.

'Is everything always so noisy?' she asked Jana.

She laughed. 'And Marian and | thought we were i@ quiet
afternoon at home! No, my dear, things here arallysonuch worse!
Here, stand up and put this round you.' She hellhgavy terrycloth
dressing-gown that looked huge. Katherine stood, Jana helped



her put it on. After it was pulled round her almbsice, and belted
firmly into place, Jana made her sit down again.

Thus it was that when Luke walked quietly into Kitehen with his

business suit and tie still on, he saw two catshgst precariously on
Katherine's lap, shedding hair all over his favimublue terrycloth
dressing-gown and Marian and Jana chatting ovepacttea while

the younger qirl listened. He looked Katherine ovEom the

half-damp hair that was curling at her templeshe voluminous
garment she was practically drowning in, and thalsstockinged

feet that peeped out of her darkened and damp.jédamlsyou go

walking in the rain? | like to do so, myself, orcasion.’

She brought herself to smile a little at his frigmaelcome, but the
smile didn't reach her eyes, and he stared athoeightfully for a
minute, his eyes narrowed on her. Then, he sagkligri'Do you
suppose that | might be allowed a drink of some&thiMarian, before
supper? No, hot tea! Something a little more suitistia if you

please. A glass of wine would be nice, thank ybie.'pulled up a
chair and sat for a moment exchanging pleasantnts his sister
while studying Katherine. Shifting a bit under gweutiny of his keen
eyes, she pushed the two cats off her lap and sipod

'l think I'll get some dry clothes on," she murnturguietly and
escaped upstairs to the emptiness of her room.r&efbe had
changed she sat on her bed for a few minutes, wimgdest why she
had taken off in such a panic. Footsteps sounddukicorridor and
went by her room without stopping. Roused by tine took off her
damp jeans and top, to replace them quickly withtlzer pair of jeans
and warm sweater. Soon footsteps were heading foatke stairs,
but this time they stopped, and a knock soundéeatioor.

'Yes?' she called out, without opening it.



'l have just been to my room and have changednmice casual
clothes, so | know that you've had more than endirgd.' Luke's
voice sounded deeply through the panels. 'Quinhgidnd come out
to play, Katie-bug! Would you like some wine toipwant to hear
about your day.'

She could think of no excuse to give him for stgyim her room, so
after a moment she opened the door to stare aekpmessionlessly.
His black hair had just been recently brushed,F@ntboked fresh in
faded jeans with a black sweater, long sleeved thi¢ arms pulled
up to his elbows showing a good amount of dark éaw sprinkled

over tough-looking muscled forearms. He smiled eat éasily, but

she thought for a moment that she had glimpsedi@uent deep in

his eyes. Looking again to assure herself if thas what she saw,
Katherine told herself that she must have beenakest, there was
nothing but a warm smile in those grey eyes. Sheléd him his

dressing- room.

‘Thank you for the use of your dressing-gown, sid politely. 'I'm
sorry about the cat hairs.' Her green eyes heldimptut a careful
blankness.

'It's all right,' he replied, taking it and tossim@ver one arm. 'I'll go
and drop it off in my room, if you want to go onvdoto the library.’

She ran lightly down the stairs and ensconced liersene of the
comfortable armchairs, waiting patiently and quitenbly for Luke
to reappear, which he did quite soon, carrying ¢fasses, one half
empty, of wine. He handed the full one to her,dgatn in a nearby
chair, and sipped his wine with appreciation. Sheught as she
looked at Him that he certainly looked full of \litg. In fact, she was
sure that she looked more haggard than he did.&ehed her from
under thick and level brows, and smiled. 'How dadi yspend your
day?'



'l took a nap and took a walk,’ she said. He raisisdeyebrows
mockingly at that.

'‘My! You must be as happy to sit down as | am!" S&iel nothing to
this, merely sipping at her glass to provide anusgcfor not
answering his light mockery. 'How are you feelingfle question
was delicately put.

'Fine." She refused to give anything away. It wa® thought, a
matter of pride.

‘Are you?' His tone was something she wasn't siateshe liked, and
her head jerked up sharply. 'And,' he continuedlyscdhave you
figured out just what you would like to do with yself?'

'‘No.' She looked away and refused to look at hiarag

'‘Have you any idea as to what you might be intetest? Secretarial
work? Something more physical? Something with pepl

'‘No!" With an effort she controlled her rising veicl really don't
know. Look, can we talk about this some other timegybe
tomorrow?' She set her wine glass down and stoogagng the
long length of the room impatiently. Away from Lykat the other
end of the room, she stood facing the wall, with dens wrapped
around herself as if in protection. 'How was yoay?l she asked after
a moment, unable to stand die silence.

He didn't answer. Instead, she heard slow footdiepsd her as he
came up to her and touched her shoulder gentlyer@&/hare you,

Katie?' he asked her whimsically. 'l can't seerfintd you under all

that expressionlessness. Why are you hiding? Wieayau really

feeling?"



With a suddenness that surprised them both, she lanway from his
light touch, moving agitatedly away, with jerky amtrolled
movements. 'l don't know," she blurted out, unablstop herself.
Running a rough hand through her hair and makiggnt in the soft
light, she whispered, 'l don't know what to feedoh't know what to
look forward to. | don't know what to think, or hdavact!" Her voice
rose in spite of herself, as all the feelings gt had kept in spilled
out in a confused outcry. 'I'm depressed, and t#oow why! | don't
like it here, | don't like it at home! | don't watat think of the future,
and | can't help thinking about the past, and I. m'm--'

'—afraid," he finished softly, and put two big harah her shoulders
as he moved up behind her once again. She starteove away, and
his fingers tightened on her. 'And," he added thtfudly, *you're
probably confused, and most likely very bitter He drew her back
and pulled her against his strong, supportive b8tie found herself
sagging almost automatically to his lean length, l@@put his chin on
her head.

She was tense and shaking very slightly. 'And ghghe admitted,
‘and sorry, and--'

His head lifted as if in surprise. 'Sorry?' he as@aickly. ‘Why are
you sorry?'She sighed. 'l keep thinking about pdmty. He didn't
deserve to die, he should have had a good longematnt with
nothing to do or worry about other than how margiephe could eat
in an afternoon, and I—I practically murdered hiynl&aving like |
did . . .' she choked, unable to go on for a minstee sobbed harshly
but caught herself. 'l—he was my only friend, ayptrat was given
to me when | was five, and it's stupid to feel adli about a crazy
horse, but—he was the only happiness that | knewoate.' Her
breath was coming in jagged gasps that she trisgppedately to
control. 'And, he just reminded me of better tingsd ..." She was
turned into his comforting arms and a hand crabldhead into his
shoulders, '.. . and | wish I'd quit crying intouyehirts!'



At this, his chest shook a bit, and he bent higlhiedury his lips in
her hair. 'It's okay," he murmured. 'l wouldn'tjlest anyone, but you |
kind of like.'

That had her laughing almost hysterically, and bkked her away
from him to frown into her brimmingyes. 'l know," she gulped. 'I'm
trying to stop, really.' |

'‘Good,' he told her. Leading her back to her chaer,pushed her
gently into it, and handed her the wine ! she'ddawin. 'Finish it. It'll
help a bit." He knelt beside her chair and watdierddrink it in slow
sips. When she seemed calmer, he started toKalke, you've got to
stop feeling remorse. You didn't kill that horseuy father did. I'm
sorry about Misty, but from the sound of things wees an old pony.
Did he have "a good life?"

Unable to look up, she nodded slightly. A long #éngame up and
rubbed her nose, making her blink.

‘Don't you think he would be better off being pusteep, after having
a good life, instead of getting so decrepit thatbeld hardly enjoy
his oats or walk round a paddock?'

This she refused to answer, though, and he sighiedight. We'll
leave that for now. Let's talk about you. It's petly understandable
for you to be feeling :ke you are, Katie-bug! Aftgour father's
influence for years, you can't expect to leave lamdlithely happy
the next day. This is all new and probably verygéar you, isn't it?
Right?' He persisted when she wouldn't answer.

At last she met his eyes and she nodded fainfigelllike a fool,' she
muttered.

'‘Why? Because you're acting perfectly human? Becaumi're
admitting a weakness to someone else?' he askesthiesvdly.



'‘Because,’ she admitted reluctantly, 'lI've neveaedcrall over
somebody before this." She wiped her eyes anddstaréiim in
consternation as he threw back his head and laugididn't realise
that my tears were a source of amusement,’ she eatathacidly.

‘Love, I'm not laughing at you!" he told her, stuckling. 'If you

could see Jana when she loses one of her cats!tiGeeadhey take
off for who knows where, probably heading for homedg she cries
buckets all over me and Marian and all the othétyranimals in the
kitchen! | have had,' he ended mildly, "some exgrere, you see.'

She was regarding him with just a hint of amusem¥&iaou wear it
well,' she remarked. His eyes danced.

'1 do, don't I? But don't tell Jana that | told yallright? I'm sure that
you'll find out soon enough for yourself.'

'‘Why?' she asked suddenly. She stared down inteyes as he
crouched before her. 'l mean, why are you doing fimi me? Why
should you care? | still don't understand you!'

This time, it was he who lowered his eyes away flmrs. He was
silent as if in thought, and then he started takpery slowly. 'When
| first saw you, everything about you was vibrahg' said softly.
‘Your hair danced, your lips quirked in laughtettet whole stupid,
boring party, and your eyes had little devils lagkin them, peeping
out and making me want to laugh out loud. | hatee®anything go to
waste, and your life seemed like such a speciayjtiihat no one else
was fully appreciating. Not even you appreciatedl ¢ould see, and
then | started to sense some things that made ma&synCan you
understand when | say that suddenly | wanted ngthiore than to
see you happy, as everyone has a right to be? ifdatn't have
anything to do with what was between your father ae? | suppose
it sounds pretty lame to you, doesn't it?"'



She gave a tiny shrug, feeling inside a speciavdlom his open
disclosure. 'If you had caught me a little whil®@ aghen | didn't have
a clue as to any other lifestyle but the one | lsading, | would have
said that it sounded lame. But Marian fusses overomplete
stranger—that's me, you know—and Jana cries ousr aad | cry
for a fat old pony." She paused. 'l think that | Beginning to
understand you. I'm glad I'm beginning to undestgou. What |
wonder is,' she continued, her eyes reflectivst {jhat in the world
could produce anything like my father? He's poslf{ivnhuman!'

Luke stood and strolled over to his seat, pickipghis glass and
draining it. 'While you're asking that, you miglstwell ask why there
are such selfish people as the group your fathewcastes with, or
how can a person have the disposition of a kidled why are there
wars in the world, and why not plenty of food fdr the starving

people?' he replied to her query. '‘And," he cortihmildly, 'if you

find out any the answers, let me know. I'd likdné&@mr some myself.'

She smiled, the first smile that day and the ligdntof her face caused
him to look at her as if he could f not look awdlye been a foolish,
immature person,’” she commented matter-of-facigd 'l rather
enjoyed crying on your shoulder since it was gait®vel experience
for me! Now why are you laughing like that?'

He only shook his head in reply, and asked insteaayur pride up to
accepting the idea of a vacation until you feetlyet@ hunt for a job?
In the meantime, I'll be on the lookout for you.'

She said hesitantly, 'lI'd like that—to have someerto think, | mean.
But do you think that | might be able to borrow somoney from you
until | start receiving a pay-check? It would becs$ly a loan.'

A slow smile lit up his dark face. 'Do you mearnelb me that you left
home without a cent?' he asked.



'l did leave my chequebook," admitted Katherineepighly. '‘On
purpose. | didn't want to take anything from horhattl didn't
absolutely need.’

'‘Pride, or pique?' he enquired, watching her faszglatively. She
coloured under his gaze.

'| prefer to think of it as idealism,' she murmurddvas probably a
stupid gesture, because | had quite a bit of mdrmoey last month's
allowance, but | wanted to leave and be able totisatyl really did
make it on my own. Of course, I'm not really. | meglm staying here
and eating your food, and all. But if | pay you kathen | really did
make it, didn't 1?'

At this muddled speech for some reason he lookedspld, but she
refrained from asking him just what he was thinkisugd after a bit he
said, 'We'll consider any actual cash a loanjgtiit?' She nodded and
he continued, 'But | will not, repeat, will not &pt anw money for
letting you stay here, do you understands Notwlarit money for the
food you've consumed! No—don't argue with me, Kateat would
be an insult to my hospitality. And please dord fgs have to look
for another place to live because that is; ridiaalasthen we have so
much room here. We aren't even taking up half ef hledrooms
upstairs! If] you absolutely must do something &oreyour keep,
then ask Marian if she needs any help with the icgpkor
something.’

‘But,’ she said sheepishly, 'l can't cook.'

He laughed. 'Then learn.’

Katherine nursed her burnt fingers the next aftennoand swore in
disgust. The terrible-smelling stuff stuck in thattom of the small



saucepan was supposed to have been a cheese Isange way
resembled a, substance that could be construedible.eMarian
wandered over from her languid position at the ghlib peer
enquiringly over Katherine's shoulder. '‘Oh, my,e smurmured,
awestruck.

'‘Here, dear, let me get some cream for your fingge said tactfully,
as Katherine's brow began to darken. 'Do you tthek'll blister?"

'‘Probably,’' she said gloomily. 'And I'm going todeirtual cripple,
with my other hand all bandaged up!" Her face bagantear up. ‘Do
you think that Luke'll take us out to dinner, ndvatt I've thoroughly
ruined ours?,'

'You haven't "thoroughly ruined" dinner yet," Marigrimly retorted.
‘Just because the pork chops are a little darktangh, and the
mashed potatoes adiny bit lumpy, doesn't mean that we are givin

up!

‘Those pork chops are practically in cinders,' gtwenbled, wincing
at the pressure that Marian vegglying to her tender fingers. '‘And
the potatoes look ghastly. The only thing not mésgeis the salad,
and what can you do to ruin a salad, for heavetkesWhat are we
going to have for dessert now?'

Marian went to the pantry and rummaged around thibully. ‘We
could have some fruit cocktail," she called ovarsteulder. 'There
are several cans in here. It's not the most elatgmsert, but if we add
some freshly cut apples and some orange slicésnk tve'll make
do.'

'‘Couldn't you whip up something kind of nice, aetl ine toss the
pork chops and potatoes,’ she pleaded hopefullgrifige at the
thought of serving it to Jana and Luke!" Mariankied at her wryly.



'Oh, you know what | mean! After all, you've messgd dinners
before, haven't you?'

‘Lord, yes,' she said calmly. 'And | know that best way to learn to
cook is when you have to eat your mistakes. It'@safou try harder
the next time, you know. Besides, you insistechatlireakfast table
this morning that you wanted to prepare dinner,@aratyone agreed.
So, this is dinner!" She smiled at Katherine'sdvat flushed face. 'It
will be edible, dear, and nobody will mind. Aftell, aou are just

learning, and everyone knows it.'

When the four of them sat down to dinner, thougithi€érine couldn't
help but feel embarrassed at the potatoes and chiopgever, the
salad looked attractive, with tomatoes and greg@p@es and freshly
fried bacon bits in it, and there was a loaf obi(stbought, but good)
french bread toasting in the oven and smelling at@mand the fruit
cocktail with the fresh apples and oranges tastéédidus when she'd
sampled it experimentally.

Everyone tucked into the serving dishes: Marianrimgaher dry
smile, Katherine with a slight blush, and Jana hoke making a
great show of polite eagerness. The conversatiandeéightful, as
Jana chattered non-stop about her volunteer woitkethospital.
Katherine tried and tried to cut into her dark,chpork chop, but her
painful fingers and awkwardly bandaged hand preagnnuch
success. After managing to get a few bites intamuth, she finally
said in disgust, 'Marian, eating one's mistakes b&agll right when
you're talking about humble pie, but this pork chspbeyond
redemption!" She looked around at everyone's platke was
struggling manfully with half of his chop to go, catMarian was
caught red-handed with a piece of meat offerechéopup, Oliver,
who was waiting patiently under the table. Janad hot been
touched. In fact, as she looked around she alsoeabthat nobody
had eaten their salad portions either.



'‘What's wrong with the salad?' she asked suspigiguisking up her
fork and digging into her own. Luke's face was asce appeared to
choke, Jana clucked unhappily and Marian lookedifigs. She put
a forkful into her mouth and nearly gagged. 'Vinégshe gasped,
reaching for her water-glass frantically. As shdpgd the water,
Luke put his darkened face into one huge hand.

'‘What?' asked Marian confusedly. She picked upfdréralso, and
tentatively tried a morsel of her own salad. Thgregsion on her face
was ludicrous in its dismay. 'Oh, Katherine! You gee oil and the
vinegar proportions mixed up, and added too muokgar!

She looked around the table, at the terrible magiwdtoes, the
beautiful, ruined salad, and her dinner companibuke's shoulders
were shaking silently, and Jana seemed to havecudiif in

controlling her breathing. Marian's eyes were bringnand then that
lady put her head up, sniffing suspiciously, 'Da wonell anything?'

‘My bread!" wailed Katherine, and she shot outesfdhair to run into
the kitchen. The burning smell was stronger in tlo@im, and she
frantically opened the oven door to see a blackdogditting on a
flat metal sheet, smoking faintly. Snatching upea towel, she
grabbed at the burning mess and ran for the siggling the hot

metal sheet back and forth. She threw it into thie. 8y that time the
others had reached the door to the kitchen, andalid hear Luke
and Marian roaring with laughter and Jana tryinghtosh them up in
between giggles of her own. The three, in turn, $&atherine

standing with her back to the door, one arm paasmehd the front of
her waist and one hand pressed to cover her fabeher head bent
and hair swinging forward. Her shoulders were sigkonvulsively.

‘Kate!" Luke bounded forward and put his arm roted quivering
shoulders. She didn't make a sound, and all thiexk desperately to
control their laughter.



'‘Don't take it so badly, honey! Jana crooned, atsaing up to her.

She patted the bright bent head. 'It's only br&ad. shouldn't feel

we're laughing at you. It's just—just--' Her eye=t lmer brother's over
Katherine's head and she dissolved into splutters.

'‘Come on, Katherine!" Marian scolded affectionatélye're only
indulging in a bit of humour! It doesn't mean anythserious. Love,
if you could have seen your face when you tried awdul salad, you
would be in stitches too!

Katherine threw back her head and gasped for ar. dyes were
streaming with tears and at first the other thoedkéd at each other,
aghast at the reaction their laughter had evokieein & delicious peal
of mirth burst forth from her, and she doubledmup spasm. 'Oh!' she
gasped. 'Oh, ooohhh! If you could have seen yaesaif you could
see your faces now!' Her head came up and she uketd_stunned
eyes. 'You looked like you were going to die framoking! And you,'
her large, sparkling, gleeful eyes, still streammth tears, turned to
Jana, 'you tried so hard to keep from eating kiirtglon and on!
Everyone started to chuckle as they stared at'Aed your face,
Marian, when you tried the salad was too, too muchShe fell into
Luke's arms, still chortling with glee. 'Help meaahair!

When they had all managed to quieten down, Kathedsked,
‘Would you think it's possible to send out for azai? |, er, didn't get
enough to eat.’

'‘Possible! You've got to be joking,' Luke told Heelingly. 'l can't
think of any other alternative.'

In a relatively short time, with the combined effof the three
women, the mess from the uneaten meal was clearaddithe food
disposed of, much to the satisfaction of all conedr especially the
animals. Luke left to pick up the pizza he'd ordesnd, after
resetting the table and waiting for him to arrithesy all sat down to a



perfectly delicious meal complete with wine and diahight. The
mood was mellow as everyone disposed of the fackiil at the
end.

'I've never,' Jana remarked, licking her spoon Maphad a more
enjoyable meal, and can't remember having seenawmh before
this, Katherine! Am | glad you took the whole thisg well!"

'‘Oh well," she sighed, her laughing eyes traveliwgr everyone and
alighting on Luke. 'l can only hope that next tirhelo better.

However, | promise not to subject anyone to easiognething that
they violently object to!

For the next several days, she spent her timereiithiag to bake

various foods, or reading. Every day she took aulely walk,

sometimes waiting for Luke to get home from workisat he could

accompany her and sometimes getting out by herS¢lé was

noticing a difference in herself, a quality thaktdimad never seen
before, and it was several days before she coulé mame to just
what it was.

She was smiling more easily and more openly witllbetmockery
that had once been so evident. She had even bedaugh out loud
more than she ever had before. Most of all, thotighdifference was
seen in her eyes, for her habitual expression, lasd always been,
was quiet and serious. But the difference was timat her eyes
twinkled.

However, the change that she was most struck bythetshe found
herself spending more time with books and dwelbnga particular
theme for quite a while. She was able to sit fagkr periods, finding
that she did not need strenuous physical exeragenare to relieve
her tensions. Many evenings she would spend wittelreading a
book, or while he worked on papers brought homenfmork she



would idly sketch or watch television. In short, tKerine was
learning to be quiet.

She loved to spend time with Marian in the kitched found herself
making very passable meals, to the surprise of lamkithe delight of
Jana. Many times she put a dessert in to bakeadribs/n with a hot
drink to ask Marian questions about herself. Sadahat the older
woman had a particular talent for describing plagies had visited
and impressions that people left her with. Mariaaswlso a shrewd
judge of character, and an intelligent, discernmegder. When
Katherine found out that she had a degree in Hngkte was
considerably surprised.

'‘But why,"' she asked Marian one rainy afternoare you content
with being a housekeeper?'

'‘And what is wrong with being a housekeeper?' tetbMarian, with
mock outrage. She regarded Katherine with a famtes her lined
hands cupping the hot mug of tea that she sipmed fime to time.
‘What happened to me," she continued, 'is thatk sosubject that |
love and found that | didn't want it for a job, &mted it to remain fun,
and so, | found something that | do very well, #mak leaves me a
terrific amount of time for my own interests. Yoees | like
housework. And | love Jana and Luke. Both of thetwehbeen very
good to me, treating me as if I'm part of the fgmiwvhy, hello, love.'

Jana walked through the kitchen and said abseftiigat do you
mean, "like you're part of the family", you nut?rare family.' She
scratched the puppy behind the ear and disappeared.

After Katherine had taken out a beautifully browe,pshe went
thoughtfully to her quiet corner in the library think. She had
postponed thinking about the search for a job, eezdhe idea was
very uncomfortable to her. Now, for the first tinglie examined the
reason why. It quite suddenly struck her that she afraid that she



wouldn't find a job good enough for her. This irttbde realisation
stayed with her for some time. In the past she &ladys been
accustomed to being in the limelight. Everything $tad done or
accomplished had been to attract attention to HerBem the

spectacular and flashy way she rode horses andgtaypnis down to
the clothes she wore. When she started a profeetjg into it with a
single-mindedness that sooner or later placedrh&ont of all the

others. When she had acted the individualist at @nthe social
gatherings she had attended, it was,-of courseetdierself apart
from the ordinary. Now she saw, what she feared \ees

commonplace.

It was a very quiet Katherine that looked up irfte smiling and
enquiring eyes of Luke, newly home from work.



CHAPTER SIX

‘You certainly seem to have developed a liking tfoait spot,’ he
remarked whimsically, loosening his tie and thrayvinis jacket
carelessly on to a nearby chair. 'Do you think wilunest there?'

She smiled. 'lIt's a thought. Do you have any iddgashat | could
build my nest with? Twigs and grass might make a&smen the
carpet.’

His teeth flashed in response. 'Do you think a whtanket and
perhaps a pillow might do the trick?' Sitting dowith his long legs
stretched out in front of him, he sighed gustilyat feels good.'

She regarded him soberly, taking in the lines wddiness and the
ruffled hair, the air of exhaustion, the lax harid¢hat would you like
to drink?' she offered. 'I'll go and get you somegh

‘Mmm. How about a glass of orange juice with a bsuqust a touch,
mind you—of vodka?' he murmured, closing his efgn® jumped to
her feet.

‘Be right back.' When she came into the room agdi@ was carrying
two glasses full of an iced drink and she handegtomim. He sat up
a little and murmured thanks as he sipped it.

‘Where are the others?' he asked curiously.

‘Marian's making supper—her turn tonight, so yon oalax,' she
drily told him, and was rewarded with a chuckland's out walking
Oliver somewhere.' After a pause, she asked hell, e, Luke, why
are you doing what you're doing? Are you very rich?



'‘And," he enquired lazily, regarding her throughf-bkbsed eyes,
'‘which one do | answer first? Yes, | am considevedlthy, although
not as wealthy as your father, and | like what .| Satisfied?'

'You know I'm not," was her quiet reply.

'‘Oh Lordy. You actuallywvantme to get philosophical at the end o
the day?' He sighed. 'All right. | do what | do aese I've built up a
line of hotels that are excellent and efficientakes a good deal of
work to keep them going. | started the chain bezduske to build
things, and to promote projects. | suppose it titkve to be hotels. |
suspect | may want to do something else with ngy Tthankfully, I'm
in a financial position now to consider just abaaything, but you
can be sure that it will be some kind of venturat tsomehow
involves planning, organisation and some type aldmg—either
physically or a structured establishment like a sempany.' He took
a sip of his drink and shrugged. 'Who knows whatftliure might
bring?' He grinned at her. 'l can just see thkliteas clicking in
your tiny mind!"

'‘Beast,' she muttered at this, but it was an absainded sally, and
she shifted in her seat. 'I've been thinking alvauat | want to do
with myself," she confessed, a little forlornly.dén't know what |
want to do! | can't do anything!

‘That sounds very pathetic,’ he observed. Then uiekly added,
'‘Don't get so defensive, now! We'll work this oahd then maybe
you'll feel better about things.'

‘Marian is so intelligent and she enjoys housekegpmnd you like
what you're doing, and Jana . . . well, I'm noesumhat sheloesbut
she justs, and '

'Stop,' he commanded quietly, and she did. He Saldat did you
just say about Jana?'



'l said that she just is,’ repeated a bewilderdtiéfane. He nodded at
her as if to say, 'Well?' and she frowned in coofusFinally she
said, 'l don't get what you're trying to say to'me.

‘My dear girl, I'm not trying to say anything to you,' he replie
mildly. "You've said it all.' Luke sat up and seatto talk. 'Kate, don't
expect me to tell you what you want or what youdheat of life.
You've got to figure that out for yourself. If yolid but know it, you
have just said what a lot of people spend yeabbling around in
the mud, so to speak, to find out.'

‘All | said was that Jana just exists as hersslfg¢ replied a little
peevishly, 'and | don't know what a big deal tisat.i. oh! | see.' Her
eyes weren't focusing as she thought deeply. 'Bastyourself
and—and whatever you do you will be happy.’

‘To a great extent, yes." He smiled. 'Of coursesaahe time or
another, one has to work at different jobs and woukd to attaining
whatever it is one wants, but truly happy peoplethere sooner or
later. What is it you want to be, Katie?"

The question, so easily and casually spoken, hatepgying to it as
easily, and unthinkingly she gave him the answet the had
agonised over for the past week. 'Why, | suppasant to be useful
since I've never bedhatbefore, and | guess | want to be needed, tc
| want to be giving and caring like Jana and Maaad—you.' She
couldn't, for some reason, meet his eyes.

When a hand came and covered hers with a soft tgshetstarted and
brought her eyes up to his face to see a most itexgeession on his
lean face. 'You have made Jana smile when you wedlka room,' he
said quietly. "You have made me want to come hantbea evenings
more than I've wanted to for a long time.' Her estayed with him,
entranced. 'You give a little puppy a warm placeetst on your lap
and a gentle pat on the head as you pass, makmgéich you with



those big adoring eyes. You can make Marian laughva never
seen her laugh before. Will you believe me wheayl that you are
needed?’

Her eyes dropped; she didn't know how to reply. Taesful hand
came to her cheek and stroked it in a fleetingssar&ate.' The use of
her name, so simply spoken, had her eyes retutoinig again, like a
small bird winging home. 'You underrate yourselfteoibly. You
trust me?' She nodded. 'Then trust this: you aeslew' And with
those words, he brought his dark head to her slowgr eyelids
fluttered and closed, and she felt a soft, softiidarush her lips once,
twice, and then her cheek.

'‘Welll' said an extremely interested voice from theection of the
doorway. Katherine started violently, and Luke nwasvay. They
both looked at the speaker, the one with a sligfieson his face and
the other with a blush. Marian stood regarding themm a wide,

wide smile. 'Dinner,’ she announced impressiveyseérved.'

At the end of another quiet evening, Luke walkedthg staircase
with Katherine and paused at her door, smiling dawmer. His shirt
was open several buttons and rather thick hairtwd® seen in the
shadow of his chest. Both hands were resting ieamy manner on
his slim waist, and his feet were slightly aparifdse were balanced
against a wind. His black hair fell over his bromdanearly into his
dancing eyes. 'Would you like me to ask aroundetwhat sort of
job I can get you, or would you prefer to do it yeelf?' he asked.

She shrugged. 'l would like to look around, buyau have any
suggestions or possibilities, please let me kneas her reply. He
nodded, and yet made no move to walk away. Sheenedit
embarrassed, 'Er, if you don't mind, I'll go to lmexv." She watched
the pretty blue carpet intently.



'How would you like to go out tomorrow evening?'saAids answer.
Her eyebrows shot up in surprise, as did her head.

'‘And do what?' she queried blankly, making him laug

'‘Anyone would think that you've never been on & dsfore," he

teased. She shook her head in protest at thisidogyes returned his
smile, her cheeks faintly pink. 'What would yotelito do? Go out for
supper? Maybe catch a movie, or perhaps visit hteligh and go

dancing?' His tone, as was his expression, wasgadu

‘Dancing,' she decided with delight. 'l just loeedtance!

‘All right, I'll make reservations at a restauraamd after we eat we
can see where to go from there,' he suggestede aas another
pause as they looked at each other. She felt #dubl some way,
vaguely disturbed, and the uneasiness showed Ivettieof her eyes.
His expression was unreadable to her, and shettriedhom what he
was thinking. He looked almost brooding. As if heuld not stop
himself, one hand came up slowly and captured afohof her
bright, silken hair. He knotted his hand into &,fidenching the
strands, and then he tugged gently. The movemennhwtzalarming;
she knew that if she had wanted to she could hailedoout of his
grasp easily, but she found she didn't want to.f@ined herself going
forward willingly, and as he bent his head veryefalty, she raised
her lips to his.

The warm, soft touch of his lips caused her tophess to his more
firmly, and she felt his arms going round her, Inodcher tightly. Her

arms slid around his strong muscled neck. All shdd:think of was

how utterly safe, how completely cherished she ath those hard
arms holding her so carefully. She had been kisgdédre, but how
Insipid those embraces now seemed! The other taimediad put up
with the charade, intent only on getting into tloaise and knowing



that her apparent interest in her escort was sliaan. But this was
real. She was responding to him of her own volition

And then it changed. She felt the passion in hingd, #hose careful
arms tightened until she felt her ribs would sriEpe soft touch on
her lips hardened, and demanded her open moutHoffeéegs took
her weight as he pulled her more completely agaiinst and she felt
the hard muscles of his thighs. She jerked her laeay with a
painful wrench as a sudden, inexplicable fear acaiterough her.

'‘Let go of me!'" she gasped, straining her neck lzeadd away. In
response, his hold only tightened and for an agopisioment she
couldn't breathe. Then she was let go and sheyniedirbgainst the
closed door of her room in reaction. She kept dee turned away for
fear of showing just how completely her composuas vuined. Her
knees, she noticed with an odd detachment, wergbtieg.

He moved, although she couldn't see his action hahhead bent
and eyes averted, but something made her turnaasel mer eyes to
him. He was standing with his back to her, one taride back of his
neck as he stared up, dark hair falling back, aedther one again at
his waist. She stared at his back for a few momemtscing almost
unwillingly how his shoulders were much broademthés hips, and
how the powerful line of his back spoke of powerfuuscles
underneath the shirt. She wondered crazily if gslhad as much
hair on them as his chest, and shied away fronthimeght.

Just then he turned his head and regarded her dratar lowered
brows, his face stern and unsmiling. His eyes waedesis he took in
her own huge eyes with the strange alarm set id&hnkened green.
'I'm sorry," he said abruptly. ‘It won't happen iagaVNith that, he
strode down the hall and disappeared into his @emr He didn't see
her hand half lifted to him in a tentative, silet@nial, nor did he
notice her shoulders droop in a dejected slumpagigietly opened



her own door and went inside. She was hard putxptam the
dejection herself.

The next morning, she rose late, and by the tireewsds downstairs
there was no chance of seeing Luke before he veemtotk. She
didn't know if she was happy or sad about that.

Marian and Jana were enjoying a comfortable talkwéhe entered
the kitchen. She helped herself to a glass of aml#é popped some
bread in the toaster, and then sat down with theravoman.

Jana grinned at her impishly. 'Luke told me toyell that he made a
reservation for two at the Regency,' she commecéeelessly, and
then abandoned the role of a disinterested messeanupkasked her
happily, 'Oh, Katherine, what are you going to Wele said to be
ready by eight.'

She smiled at this as Marian grumbled, 'Wish sormesould take
me out once in a while!

'‘Are you going dancing?' Jana asked her. 'Gooddmsav haven't
been dancing in years!

‘Come on,' Katherine protested laughingly. ‘It tha'that long. You
aren't old enough! You are certainly attractiveiggig'

'‘My dear,' Jana replied with a smile, 'just how @ddyou think | am?’

‘Well, 1 don't know," she shrugged. Her eyes seafclana’'s amused
face. 'l know that you're older than Luke, and thats—what,
thirty-five, -six?'

'Eight, love," Marian put in with a grin. 'Lukettsirty-eight, although
you'd never tell by looking at him.



She was quite shocked at this and couldn't helfaering, 'Good
God! Why, then,' she turned her eyes to Janayvgagt to be around
. . . forty?' Jana's smile grew larger, and Mawcanckled softly.
'Forty-one? Come on, you're pulling my leg! Fottye? You can't be
any older than forty-three! | won't believe it!

'l am," Jana stated with a great show of satisfactiorty-nine, as of
last month. I'm eleven years older than Luke. Hs,wa a quaint
term, an "accident" that turned our mother's hamgletely grey, and
had our father going to an early grave.'

Later, as she was up in her room and washing her Katherine
couldn't help but be depressed on thinking overctireversation of
that morning. She had no idea that Luke was so roldgr than she,
and kept thinking how young she must appear t@ofathem. She
must seem so immature to him! The problems thatdrast been
monumental to her, an un- surmountable obstaclet imave been
tiringly childish to him. And when her thoughtstied, inevitably, to
the events of the night before, she almost -cringeith
embarrassment.

In this discouraged and dejected mood, she startecdy herself for
her evening out. She went down the hall, havingdskana earlier if
she could borrow her steam curler set, and stayasdk her advice on
the dress she was going to wear. 'lt's not,' ddeJama with a touch of
sarcasm, 'as if I have so many choices, but ddhjal4 this will do?'
Holding up forinspection a dark gold dress that&éd of shine to its
slinky material, she searched the older womans facapproval.

‘Very nice,' Jana replied, coming over to fingevith an appreciative
hand. 'Hold it up in front of you—there, like thatu know, it's just
the right colour for you. It seems to bring outtak gold lights and
the reddish colour in your beautiful hair. Go and p on, love, and



by the time you get back here the curlers shoultddieenough. I'll
help you roll up your hair, if you want.'

Katherine did want, and she hurried down the loalip on the dress.
The silky material caressed her skin and slippéd ptace with a

little rustle. The shoulder straps were thin, ahd nheckline low.

There was practically no back at all to the drass, though the front
was thick enough, she knew that there could be istake about

whether she was wearing a bra or not. She stogpeceinough to put
on a pair of filmy thin tights that lent a glistagisilver sheen to her
slender legs. Then she grabbed her pair of goldadsrand hurried

back to Jana's room.

She paused for a moment on the threshold, a sldvwendelicately
rounded young woman, with fine graceful lines tolbag legs and a
way of walking that had Jana's eyes following hembsedly as she
crossed the room with a fluid motion. Katherineostan front of the
other woman quietly, turning once for good effédill it do?' she
asked anxiously, hurrying the turp, so that shddcglance at Jana's
face. That lady laughed and hurried over to giveahtgght hug.

‘Will it do! My dear, you look absolutely delightfuJana took
Katherine into her own private bathroom. 'I'll jusll your hair up for
you, and then you can run off and put on a littekerup while the
curlers cool and your hair sets.’

Cunningly applied blusher emphasised her high dh@eés even
more strikingly, and her eyelids, stroked with astidictive
gold-brown shadow, made her green eyes glow vividilack
mascara, a touch of eyeliner, and a bronze lipsgleizing her
well-shaped lips completed her toilette. She quicikirolled the cold
curlers and brushed her abundant hair briskly.rAfieking her head
violently, she threw her hair back and surveyattittcally. It would
do. A few squirts of hairspray to help hold it ilage, and she was
quite ready.



A knock sounded at her door. 'How does a glasshefrg sound
before we leave?' a deep voice vibrated throughckheed doors,
reaching, she felt, to her bones.

As she opened the door and looked him full in @eef his voice
faded into silence. They stared at each other limn@, long time. She
seemed to be having trouble with her breathingt'Slaestrange way
for him to be affecting me, she thought dazedlye #ioked him up
and down, taking in the black, slim- fitting suittiv the slightly

shimmery grey shirt and black tie, and the sleek-lreished hair.

There was a faint blue tinge to his brown skin gldme jawline that
would never go away after shaving. Her eyes tradellack to his
expressionless face. He was looking white.

‘Are you all right?' she felt urged to ask. He dhdus head
impatiently, looking very suddenly quite normal.

'Of course | am. Don't | look all right?' was heply, as he backed
away from her door to let her past him into thd.lathe could have
replied to that with a very positive, vehementrafftion, but merely
contented herself with a slight nod.

Downstairs, he let her precede him into the librahere the two
women sat, sipping small glasses of amber liquathBurned at the
pair's entrance. 'Oh, my dear!" Marian exclaimepreyingly. "You
look positively enchanting! Doesn't she look lovelyke?'

‘Yes,' he replied, moving over to a low cabinetwiivo full glasses
sitting on it. He picked up both, handing one tah€aine before
drinking from his own. She murmured her thanks amngped
appreciatively. Then she moved over to the largéhkr couch to sit
at the edge closest to the other women, crossinglinelegs with an
easy grace. She glanced quickly at Luke and found diaring
straight ahead of himself, apparently at nothingd aipping his



sherry with a peculiar rigid expression. She turbadk to Jana to
listen to what that lady was telling her.

'‘Oh, Katherine, | almost forgot to ask you! Did ya@member that
you asked me to make an appointment at the ho$pitdde removal
of your stitches? (What a pity your hand is bandagaight, dear!)
Well, when | was at the hospital this afternooonyérheard that the
personnel department will be accepting applicatitmmsorrow for
positions as nurses' aides, and | immediately thbod you! Of
course, you would probably have a much more exgctile than that
of a mere volunteer! | was just wondering if youghti possibly be
interested in something like that?'

'‘What a splendid idea!' Katherine said, smilingaiiagly at Jana and
Marian, the beauty of which made both ladies blibk you know,

that might be just the thing for me! | probably Wdnit want to make
it a career, but it would certainly be the riglarstOh, Jana, | think |
would like to apply! When did you manage to makeappointment
for?

‘Two o'clock tomorrow afternoon. It'll just taked minutes to get the
stitches taken out, and then we can go to the peesa@epartment
and you can fill in your application form while bgn to work. I'm
supposed to be there at two-thirty. Would you ndngling back to
the house in my car, and coming back for me attsixy?'

'‘Oh no, of course not!" she instantly replied, éges travelling over
Marian without really seeing her. She was wrapppdnusudden
possibilities, but her eyes came back quickly teJ&8ut what if they
don't hire me? | mean, | have no experience whatsp@and can
think of no reason why they should! | think I'm &g a little
depressed at the thought!'



'‘No problem," Jana smiled at her, as she airilyaglaawvay this minor
difficulty. Her blue eyes rested on Katherine kindbDust put me
down as a personal reference, dear. They'll hite'yo

'‘But--' she began, protesting at this blithe assteauntil she saw the
look in Jana's eyes. 'Oh.' She paused a momeee.'l

‘Do you, love? You see, I've been very good taMkeenorial Hospital
in Frankfort, both with my time and especially witty money. Yes,'
her eyes twinkled at Katherine, 'l think you do,sdeer all.’

‘Katie-bug.' Luke's voice was very quiet, but sheard him
immediately, and turned to look at him. He regardext face
thoughtfully. 'Perhaps we should be leaving, sitheereservation is
for eight-thirty," he suggested. She rose quickig aut her empty
glass on the tray nearby. He ran an eye down imeifigime. ‘Do you
have an evening wrap?'

'‘Oh, do you think | need one?' she asked in disthaydn't think to
bring one from home, and it's been so warm for.July

'It is supposed to cool off quite a bit tonighg' $aid, and turned to
Jana. 'Would you mind lending Katherine your saleket for
tonight, love?"Of course not!" She was alreadyenfeet. 'My very
thought, Luke. I'll be right down with it.'

After Jana had pressed the meltingly soft fur eott Katherine's
reluctant hands, they said their good nights taweewomen, Luke
telling them that it was possibly going to be véate before they
returned.

He was silent as he handed her into the low-slpogs car, and later
when he drove unsmilingly through the streets. &dured a few
glances his way, wondering at his strangely unapgrable mood,
but said nothing.



When he pulled into the car park of the well-knoaumd quietly

elegant restaurant, Katherine was more nervousidbgilence that
she would have been comfortable to admit. She glgoli out of the

car and draped the sable jacket around her shasuideile Luke

stood near, watching. He asked her, 'Ready?' andaided, vaguely
noticing the arrival of a dark saloon car that arkot far away.

Luke put a hand under her right elbow and walketh \wer to the
entrance of the restaurant, moving forward and imgetie door for
her politely and passing through after her. HeHeftfor a moment to
announce their arrival while she, having been éadstaurant before,
went to a dark corner that surprisingly led to d téth a public
phone, the cloakrooms, and a lit doorway which thascoat room.
She handed the jacket to the quick attendant witluamured thanks
and took the ticket he gave her in return. As sheed back to go
down the semidark hall, she bumped hard into aeldnglk. She
looked up with a politely phrased apology and fohedself staring
into the eyes of a stranger, who looked considgratdrtled and
almost thrust her aside to hurry down the hall. Staeed after the
man reflectively and with some astonishment, anly telatedly
remembering that Luke must be waiting for her ia thstaurant's
foyer. She turned and hurried back the way shechate.

He was standing in conversation with a vivaciouwssking little
brunette who was talking and gesturing animatedlyst as she
rounded the corner, he looked up, a tall, strafigte in black, with
his proud- looking head still a little inclined tavds the pretty
woman by his side to whom he had been listening ddrk eyes met
hers and he smiled. The brunette, catching sigkatferine walking
their way with her long, graceful, compelling s&jdseemed to melt
away out of existence. Katherine never spared itha glance, and
Luke moved forward to take her slender bare armisnwarm and
easy grasp.



'‘Our table's ready," he murmured in her ear, aag tioth moved to
the floor where the tables were tastefully arrangeagive the illusion
of separateness and privacy to each. They stoakgqust for a
moment in the frame of the arched doorway, thefiguee dark and
almost broodingly handsome, and the other likgiadiflame. Then,
as they saw where the hostess was leading therh, hnowved

simultaneously forward with a fluidity and graceydaa natural
continuity in their movements that had heads tuhnilooking,

watching them pass. Katherine was by no meansmtiected by the
obvious attention that she and Luke were receiviftgs type of
recognition was something that she was very usea@rd in fact
would have missed if it had not been there. A slgghile hovered
around her full, beautifully formed lips, but oth#ran that she
ignored the other tables.

The hostess led them to a rather more secludeel tiadnh the others,
and Katherine sank into the chair that Luke hetdhier with a smile

of thanks. He pulled out the other and sat dowo, @lisiling his first

real smile of the evening full into her receptiye® It was quite
something; he could turn on enough charm to cdaadger out of its
hole if he wanted to. It made her blink.

‘You know,' he said softly, his eyes twinkling,yguite disappointed
me back there.’

This made her blink. 'Back where?' she asked ifiusoon. 'l didn't
mean to do anything.'

‘Don't worry,' he said, starting to laugh a littlewasn't intentional, |
know.' He looked into her mystified eyes for a neéyuand then
relented. 'l was expecting a rather different rneactvhen you saw
that precious little brunette, but to my surpriseuydidn't even
acknowledge the girl's existence! You didn't hamg euriosity as to
who she was?'



She looked amused. 'Okay, who was she?' she abkguhgly.

He threw back his head and laughed harder. '‘Lohayvé no idea!
She just came up to me and started talking!

'It's just as | thought,' she shrugged it awaysit@sher gleaming hair
behind one shoulder. 'Nobody important to me.’

‘Now you havedisappointed me!" he shook his head despairirigly
was hoping for some show of jealousy in those geges, some little
indication of emotion! You've broken my sorry hedtatie.' As she
laughed at Luke's welcome light-hearted changeanfdhand sent her
eyes casually, idly around the occupants of thengi#oom, she
caught sight of the man who had bumped into h#drerhall, his gaze
upon her, his manner anything but casual. Alergcafating, and
sharp, yes, but not the gaze of a man merely aclgnérigood-looking
and strange woman. Her eyes widened in surprisesam# alarm,
and she dropped them to her empty place-settingpmsternation.
Unless she was grossly mistaken, she had seem#msomewhere
before. Just where, she couldn't place, but she semh him
somewhere.

'What is it?' Luke asked her sharply, catching tsaflsomething in
her face that evidently alarmed him, and he ledoesgard to grasp
her hand.

That brought her eyes back up, this time to lookiat, and she
replied quickly, ‘Nothing! Nothing at all. I'm hung aren't you?' Her
tone was light, but her eyes were troubled.



CHAPTER SEVEN

'DON'T give me that." He was not, she saw, so easilypfiuand his
grip on her uninjured hand tightened. 'Tell me,&K&Vhat's troubling
you?'

'It's really stupid,’ she began in a low voice. dges travelled away
from his and started inspecting the table' s finings. 'This fellow

who bumped into me in the hall and quite rudelyhmasme away
even after | had apologised, is sitting just behiodr left shoulder,

alone, and he is staring at me very hard. It'sguisie uncomfortable,
that's all, no big deal.' Her eyes once again nethd found him

reassuringly calm. 'Dumb?"

'Of course not. What does he look like?' he as@bd ieleasing her
hand and leaning back in his chair nonchalantly.

'It's the funniest thing, but | think I've seen hbafore—oh!" she
exclaimed as she casually looked over to the tabkre the man had
been sitting. She sat upright in astonishments'giehe!" She quickly
glanced all over the restaurant's dining-room,Hautvas nowhere to
be found.

'‘Perhaps,’ said Luke, sounding bored, 'he finigtadohg and left for
the evening.'

She searched the table with her eyes and lookddmatwith the
beginnings of frostiness. "You think," she saidiggl'that I'm making
all this up, don't you? I'm not. Why is there aromenu where he
was sitting? Why should he leave in such a hurry?'

'l am most certainly not thinking that you have madl this up,' he
replied with a maddening calm.



'‘And, | cannot guess why the fellow would get up &ave before
eating. Perhaps he just changed his mind?'

Her green eyes threw silent and virulent sparksmt which had the
opposite effect that she wished: he smiled in amese¢. 'Do you
know," she said reflectively, 'that | think you abeing quite
provokingly odious?'

He laughed outright. ‘Come on, sweetheart, desthisemenacing
character to me and get him out of your mind onue far all,' he
coaxed, his face open and relaxed. She caughdaaker his eyes and
started. Those eyes were anything but relaxed,shedmust have
stared too hard, because he lowered them insta@tiyt. with it,
Katie-bug.'

She dispelled her uneasy feelings with a shrugstarted to describe
the man to Luke. 'Well, he was dark—not as darkaas mind, but

more in a brown sort of way. He looked pretty mgnen | bumped

into him, it felt like | was running into a brickall! His nose was a
little battered-looking, like he'd been caught be#w a rock and a
hard place, or should | say hard fist? He hadlerdabugh expression
that could give you the shivers if you met him ideak alley and you
had something that he wanted.' Her voice trailedyaw

'‘Observant chit, aren't you?' remarked Luke easily. must've made
an impression.’

'It's just,’ she looked troubled, 'that | feel likee seen him before, but
can't quite remember where . . . oh, forget it'éHessmes our waiter.
What are you going to have?'

After they had ordered, both relaxed with drinkss #as a whisky,
and she sipped at a mixed fruit drink that wasdilWith crushed ice.
‘You haven't been much from the house this laskwesve you, poor
Katie-bug?' Luke asked her sympathetically aftkmga a sip from



his glass. When she looked into his eyes from theerim of her own
glass, she saw again that peculiar flash in thethntade her wonder
again at his strange, concealed intensity, buag soon forgotten and
she answered his light question easily.

'‘No, the only place I've been is in the back yaitth @liver,' she said,
shaking her bright head at him in sadness. 'Andpafse, the walks
I've taken with you. It's been really nice, thoughave had the time
to think, which | really needed. The weather's beerbad that |
haven't had the least desire to play tennis! Doptay?' At his nod,
she exclaimed excitedly, 'Why, splendid! You archh play a few
sets some time. I'm shockingly out of practice.’

'‘Oh, no," was his disappointing response. 'I'vechabout you. You
play to Kill. I don't think that | want to face dua ferocious opponent.
You might hurt me.’

'‘Why, you wet noodle!" she expostulated with disgtiswouldn't
have credited you with such a timid outlook on.liY@ou have very
probably damaged my opinion of you beyond rep&ie’'smilingly
retorted to that, and she stared at him, not bivifp¢o answer for a
minute. Then she said, 'You really wouldn't playhwne?'

'Of course | willl" he assured her. 'I'm actualbnsidered not so bad
at the game myself.'

‘At which remark | gather you play like the dev#he concluded
laughingly. The waiter interrupted their relaxedlepof insults as he
served them the first course of what ended up bamgxcellent
meal. After cheese and coffee, he asked her ifiedtiéke working off

the extensive damage she'd inflicted on her wagadfigure to which

she remarked conversationally that she did, pragidie was sure
that he was up to such strenuous ventures. Thethkefestaurant in
high good humour, to go to an exclusive club tleakihew about but
she'd never heard of, just north of Frankfort. Slas pleasurably



surprised to find the place well decorated and satdn its lighting,
and amazingly crowded for a Thursday evening.

‘This place is popular,’ she murmured in his eaheaguided her to an
empty spot with a small table to one corner, his laolding her close.

He replied. 'Very. They have excellent entertaininkbere, and
always engage fine musicians, whatever the paaticulisical style.
There should be good dancing later on. Look, hemses the singer
now.'

And so she sat back to enjoy sitting in the curfé.uke's warm
encircling arm, and they spent a happy half-hosteliing to the
high-quality music. The woman who" had come outtloem small
stage was not quite young but very beautiful, amel Isad a fine,
carrying strong voice which Katherine found herselfjoying
immensely.

There was a bad moment, when she sat forward,\lesr searching
the surrounding crowd intently, her face white atrdined.

'What is it?' he asked sharply, moving forward and gazing at her
face with concern. 'Kate, love, what's wrong?' Steged into his
gaze, troubled, and shook her head.

'It's stupid!" He insisted however, and she murmufeeling weak,
'‘Really, Luke, it's utter nonsense! |—it's justtththought that | had
seen that fellow again, over by the door. No, dbaother to look;
whoever it really was, he's gone now. Please! ljgsschange the
subject, all right?' And with that, she refusedalk of it again that
evening.

Later on, there was some dancing, and she wasygpésdsed to find
Luke an excellent partner for most dance styles,ahly kind of
dancing he refused being the really hard-pacedaspfyrations that



accompanied impossibly fast and loud music. It thagype, he said,
that left him feeling as if he'd jumped around grogo stick for half
an hour and was still bouncing about in a delagattion. At this,

she had laughingly to sit out with him, which shextainly didn't

mind—and she refused any invitations to walk outlendance floor
with other men although she was particularly gobdhat type of

dancing herself.

The best part, she felt dreamily, as she put had ldewn on a very
strong and receptive shoulder, was this: the sl@mguorous
dancing, with his arms around her holding her ¢lesel the lights
down low. His head was bent, and he had his faceemsweet-
smelling hair. With a sigh of pure bliss, she ctb$eer eyes and
snuggled closer, feeling his arms tighten in resposhe could feel
the gentle rubbing of his thighs and the easy marerof his hips as
they both swayed slightly, barely moving at all,retg using the
chance to get close to each other. When the mtgiped and the
lights began to come up slowly, he whispered indst '‘Come on,
love. Open your eyes. It's time for us to go now.'

She murmured, not lifting her head, 'But this feigjood, Luke. Just
let me have a nice little nap here, and I'll, bedseto go home in a
minute—ouch! All right, I'm ready, I'm ready! Didoy have to
pinch?’

His only response was an absent-minded smile, lzeydwere both
silent as he contrived to negotiate a path thrabhghdoor among the
closely packed people. She collected Jana's ctla¢ aioor, and they
left. She was glad of the coat when the cool, ciisit her exposed
throat and legs. Luke turned the car's heater cenwie started up,
and soon the interior was cosy and refreshingletogfiter the bustle
of the crowded nightclub. She fell asleep on theg Wwame, after
staring at Luke's strong profile a good portionha way.



A light touch against her cheek and the draughtodd air had her
opening her eyes to smile at him sleepily. The hamcher cheek
stilled for a moment, and then was removed. He wablack
silhouette against the light from the outside porifatie, you
wouldn't like it if | let you stay in that uncomtable position all
night," he whispered quietly, and she stirred waflactance.

'l know,"' she murmured, 'I'm coming.' She slid legs out and stood
up, into his arms. He held her for a long momemnd, then let her go.

'I've got to put the car in the garage,' he saddmg her a key. 'That's
to the front door—which reminds me. I'll have td gee for you to
keep. Go on in, Katie-bug.'

She lingered. 'Would you like some coffee?' shereft. 'I'll be glad
to make some for both of us.’

‘Sure. Now hurry on in, and don't lock the dooribdlyou! It's too
cold for long conversations in that flimsy dressiriy up!' In spite of
the fur coat that she wore over her shouldersfedha distinct chill as
a breeze hit her exposed legs.

Two mugs were steaming and ready by the time hereshtthe
kitchen, his hair tousled from the wind about lysare, well-formed
features. A sleepy Oliver sniffed half-heartedihet heels for a few
moments before returning to the big cardboard bleichwvas stuffed
with an old blanket and three cats, all of whomeveound asleep,
supremely unconcerned at the various goings-oheptople they
lived with. One did yawn hugely, showing a great eé very
sharp-looking white teeth and a pointed little piakgue, but no one
noticed and the sleek little head was soon nebtell on curled furry
paws.

‘That was quick,’ Luke commented, as he pickedhgponmug and
sipped at it appreciatively. 'This is just right.’



She was seated at the table, minus her pretty sttuek she had left
at the foot of the stairs for later retrieval. ‘Mmshe replied, setting
down her own mug. 'l didn't bother to heat the wate an
undrinkable temperature.' She looked at her hdimbank you for a
wonderful evening, Luke, | loved every minute of it

He was smiling a little, and his eyes were sofi@asegarded her over
the rim of his mug. 'l enjoyed it, too. We'll dagain soon, all right?'

She nodded, flushing slightly. 'I'd like that." pieked up her cup and
took it over with his own empty one, depositing nthéor future
washing, and then turned back.

'l walk you to your room," he said softiy. 'Cono@.' She stood

readily, and they walked slowly, arm in arm througl downstairs

hall, stopping only for her to pick up her discatdoes and dangle
them from one hand. Neither spoke; theirs had la@ervening of

conversation, and further speech seemed unnecessary

At the top of the stairs, in front of her bedrooood h.e stopped and
touched her just once with a quick finger. His hpgsned the smiling,

silent words, '‘Good night. I'll see you tomorrowthie evening as I'm
sure you will want to sleep in," and he started&tk away from her,

but he was stopped by her sudden detaining haridsosleeve. He

looked back, this time unsmilingly, and it took ladlr courage to drop
her dangling shoes and go to him. She stood avetipind put her two
cold hands behind his neck. He did nothing to &&si5 and it was

she who had to gently apply pressure to bring keadhdown far

enough so that she could plant a careful, lingekisg on his warm

lips.

That was enough to make him move, as quickly ansuddenly as
she had moved to detain him, and he swept herhistarms for a
crushing hug and a deep, searching kiss to whienrelponded
wholeheartedly. This had been,' after all, what Ishe wanted ever



since the kiss from the night before. This timeg glas not startled
into any undue alarm. This time, it was he who bratvay from the
long kiss. He raised his head as if coming up fiorasmd then put his
lips close to her ear, giving a quick kiss to thiatving shell. 'l made
you a promise last night that | didn't keep verylywiee whispered.
She shook her head vehemently, causing him tolsiakt away from
her ear.

'l acted stupidly last night,' she whispered barid smiled into his
shadowed eyes. 'l wanted you to kiss me toniglariting a kiss on
her finger, she carried it to his straight lips avas rewarded with a
gently planted kiss in the same spot. His armsdoed, and he
stepped back. With a quick and suddenly shy sistie backed away
and went into her bedroom for the night.

Her newly opened eyes caught the pale gleam dfdisé early day.
Her clock said exactly five minutes to six, and she out of bed to
swing her hair back from her face and pad ovem® wardrobe,
drawing out her silk dressing-gown and beltingrinfy about her.
She was a bit surprised to find herself so widekavadter getting to
bed around two in the morning, but she hadn't sigtitall night and
had awoken several | times in the course of hexpsi®ne of her
dreams, in | which Luke figured prominently, had tv®ndering | if
he was awake yet or not. She opened her doorwaedtidownstairs,
finding the kitchen dark and the | front hall shagad. Apparently no
one else was up | yet. Luke, she surmised, hadlikelstdecided to |
catch an extra half-hour of sleep before a fullslawork. Turning on
the overhead kitchen light, she | moved aroundldyiand prepared
a full pot of I coffee to brew. After that, she rovaged around for a |
tray and set it with one plate and silverware amad k£ mugs. Then
from the refrigerator she took two eggs | and tinepped package of
bacon. While the bacon | sizzled and the eggs gl@ebched, she
popped in | bread to toast. Rescuing the bacorréd@fbecame | too
brown, she added the poached eggs on top of téefdd toast and
covered the whole plate with a lid. | The coffeesviiaewed and she



poured two cups, | adding to one enough creamdosdif and to the
| other Luke's habitual teaspoonful of sugar.

Then, treading the stairs as carefully as she ¢shkltravelled down
the hall to the end door which was closed and apérsdently. What
she saw made her nearly lose courage and taker¢lakfast back
downstairs, for Luke was sprawled across the hugibld bed, his
chest bare and the golden skin rising and fallegutarly. One arm
encircled a pillow, and the other was flung straight. About his
hips was haphazardly strewn the top sheet, the coer he was
using. She saw the quilted bedspread kicked ittonaped-up mess
at the foot of the bed, and putting down the lattey, she went
forward to take it and pull it up to his chest, $tve suspected that he
didn't have anything on under the sheet. When shea fittle better
with him covered up, she returned for the tray aed it on the
bedside table. A quick look showed Luke's usuatBrrslooking
countenance quite softened in sleep. He lookedsygaunger with
his hair tousled and a darkened chin from the s¢éubban overnight
beard. Her eyes traced the pattern of chest haithey swirled up
and out from the middle, and she saw the wide, tadsstrength in
the rise and fall from his breathing. The leancgfal fingers from
the outflung arm curled up. She stuck out her awm f®refinger and
inserted it into the half- covered palm of his upad hand, tickling
gently. Her eyes were on his face and when he apbiseeyes to
stare into her own, with no change of expressiarang other sign of
having wakened, she found herself drinking in g $rilliant glow
from those eyes. As she became aware of how shelooksto him,
with her long hair tumbled down her back and hessging-gown
belted carelessly about her, and especially tha,apgressive look
that must be in her eyes, she started to straigipeinom her bent
position and would have withdrawn her finger frdra tmiddle of his
palm, but his hand tightened fast and she was soped. He smiled
at her, and the tenderness on his face togethethatdark glow deep



in his eyes had her sitting quite hard on the eidbe bed, her knees
feeling weak.

'l smell coffee,’ he murmured sleepily, his ownsyravelling over
her as if he could not see enough. His gaze mavtkgkttable holding
the laden tray, his finely curved nostrils quiverslightly. '... and—
bacon? Did you fix me breakfast, Katie-bug?'

She wrinkled her nose at him. 'Yes, | did, andebgs are poached
just right, so | suggest that you hurry and eattbefore it all cools.'

He obligingly started to slide up into a sittingsgmn, and as the
covers slid down his chest and towards his hips asterted her gaze
and said jerkily, 'I'll be going now. Enjoy it.' &istarted to her feet to
make good her statement, but again was thwartédebguick grasp

he laid on her arm.

'‘Don't,’ he asked her. 'l see two mugs of coffed, yjou must have
intended one for yourself. Stay for a minute andkdyour coffee
with me.'

With her face turned away, she said with embarrasgml don't
really think | should, Luke.’

'‘Why not?' he asked, puzzled. Then, with a quickngrehending
laugh, he told her, 'l promise you that I'm pelfectspectable in my
pyjama bottoms.'

'‘Oh!" With that startled ejaculation, she swung dpgze round to see
him throw back the covers and reveal low-slungtorotpyjama
trousers with a front white drawstring. Black hairew downwards
and disappeared into the blue pyjamas, and sh&lguanked up
into his laughing face and then turned away, hee farick red. She
mumbled, 'l only meant to leave you the tray ake tay own cup to
my room.’



‘And | would appreciate your company so much maee¢oaxed her.
A sharp-sounding buzz interrupted whatever he whaice added to
that, and he swung round to the opposite sidesob#dd to switch off
his alarm. "You were just about bang on time whidt tray. What are
you doing up so early, anyway?' he asked, andghikelegs around
to sit cross-legged on the bed. She handed higdum and took her
own to sip.

'l just woke up. | didn't sleep very soundly lagjht, and when | saw
what time it was, | decided to get up and surpy@e’

‘A very nice surprise it is, too. Have a baconesli¢ie shared his
breakfast with her as they sat and chatted togéthex little while.
She nibbled round a corner of toast as she ansvissafliestions as
to what she had planned for the day.

‘After I've had my stitches out and filled in arphgation for a job, |
thought I'd go and do a little window-shopping,cg&int'll have Jana's
car for the afternoon,' she said carelessly, fingship the last of her
toast, and brushing her gown to get rid of the dsm
‘Window-shopping is about all I can afford!" Withig she turned a
smiling face to him and found him frowning. Her arbegan to fade.
'‘What is it?'

He glanced quickly at her from a heavy-looking brévwthing,’ was
his absent reply. Then, '"How would you like to caane see where |
work, instead?'

She blinked. 'That would be nice,’ she repliedpssed at the
unexpected offer. 'But | don't think so, thank wtitthe same. I'll just
rim around a little bit.’

‘Think you'd be bored with all my office work?' asked lightly, but
with a queer look that had her staring at him inzbement.



'Of course not,' she said. 'But you won't convimeethat you haven't
better things to do than to entertain an improngpiest. Maybe some
time when you know I'm coming and have plannedtervisit would
be better for you.'

'l think," he said drily, 'that | might be a tolbla judge of my own
affairs, thank you.' His expression was unreadabid, to her eyes,
formidable.

At this she started to feel a little angry. 'If y@ugoing to be like this
all day, I'm not sure that | want to visit you,eslemarked with a tinge
of acid. 'l was only trying to be polite, you knowhere's no need for
you to feel that you have to entertain me. I'm @&ty able to enjoy
an afternoon by myself/

He sighed. 'Just so. My fault for not using aditthore tact. Of course
you need some time by yourself." The way he put ldst remark
made it sound as if he fully expected that theaoeahe'd refused was
because she did not want to be with him.

'‘Of course | don't need time by myself!' she sndpgenfounded.
'I've had time to myself for the past seven dayssi want to get out
for a while.'

‘Do you think," he said conversationally, ‘that yaight invite Marian
to go with you? Poor thing, it would do her goody&i out and shop.
She doesn't manage to get out enough.’

'‘What | think is,' she uttered with an awful calthat you'd better tell
me just why you're acting so strangely. Why, ineges name, don't
you want me out by myself?'

Luke drained his mug and set it on the tray widokd bump. Then
he turned to look at her fully, and his expressi@s so forbidding
that she instinctively moved back from him. In arst and



uncompromising voice, he stated, 'l didn't wartetbyou, Kate, but
you leave me no choice. | think we were followest laight. | think

you are being watched. | believe the fellow youcdégd last night is
the one that is watching you.' Her face starteghien at his words:
for the past seven days she had felt like sheftedta whole new life,
and to be reminded of the unpleasant events wagyérno send her
old fears back. 'l believe that he is hired by ytather.' His voice
softened as he beheld her distress. 'Kate, | damt you by yourself
in public, and | didn't want to tell you aboutlitn worried about you,
love.'

The happy glow that had been so evident in her Egtqight, this

morning, indeed, for the past several days, died.dyes were full of
that curious hardness that seemed to darken themmeake her

unapproachable. Her face was shuttered, as it éaad Wwhen he had
first met her.

He made a quick gesture towards her and then Imd Heopped.
'‘Don't look like that, Kate. Don't act that wawvikh | hadn't told you.'
His head bowed and he watched the circles thd¢ti®refinger was
drawing in front of him on the sheet. It would gosf left,
counter-clockwise twice, and then right in a clodendirection once.
He repeated this pattern over and over again. &rgagn to this, she
then looked up into his face. seemed tired suddemly the lines
beside his firm mouth were pronounced, the curvehi® lips
unhappy.

'How easy,' she said, 'it is to let down one's gudid really

convinced myself that things were changed, but'teeot quite, are
they? I'd only thought they were. Oh, don't lookne like that, as if
I'm somebody else! You see, I'm not. I'm still Hvee done a lot of
growing and changing in the past several daysinktiwvhen you

reach a change in perspective it's impossible tbagk to what you
were before.' Her green eyes were steadily regauoiim, and there
crept back into her gaze what soon appeared to dmila. 'James



could only hurt me emotionally when 1 let him, andgill never let

him again. But I'd forgotten, you see, that ther @ther ways of
hurting a person. I'd grown lax. | should haveisedl it last night
when | had thought that the man was familiar, bdidh't. Now it

seems like the memory of where I'd seen him isgustind a corner
of my mind, and if | hurry fast enough, I'll catap with it before it

whisks out of sight again. It'll come to me soonelater. | owe you a
great deal, Luke. Don't berate yourself for hawioig me the truth!

You were fulfilling a promise you made me. You'\and me a great
service by letting me know, and I'm not upset—astenot the way
you think. I'm upset with myself for having forgert so easily the
lesson of a lifetime: namely, never, ever turn ragkbon my father's
vindictive spitefulness.

"'l leave now and let you get dressed. Maybeddl back to bed,
since | am a little tired. And I'll get Marian t@me with me this
afternoon. | promise you, | won't be alone and ivunerable
position. And | swear to you this; | will not forgagain.'

That night, she asked Jana as the four sat dowanracher quickly
prepared supper how long it would be before shedhéahe had got
the job or not. 'l really don't have much of anaideana told her.
‘However, it should be soon, | would think, sintdoes take a few
weeks to train the aides, and they are wantingduaion to the staff
immediately. Don't fret, my dear. I'm sure you'dan one way or
another by the end of next week.'

She was right; the next Wednesday showed Kathdaneing down
the hall after a phone call, and she sang, 'ltybgbt it! | go-o-ot it!"
Bursting into the kitchen, she was regarded by re¢veairs of
interested and puzzled eyes, a few of which beldnige little
creatures which padded over to sniff speculatiatlizer stockinged
feet. She beamed at the two women sitting at thle tnd told them



impressively, "They were extremely pleased with appearance at
the interview at the beginning of this week, andulddoe happy to
welcome me to the staff at Memorial—and traininggips next
Tuesday! Isn't that just fabulous?' She threw hasabout herself in
ecstasy, and laughed.

'‘But my dear,’ replied Jana mildly. 'l didn't expanything else.'

'Oh, stuff! Just because you pulled a few strirmgarie--' she began,
but was interrupted by a delighted chuckle.

'‘Love, they never even called me. You got thatigglyourself.’

She stared. 'Well! In that case, | think I'll godacall Luke." She
beamed at them once more quite blindingly, and gpedown the
hall, leaving the two ladies to look at each othah a laughing
indulgence. Katherine in the meantime picked upphene in the
hall and dialled the number to Luke's office. Theging was
answered by a cool, detached and sterile voicdringupolitely the
business of the caller. '‘Could you let me talk t&ké Dalton, please?'
Katherine asked, as politely as the other womae. & answered
with a definite negative, and asked if she wouke lio schedule an
appointment for the next week to see him, to wikiuk replied, 'Nuts.
I live with him and will see him tonight, but this urgent. Tell him
it's Katherine." The disembodied voice, soundingtte shaken,
asked her to hold. In a moment she heard a click.

'‘Kate?, it was Luke's voice, and he sounded qutgh. 'What's
wrong? Is someone hurt?'

‘Why," she enquired, 'would you think that anyoel lheen hurt?
That secretary of yours is quite off- putting, yeee. Oh, Luke, do
you know what?'



In comparison to his first explosive enquiry, hisice sounded
astonishingly mild. 'Not personally, but if you huanfew bars ...?
You had mentioned that it was urgent, but forgedt,tH quite
understand that you wanted to get past my secredlihough what
you said to shake her up so, | can't imagine.’

She said, amused, 'l just told her that | livechwibu, that's all." At
the explosive snort of laughter, she too chucKledid seem to send
her off her stride a bit. | hope you don't mind?'

‘Mind? I'm positively enchanted. What was it youyenting to tell
me? I'm very intrigued.'

'l got it! The job, | mean. The hospital just cdll® tell me," she
bubbled. 'Isn't that just the most fantastic neas'we ever heard? |
just can't believe it! Of course it's only part énbut the pay will be
nice. Actually it's not much at all, but it'll bket first paying job I'll
have ever had! Heavens, | feel almost sick froniterent, and Jana
says that | got it entirely on my own—isn't thagaf?'

'l find myself overwhelmed,' he murmured in resporiSo we have
cause to celebrate tonight?'

'You bet! Maybe I'll fix us an extra special dess#s a treat. You
know what I'll probably do," she said, suddenlyusitr with an
unappealing idea. 'I'll probably be so nervous thlaénd up going
home sick to my stomach on the very first day.'sTtoo was
accompanied by a mirthful snort. "You think I'miagtstupidly, don't
you? | am, too. This can't be so interesting to, ylubet. You're
S0—s0 experienced that you're laughing at how kimg, aren't
you?'

'‘Whoa! Back off, little dragon! | completely und&msd,’ he
exclaimed, although still with the laughter in sice. 'l felt the



exact same way when | got my first job—I'm suré theeryone does.
But | can't help laughing at you. You know you'ssrig amusing.'

‘Well," she retorted, grinning at the brown pamnellin front of her.
'‘Don't you think I've reason to be happy? .Lookknbw you're
probably in conference, or something vastly impartao I'll see you
tonight, all right?'

‘Even if | was in conference, I'd still want to hé@m you. You seem
to have my secretary trained correctly, so feed tiecall any time.
See you.'

He walked through the front door early, and atstiend of the door
slamming shut, several heads from various doorpguput. 'Early,
love?' inquired Jana with obvious absent-mindednassshe was
engrossed in a particularly exciting scene in éiéhrHer head soon
disappeared.

‘Dinner's going to be late," announced Marian, ftbenopening to the
kitchen. 'Matilda ate some of the chicken beforecareght her, and
so we're thawing more meat." Her head too disapdedt was
Katherine, and the guilty Matilda perched in hemsrlooking
particularly well fed, who came forward to greemnhwith a pleased
smile of surprise on her face. The cat looked fedgint.

‘What a treat! I'm glad you're home early, but heid you manage
that? Matty the Monster didn't get the desserad but it away before
she explored the counter. What are you hiding lehyour
back?—oh! Flowers, for me?' She held out a handnansely
pleased. Somehow, Luke ended up holding a patenithterested cat
after he had passed the flowers on to Katheringouiéatty down,
and she slipped quickly down the hall, like a shirdhadow. As
Katherine opened the covered package, her eyessgpfewnd round
and her smile became radiant. 'l adore roses. Tdresgo beautiful!’
She turned her glowing gaze at him and found hinclvag her with



a soft and smiling expression, reminding her ofumguarded, open
look when he first opened his eyes from sleep ¢ohsx by his bed.
She impulsively reached up and kissed him on thatimdoacked
away, and laughed into his eyes.

‘This is an occasion to celebrate, isn't it?' kedder, twitching the
end of her nose in a way that had her swattingaway.

‘Yes, but don't get fresh,' she said haughtily wagy that had him
hooting at her in derision. 'Let me go and puté¢heswater. I'll pour
us a drink afterwards, if you like.'

‘That sounds nice. I'm going to go upstairs andnghain the
meantime. What were we going to have for dinneithieyway?"

‘Barbecued chicken,' she laughed. 'Matty got tontieat as it was
thawing. Now | think we are having barbecued riAs.Luke started
up the stairs, she hurried into the kitchen to fndase and filled it
with water and roses, later carrying it into thHardry to set on the
table nearest the rocking-chair. Jana was roused lfier absorption
in her novel to exclaim over the beautiful budsoisauke strolled
into the room.

'‘Why, dear, how positively satanic!" Jana said gz the sight of
his black slacks and rolled-neck black sweaterdiddook striking,
and Katherine gazed at him in admiration also. ¢gfissy hair was
very slightly ruffled, and although he was in asyepose of complete
relaxation, she knew that he was capable of a dangattitude.

He was inspecting the title of Jana's paperbadk avgrimace. 'Now,
| suppose you'll be imagining me as the villairthed piece for your
own amusement,’ he commented drily as he handeddulr the
book. 'How you can immerse yourself so totally anthusiastically
in one of those things, I'll never know.'



'‘But it's so diverting to see you as a devil,’ ghegled. 'You were
such a wild thing when you were small! » -But | msay, you've
become absolutely prosaic in your middle age!" ytmig-looking
blue eyes sparkled up at him.

'If I'm in my middle age,' he enquired silkily, "ette exactly are you,
my love? Katie, you promised me a drink.'

She jumped up from her curled-up position in thekmg-chair
where she'd been watching the exchange betweengslwith the
greatest enjoyment. 'So | did, and | forgot, yoorpgarched thing.
Sit down, sit down," she murmured, leading him tehair and
solicitously providing him with a pillow. 'You'r@b old to be always
exerting yourself like this—ouch! Stop hitting matlwthat pillow!
All right, I'm going, so stop it, will you?' Undére, she ran from the
room, only to stick her head back a moment lateberve him with
dancing eyes. 'Warm milk?' she asked him, with @ rgahow of
concern. He launched out of his chair, and shelshd as he chased
her all the way to the kitchen.

At the end of a very pleasant evening, interspeksitl bouts of

hilarity prompted alternately by the antics of thepy and the three
cats, Marian's too- dignified pose, and Jana'suamigews (mainly,

cheating outrageously) on the playing of variousesgames, all

lounged in the library before going up to bed. Tiweye for the most
part silent and contemplative, each thinking pleashaoughts and
unwilling for the evening to end.

Jana stirred after a bit and her kindly gaze turieelatherine who
was stretched out flat on the huge leather cou6bu've had the
chance now to get to know us, Katherine,' she dalv do you like
living here? Are you comfortable?"

She turned her golden, shiny head to look intaytiestioning eyes of
Luke, seated across from her. 'l am constantlyrmag,' she said



softly. 'Every day spent here is good, every ewghim. | find [want

to stay home all the time, and get out only aseagant diversion
instead of as a needed escape. You see? | autaltyatalled this

household "home". It's wonderful here. And yeteég feeling,' she
continued reflectively, turning her head away tokiat the fine,
expensive leather on her other side, 'an obscuarettat this won't
last, that it's all an illusion, and that everythwill all disappear in
the night, and I'll wake up the next morning in bed a: my father's
house. It will all have been a pleasant j dreant Wik fade away

before | fully recall it.’

‘It won't fade,' Luke said. His voice seemed tamdpriner back out of
the rather frightening flight of fantasy that slagltbeen trapped in. It
was a strong and reassuring statement becausesitsard with
strength and conviction. 'It will never fade, Katéuis is reality, this
Is the true existence, not that shallow mimicryt @ knew before.
This is where you find a real strength and happginesou've
experienced life as it should be, my dear. Youhg bad a little taste
of what is to come.’



CHAPTER EIGHT

LUKE was quite right; in the ensuing weeks, Katherigl¢ lierself

blossoming into a greater happiness than she hackaewn before.
It showed in her light, springy step, and her tiimikeyes. She found
each morning a delight, and looked forward to thare in a way that
previously she would have deemed impossible. Adt fshe felt

positively giddy, and to the bemusement of the oéthe household,
came and went like a veritable whirlwind. But sdwr high spirits

were calming into a gentle and becoming dignityd an unselfish
kindness.

Her job was a steadying influence on her. On trst ilay, she came
away from the hospital under absolutely no illusi@as to just how
subordinate her position was. On the second damllysunflappably

calm, she was very nearly reduced to tears at stricionishments
from the head nurse on the ward where she haddssggmed. On the
third day her patience was severely tried by tlmécbetiness of an
irascible old man that she was supposed to hetp fE®e encounter
ended up with her roundly telling the old fellowf as she dripped
with the lukewarm soup he had thrown at her, amdhbad nurse
clucked about in an effort to restore order andgbed humour of

both parties.

She was working part time, afternoons during thelkaand evenings
at the weekend, which left only the evenings dutirgweek and the
early part of the day at the weekend when she ceeddLuke. This
was a bit frustrating for her, but as he never esped any other
sentiment than approval for her job, she conceb&rdemotions as
best she could.

This was hard for one of the things that had gramvithe several
weeks was their relationship. They had j develagpedhtimacy and a
close understanding that was, she thought, quigeialp She felt
more at ease with him than she did with anyone aelsé suspected



that he felt the same about her. Many times, eamlidknow what
the other was thinking without a word being saidudl It was a
measure of how well they understood one another.wds her
confidant, her guide, her loyal and sympathetiend. Gradually the
awareness grew on her that he was also her love.

It did not come to her in a blinding flash, or az# of passion. It crept
up on her, catching her unawares one rainy eveasghey sat

together in silence. He had a book in his handsaasdconcentrating
on it, his dark hair falling over his brow and tlean, sinewy hands
holding the chunky hardback as if it were a smafigrback. She had
a book in her own hands, but was not attending tostead she was
inspecting every line and mark on Luke's lean fate. eyes traced
the slight shadows of weariness under his eyesamkdn the stubble

of beard that was characteristic | of the end of thay. The

knowledge came upon her then, like a gentle ang ®gh breathed

at a whiff of an elusive, fragrant summer's bre€2ely instead of

passing away with barely a conscious thoughtstiaiged with her

and grew stronger with each passing day....

In a way, the knowledge was the cause of a gresdse she
experienced when she was near him. Although shenatiexactly
sure how he felt about her, she was sure of howedhabout him.
She no | longer had to wonder at how her pulse evoate from a
casual kiss on the cheek, or an arm about her dlaullt was a
measure of the trust she felt for aim, this easirdsattitude. Luke
would never, she knew, consciously hurt her.

She kept her promise to him and never went outiblip alone. This
was easy for Jana drove her to work in the aftara@dhen she putin
her own volunteer work, and Luke picked her upegitbn his way
home from work during the week, or making a spettiplfor her in
the evenings at the weekend. When she had offer@ay for the
petrol used on these special trips, he had ab$phatieised.



'You nut,' was his reply. antto do it, so keep your blasted money
will you?' This inelegant and ungentle speech redrhquite a glow.

One fine August morning, Katherine went bouncinguad the
house, knocking on closed bedroom doors and caljaidy for

everyone to wake up. She heard a groan from beland's door.
Marian didn't answer at all, and she opened the& totell her that
she most absolutely emphatically should get upyhiiwh that lady's
only reaction was to hide her head underneath ittoevp Knocking

on Luke's door, she shouted to him to get up quieckid was
rewarded with the sight of him pulling open his da@ry fast,

surprising her with the unexpectedness of it.

His hair was rumpled and his body encased in hige bl
dressing-gown, but his face was quite alert anéyes clear. 'What
Is the reason for all this racket?' was his mildwery.

She grinned at him impishly. '‘Come downstairs amdl dut!" she told
him and whisked away before he could reply. Anokmerck at Jana's
door had her peeking around it and blinking slgepil

'l don't show my face before eight,' she said dealig and slowly
smiled at Katherine's obvious high spirits.

‘You've got to come down this morning,' Katheriold her. "You just
have to. Otherwise you'll miss the whole thing.€ Started to skip
down the stairs, leaving Jana sufficiently intrigue wrap her
dressing-gown about her and join Luke and Mariathi hall to
follow after.

A marvellous sight greeted their eyes when thegired the kitchen.
The table was set very prettily, with a few freiwiers in a bouquet
as the centrepiece, and the best china was laidolaur on a freshly
ironed tablecloth. By each setting was a pretty lbaiwfreshly cut

fruit. Coffee steaming in mugs was set with prerigust to the right



of the plates. A huge, covered platter was in tiddha of the table
with a jug of what turned out to be warm syrup arbt of honey in
attendance nearby. Orange juice was poured, arahbaas seen to
be sizzling on the stove. There were three litllepped packages by
three plates.

'‘Oh my," murmured Marian, overcome. She sank intbaar weakly
and was told by Katherine that she would have teensince that was
Jana's place. To this statement, she started upamwhere she was
directed.

‘This is quite too much,' Jana said, looking aladtihe splendid sight
with awe. 'lt's so early—how early did you havegai up, to fix all
this?'

Luke was regarding Katherine's amused face thoulijjhts he sat in
the spot designated for him. She uncovered thdepl&b reveal
golden brown pancakes that smelt delicious, andfdle helped
themselves with a will. ‘What's the occasion, lovh& asked
curiously.

She wrinkled her nose at him. 'Not now," she adsfwd him

through a mouthful of bacon. 'Everyone can eat, fasd then we'll

open presents!' She was the only one fully dressddded jeans that
had flour down the legs, and a sweater. Her hasrpudled back in a
saucy pony-tail, making her look like a teenager.

Jana, looking around, observed little packages ped@and sitting by
the animals' cardboard bed, and pointed this faictoothe other two.

‘This is nutty," said Marian, shaking her frizzleelad. '‘But | like it.'
The pancakes were fluffy and light, quite perfaci] Katherine had
the satisfaction of seeing all tuck into her swprivith flattering
enthusiasm.



When everyone had at last finished their huge tepad sat back
from their empty plates, she got up and removeglktes and filled

up the cups again with fresh coffee. Then, sitdown and pouring

cream into her own cup, she grinned delightedihatthree pairs of
eyes that were regarding her, a question in Jand'$larian's and a
definite twinkle of amusement in Luke's. 'Open ypuesents!' she
urged each. 'Go on, | want to see you!'

With her urging, they each picked up the wrappedkages and
started to unwrap them; Jana did so with a painmgjagare as she
picked delicately at each piece of tape, Mariarm\aitipping gusto,
and Luke with several questioning, smiling glanagsatherine, who
was seated opposite him. The unveiling of the giftewed an
exclusive French perfume spray for Jana, a newbaakdbook that
she had known that Marian especially wanted, apeveer unicorn

statue for Luke. The two women exclaimed with ddligver their

gifts, but she was looking at Luke as he placedlgleately featured
little statue with exquisite care on the table. Hise held an odd
expression, as if he was quite struck with it, ander cover of the
two women's chatter to each other, she askedDonyou know what
the unicorn symbolises?'He watched her as if hieloduake his eyes
away. Tell me,' he said quietly.

Her eyes smiled at him. 'It usually signifies pyribut it can also
symbolise happiness, and that is what | mean thigesto say to you.'

He reached out a gentle finger, looking quite teagland traced the
slight point of the graceful horse's horn downrikek to the curve of
the back. 'A gift of happiness,' he murmured, angje, sweet smile
on his softened face.

His eyes once again lifted to her, and they helémotion that she
suddenly dared not read for fear that she wouldinaerstand, and
she dropped her own.



| She whispered, 'Thank you, Luke, for everythirmgi'ye done for
me.'

Jana caught this last remark and asked heral&hiank you" to all of
us that you meant with these gifts?'

Her eyes turned to Jana's and suddenly she wambrgrover again
with that slightly mischievous good spirit that haden evident
earlier. 'Oh, no,' she gurgled, wrapping her arbwua herself with
glee. Everyone blinked at each other in puzzlenserd,she sang out
suddenly, 'Happy birthday to me, happy birthdayne! Happy
birthday, dear me-e . .." and she ruined the wbatg by pealing off
into a fit of laughter at the looks of astonishmeantd dismay on
everyone's face.

After the first upshoot of his eyebrows, Luke appdato be very
amused, but Jana and Marian were quite horrifidthy; this is
terrible!" Jana gasped, looking at her with an eggpion of
stupefaction.

Marian said sternly, "You should have had breakfiestle for you,
instead of you making breakfast for everyone efsed as for you
buying presents for us—don't you know, you mixedetgdd, that
you >m= the one that's supposed to get presents today?"

Katherine showed her a crestfallen face. '‘Don'tlj@uyour present?’
she asked in such piteous tones that Luke hadvier ep his face.

At this reaction from her admonishment, Marian edleven more
horrified. 'Of course | do! But you still shouldiiavedone it, you
know. Why, it's ridiculous to think of it.’

'Oh then, by all means, let's think of it!" sheliegh abandoning her
act and leaning back with a smile, 'Just why dotynk | did such a
thing?'



The question had the two women sitting bade toth waititudes of
confoundment. Luke looked from his sister to Mayigauging their
thoughts and smiling. 'Well, you obviously see & a special
occasion,' said Jana, 'which of course it is, lout gidn't react with
any embarrassment or disclaimers like most peopleonl their
birthdays.'

'‘Exactly,’ she nodded in affirmation. She stood waded away all
helping hands as she stacked the last of the dislrasreakfast and
carried them to the sink. 'You see,' she threw beeshoulder, 'l just
wanted to share.'

Katherine had cause for a good deal of amusemeamigdthe day

after Luke had left. Whenever she entered the rdama and Marian
would fall silent and look like two pictures of iocence. Of course
she knew what they were planning, and it quitegiiééid her to see
their rather obvious conspiracy.

She was on the kerb outside the hospital at thecpbed time after

work and readily hopped into the Ferrari when Lskespt up. He

spared her a quick flash of his teeth before shgatiway from the

kerb and pulling into the thick stream of traffidad a good day?' he
asked her.

'‘No better than some, and a lot worse than otlsdre,laughed. 'No,
really, | had a pretty normal day, considering.'

It wasn't long before they pulled into the drivewkig stopped to let
her out before putting the car away, and she palesedminute with

her hand on the door handle, looking at him misakusly. 'Should |

pretend to be surprised?' she asked him, whichhmaghoulders
shaking.



‘That might be a bit much,' he told her. 'Jusgaatified. That should
work in any situation.’

She wrinkled her nose at him impudently and whisietdof the car
to spring up the steps. As no one was near thédiaor, she was able
to slip up to her room unnoticed and change outesfuniform in
peace. However, when she got downstairs againaklaornered her
in the hall and firmly shepherded her into thedityrand ordered her
to stay there until otherwise notified. Since sla&l heft her book
resting on the side table by the couch and there avhoughtfully
placed glass of wine waiting on the coffee tables somplied and
was soon joined by Luke. He was also out of hiskimgy suit and he
reclined next to her on the couch with a shot ofsk§y which she
eyed with distaste. He caught her look.

'‘What? Don't tell me you have objections to my \Whiswas his
wicked response. She sipped her glass and raisigehg inquisitive
eyebrow. 'The first time | saw, you, you were tngspoff a shot with
the most admirable and experienced aplomb! | wast mpressed, |
must confess, to see you swallow it all in one gihout choking!
Not everyone can do that, didn't you know? Are going to tell me
that it was all an act?"

‘Every inch of it, my good man," she replied. 'salotely abhor
whisky. In fact, I'd never had a shot before thigthth It was as
detestable as I'd expected.'

'‘Good heavens!" he exclaimed, a delighted smilehiog on his firm
lips. 'And you took it like a trooper. Whatever pessed you to do
such a thing?'

'‘My father," she said gently, 'hated to see mekdnard liquor at his
parties. Bad for image.'



'‘Provoking puss,' he said, sipping at his glask ewident enjoyment,
at which she shuddered.

Jana stuck her head in the door, said, 'Dinned,desappeared again.
They looked at each other contemplatively.

'l believe," she said with a show of dismay, 'ih& about to start?'
She stood with him and turned to the door.

‘Take it,' he whispered wickedly, 'like a troopeshie decided to
ignore this and sailed into the dining- room.

She was not disappointed. The table was set véngcavely, and
beside one plate, there were three wrapped pack@igssmade her
smile, but what really made her laugh was Mariatisgusted
comment, "You spoiled the whole thing, you knowgewlyou did the
same thing for breakfast!

She sat down where the presents were, and diddiblergob of
ignoring them as they ate her favourite meal ofdashish kebabs
with broccoli and cheese sauce, and crescent fofls. meal was
followed not by a cake, which she had half expedtatia laden plate
of chocolate chip cookies with plenty of pecanse af her more
disastrous weaknesses. She moaned as she saw dgbeplaie
presented to her. 'l bet you made a double baioli,dhe uttered with
such despair that everyone laughed. A previoushbatowv consigned
to history, had mysteriously been sampled at unkniwves, and had
disappeared at a record rate. Everyone had denmsll&dge, except
Katherine, who had been bright pink with guilt.

Despite her moan, she dug into the cookies witkrahusiasm that
had Marian and Jana smiling at each other, and hadhthrough
several before turning to the presents with anfa@agerness that had
Luke smiling. The first present she opened was flama, and it was
wrapped in a pretty shade of pale blue. It turnet to be two



delicately carved wooden hair combs that were dgedieep
burgundy. She exclaimed with delight over themythere a perfect
shade for her hair. Marian's present to her waairagb slim leather
gloves. When she turned her grateful gaze to Matfaat lady said,
‘After all, it is August, and autumn is just arouhd bend, you know,
and you don't have a thing for the cold weather.'

She turned to her present from Luke last. She'ddsdybecause she
knew that no matter what he gave her, she wouldsth#& more than
anything she received from anyone else. It wasrg small box,
wrapped plainly. In fact, it was so small that simew it must be
jewellery, and was suddenly afraid to open it aa@l\shat was inside.
Her eyes lifted to him. He was, for a change, maitisg at all now,
and his eyes seemed to hold some sort of messagshi was not
quite able to read. He seemed tense, but appearethk when her
eyes silently questioned him, and he nodded fotdvgo ahead and
open the package.

She tore off the paper, finding a little black \athbox and her hands
inexplicably trembling. She stared down at its sqshape for a long
moment, and looked into Luke's dark eyes. At thes,did smile
faintly, and this gave her the courage to opersthall box. What she
saw made her turn so pale that Jana uttered aameattbn of alarm.
Then, a lovely tide of colour washed over her, ahd raised huge,
brimming eyes to stare in Luke's direction and rtid.chair scraped,
and she barely had enough time to put down the btix before she
was caught up into his arms and held very tighithe tears spilled
over, and he tilted her face up to wipe away eawhwith a tender
finger, murmuring softly. Then with an exquisitengeness, he bent
his head to hers, and Jana and Marian were forgotte

Feeling overcome, Marian reached over to pick @plittle box and
peer into it. She turned the box to Jana. Nestieal the rich black
velvet winked a marvellous blue solitaire diamondyellow gold.
The two ladies looked at each other and at thewd@orwere so close.



Without a word, and by mutual consent, they rosenfthe table and
tiptoed away.

After a time, Luke raised his head, and he lookaardinto her face.
Her hair was tousled about her face from his cargdmgers, and
her cheeks were quite flushed. Her eyes held amsbmn rather
unfocused glow, and her lips looked very kisse@ Bas, he told her,
quite beautiful. 'Are you sure?' he asked, tratinegedge of her lower
lip with one finger. It trembled and she noddeeérsily, not trusting

her voice to speech just yet. He reached behindtdipick up the

box, extracting the ring from it and holding up hand. He slipped it
on her left ring finger. She was immeasurably gaeat to find it

fitted.

'‘How in the world did you manage that?' she asked M
astonishment. His smile was almost unbearably s\Wietan knew
your glove size from the rubber gloves you wearnwau're helping
in the kitchen," he told her. "That was how, shé toe, that she was
going to get your size for the leather glovesolesthe trick from her,
and hoped it would fit." He looked deeply into leges, and very
seriously. 'l love you, Kate,' he said. 'l love ysmumuch. I think | did
when you walked into the room at that party. ltistjthat | didn't
realise until later.'

She put her hand up to his cheek. It was impossgie thought
dazedly, to feel any more happiness that thisakt impossible to feel
any more love. 'When did you first decide that gadilove me?' she
asked quietly. He turned his dark head and kissechlnd before

replying.

'l think it really hit me the first day you wererkewhen you cried so,
and | held you on my lap in the kitchen," he sardierly, touching her
nose with his mouth lightly. 'All I could think afas how much I'd
give just to see you happy and smiling. My feelimgge so intense
and jolted me so hard, that when | went to workakwonsiderably



shaken. | didn't get a thing done all day, and atuld think about
was getting home to see if you were all right.d dng that day, but
you were sleeping, and | asked Jana not to tell'dawng. You were
so vulnerable! | wanted to protect you from evanbéurt again. |
always want to see you smiling.' His lips came dawmnhers in a
feathery kiss.

Her arms had slid up around his neck as he haddatnd she now
responded to his kiss gladly, deepening it of hen @ccord. He
broke it off with a wrench. 'Ah, let's talk, shale?' he asked her, his
voice sounding a little rough. She put her headrdowhis shoulder,
snuggled deep into his welcoming arms, and noddgxpily. She
was considerably surprised when he put her away fnon. ‘No,
Kate. You sit there, and I'll sit right here. Themew why don't you
tell me when you first knew?'

She reached across the table and his hand insthoslgd over hers,
giving her a little thrill. 'l can't say for surshe murmured, her eyes
going dreamy with remembrance. 'All | can say & ttne night you
were sitting and reading, and | was rocking inrtheking- chair, and

| looked into your tired face and thought to mys#élifiove him." It
was as simple as that, and yet a very profound momeh, | can't
explain myself very well. | just knew one nightatis all.’

He brought her hand to his lips. 'That's enoughlawg. Believe me,
that is quite enough.’

After talking for some time in low voices, they neaml/to the library to
sit close together on the couch. She snuggled hiprtpwith her head
on his shoulder and her body curved into his owsitpm. They did
talk a little more, but mostly spent the time jbsing together. She
fell asleep on his shoulder.

The sensation, she thought dreamily, was a fanoha&. Where had
she felt it before? Her eyes flew open: her head wa Luke's



shoulder, and he was carrying her up the stairsariMl was her
contented response as she buried her head intzaihms neck. 'But |
really can walk up myself.'

'l know," he whispered, tightening his arms. 'Butaint to carry you.'
And so he did.

'‘But,' she protested sleepily, 'l don't want tdg@bed yet, Luke. Let's
stay downstairs for a little longer.’

'It's very late,' he said to her softly, as he dépd her just outside her
door. 'And even if you can sleep in the morningnave an early
appointment. Besides, everyone else is in bed. dapped in while
you were asleep and told me she was going up samego.'

'l was not,' she mumbled, unable to resist the togab at her eyes,
‘asleep.’

'Oh, | see,' was his response. 'Did you rememlvex daming into the
room a while ago?"Er, no,' she sheepishly replidt that doesn't
mean anything.'

‘Ah!" he said, with air of the greatest comprehensil understand
now! You were resting your eyes and thinking veayd¥

'Yes, | was!" she stuck to her story in spite @& tinkle in Luke's
eyes. Then, she looked back at him with somethikegféar in hers.
'‘Luke, I—I don't want it to end.’

His face gentled unbelievably. ‘It won't, love," Whispered, and
touched her lips with his own. 'l swear to you thatvon't.' Then,
without waiting to see if she went straight insttenot, he turned and
strode on down to his room, shutting the door b him.



It was incredible, she thought sleepily as she egdrer eyes the next
morning and looked at the brilliant ring on het lednd, how good
life can be. She knew a sudden fear; life wasfealheoo good. How
unreal events seemed in comparison to how heh&tebeen such a
short time ago! Something would happen, and hettewvorld would
come crashing down around her ears. What, she wowddy, but
something would happen.

She was still huddled under the covers and thinkingleasant
thoughts when Jana knocked on her door. 'Comesi' called,
sitting up quickly.

The door opened and Jana slipped in, carrying steaiming mug
and wearing a delightful smile. 'Now I'm pullingkatherine trick,'
she announced with a twinkle. 'Here, dear. I'magaply for you.'

‘You are? | find I'm very happy, too!" Katherineinkled back. She
stretched out lazily. 'Oh, Jana! Life isn't supmbs®be this good to
me. |—I don't trust it, when it hands me someoneirapedibly
wonderfdl, like Luke. It's all going to blow away the first strong
wind, and ..." Her eyes met the older woman's amdtke kindness
in those blue eyes. 'I'm being stupid. | think better get dressed,
don't you?' She kicked off the covers and got up.

Contrary to her rather unformed fears, nothinghm next few days
proclaimed disaster. In fact, she felt as if shealwating through a
fairy tale, she was so supremely happy.

She loved her new appointment on the children'siyaard was soon
a favourite with both nurses and patients. Of acaunsany were too
sick to be very aware of anything outside their aistomfort, but
the ones who could enjoyed her careful attentidre dund to her
own surprise that she possessed an abundancei@igaatvith the
little ones, more so than with the older folks. &@he was the one
called upon to help feed Susie, who wouldn't lgtoae else feed her,



or to calm little Joseph when his mother left tosegper. They were,
she told Luke, much better behaved than the otuks f

This pattern of serenity lasted for several days.

The hospital was being operated with a skeletadif, ft@acause of an
outbreak of 'flu, and both Katherine and Jana vpertéing in extra
hours. One afternoon, Jana called Luke's officetaltthim not to
come and pick up Katherine. 'We've had a bit olipset,’ she told
him, a note of strain underlying her calm voiced'guite a few are
staying over their shifts. There's been a straghtfiand several
bystanders were seriously hurt. A car swerved ssmilittle boy who
was mistakenly pushed out into the street, andechasthree-car
accident, so things are going to be a mess. Wedlheugetting the
first ambulance in a few minutes—what a time tcshert- staffed!
See you later.'

In the meantime, Katherine was involved in a vezyspnal crisis of
her own.



CHAPTER NINE

THE front door opened with a crash, and Katherine aaik quickly,
checking only at the sight of Luke coming downitiaé. They looked
at each other for a moment, his shocked ejaculdtimsting forth at
the sight of her reddened dress, and her whitefaset with the
blazing green eyes. She broke away from his gaeéng a little odd
as the world seemed to blur a bit, but then shesed on the stairs.
She started up them very fast. He was quick bemmdeven quicker
than Jana, who had come in at the door just befatierine.

'‘Kate—Kate!' he called after her sharply, but stalenno reply. She
entered her room with the same sort of crash tadtheralded her
entrance to the house and strode across to theobathslamming
the door and locking it behind her. Luke was onigexe split second
behind her, but it was long enough for her to lsade herself in. He
pounded on the door after her. 'Kate! Let me wmel&Come on, let me
in!'

There was no answer. Katherine had listened foroment to his
voice as she leaned against the locked door, aadeththe door
heave with his pounding. She couldn't seem todeglhing, though.
She didn't feel the slightest inclination to oplea tloor as he'd askeo
her to. She hadn't felt anything after that knikfelpain when the little
boy had died beneath her fingertips. She couladet eemember how
she had got into her bathroom, but that didn't emahe was glad,
because she didn't want to feel anything, not agam.

If life could be cruel to her, she thought tiredhgsting her head
against the vibrating door, then it had been urdiggrcruel to that
little boy. A deep, agonised sob broke from hershe began to
experience again that knife-like pain.

She had been mercifully numb as the head nurseulbdl her away
from the little body, and she had continued feelthgt dull,



sustaining numbness as Jana, told of what had hagdpater drove
her home. She had sat in uncommunicative silent¢leealvay home,

unaware and uncaring about the silent, concerneslepce beside
her. But now, she wasn't to have that escape.

She looked down at herself and was shocked anéwe amount of
blood that had somehow got all over her. She'd beped off at the
site, and when she had got back to the hospitad slvashed
completely clean, but there was still that hornfyired down her
front. A feeling of panic invaded her; she must getll off.
Scrabbling at her shoes and getting them off hetr, fhe started the
shower going with very hot water and stepped inthes and all.
Standing under the burning spray, she tried toeehi@sn her mind
what had happened, but she couldn't. Passing he&s sound her
waist tightly as she felt that knife of anguishe shnied aloud from the
pain of it, and bent over double in the showerngdo her knees.

It was at that sound, coming as it did over theewstgushing, that
Luke put his shoulder to the door of the bathroom erashed into
the little cubicle.

He moved faster than Jana had ever seen him mdos=pand was
bending over, trying to get Katherine to stand lugt, she was too
rigid and wrapped in her own terrible grief to attdo him, and too
slippery with wetness for him to be able to graspwith any degree
of safety for lifting out. Those awful, heartrengisobs were tearing
at him. He stepped into the bath and knelt besadegulling her into
his arms and straining her close. The scaldingvgilestreamed on
them painfully, and he reached behind with one hantirn it off.
Then he put his head down on her shoulder, hidséplce in her wet
hair, rocking her back and forth.

Slowly his presence penetrated her anguish, anddesiy
convulsively, she thrust her arms about his necl stranglehold.



She pushed her face into his warm, wet neck ardl dike she had
never cried before.

After urging her out of the bath, he turned todisser and said quietly
that while she helped Katherine get out of her el@hes, he would
go and change himself. After making such a decistatement, he
remained for some moments, staring at Katherinets kent head,
until Jana gently shooed him out. When he had ditse door of the
bedroom behind him, she turned to the youngeragid found her
already stripping.

Katherine's teeth had began to chatter, and hemigre blue by the
rime she slipped into the warm nightgown that Jsadafound for her
and belted her dressing-gown about her slim wais¢. didn't notice
Jana's worried glances at her alarming silencedmbshe feel the
gentle helping fingers that prompted her to sitr@edge of the bed,
and later brushed out the sodden tangles in hgrhair.

Katherine had thought that she could feel no grextm than she had
already experienced. She had also thought thatcshkl feel no
greater happiness. She had been wrong on one toepiain that she
felt now, the first grief she'd experienced forw@aran being other
than herself, was deeper than any self- absorbedi@mshe'd ever
known. She knew, for the first time, how deeply @as hurt for
another's plight. She had tasted the consequericedife built on
caring for others.

The way she felt now, she never wanted to cararfother person as
long as she lived. And so it was, when Luke re+eot@er room scant
minutes later in dry clothes, his damp hair brusbidhis forehead,
that he found her completely absorbed in herséié 1$ad retreated
from the outside world to her dark, bitter though¥hen Jana quietly
talked with Luke over her head, she heard everydwbat was
spoken; one part of her mind even registered amidnstood what
was said. But for the most part her consciousregssted the whole



conversation and anything addressed to her asfiuqes. It was, in
comparison to what she was experiencing insidenpaitant.

'‘She hasn't spoken a word to me since you leffia dald him
worriedly. 'In fact, she never spoke at all onwsy home from the
hospital. Luke, I'm very concerned about the wag/sshandling all
this.'

He did no more than nod absently at his sister.elgess dwelling
thoughtfully on Katherine's sad face as, with heachbowed, she
watched the pattern that her fingers were drawing leer

dressing-gown. He asked Jana, 'Have you heard iagytibout

dinner yet?'

She replied, 'Marian said something about it begagly—she poked
her head in here a few minutes ago.’

‘Why don't you go down and eat with Marian?' hegasted quietly.
1l tuck Kate into bed and sit with her until yo&1 done. Then
perhaps you could fix a tray and bring it up fag tivo of us, if you
would?'

‘Certainly," was her immediate response. She gthbeek down at
Katherine's bent head, her eyes filled with sorrBive said, 'l think
they said that the little boy was five years oldtherine's head
jerked at this, which both saw, and Jana's facewedswith tears as
she left the room quickly.

Strong hands clasped lightly on her shoulders tlisigirher into
looking up. She obediently obeyed the slight presand stood. Her
eyes followed Luke's movements as he leaned techwite covers
back and throw her pillows against the headboah&nThe turned
back to her and a gentle arm about her shouldersecoher forward
to slip into the soft bed. Instead of pulling tloeers up around her, as
one part of her mind half-expected, he slid in@ltled with her also,



and then pulled the top quilted bed spread oven theth. Bracing his
broad back on the headboard behind him, he reamineand pulled
her into his arms. She went willingly and settledhis chest with a
slight sigh. Putting one leg up and letting herybtinto his strong
curves, with one arm around his waist, she gragdmfan to relax
from the awful tension that had gripped her simeedarly afternoon.
He began to talk quietly, lightly, about severalnyportant everyday
circumstances in his workday, and at first the pams almost
unbearable to listen to his calm voice talking o€ls things and
remember the terrible scene from earlier. But dusrdroning voice
had its desired effect, and she began to pay &ttetd some things
that were being said. She even managed to snelemad witticism,
although he couldn't see it from where he was.&&yan to feel the
extreme exhaustion that so often accompanies sgoefj and soon
she was dozing lightly, comforted by the even anttaubled rise
and fall of his firm chest.

A quiet click roused her, and both she and Lukd&ddoaround as
Jana came through the door with a loaded tray, afafollowing
close behind. As she put the laden tray besidddaeon the floor,
Marian placed two glasses of wine that she hadechon the bedside
table. They only stayed long enough to look witlemle@nxiety at
Katherine's silent head, but a slight smile andhakmg of Luke's
dark head had them backing out.

When they had gone, Luke released Katherine to bmmeard and

inspect the contents of the tray. She setded bacWatch him

apathetically, and refused all offers of the delis meal on the tray.
She did, however, take the wine gladly, while Lake unhindered.
She watched him, glad of the chance to concemtrasmmeone else
after the self-absorption of her own depressiore Similed at his
evident enthusiasm as he tucked into a very fallgpland this smile
he did catch. His eyes met hers for a moment amtdnd stilled, but
what he saw seemed to reassure him, for he wasfsosimng his

meal after returning a smile. When he finishedabked her if she



had changed her mind about wanting to eat. Witmegative shake
of the head, he swung his legs off the bed, tetieigthat he would be
back in a minute. He bent and picked up the trgisg out of the
door. The sound of footsteps on the stairs was seand, and she
leaned back against the headboard with closed eyes.

He was back soon enough, carrying a book undeaonend a fresh
glass of wine in the other. The wine he handedeig the book he
opened when he had settled on the bed againsetddbbard again
and long legs stretched out crossed in front of. hiilmus was the
evening spent: when she had finished her secorsd gllawine, she
snuggled deep into her pillow, under the coverd,vaatched his still
face as he read.

When at last she was sleeping peacefully, Luke led/dis book to
watch her face with a deep frown of worry betweenlével brows.

He eased off the bed carefully watching to seeitlisturbed her at
all. She slept on, and he tenderly tucked the soaeound her, as
gentle as any mother with her only child, and wvithclosed book in
hand, he walked silently out of the room, switchaffjthe light but

leaving the door to her room open as he went.

She was so very tired that at first her sleep wdsaken and deep.
Gradually, though, her consciousness was distuwbgnightmare

images flitting through her sleeping mind, and $legan to toss
about. This action was soon pronounced, the sweaking out on

her brow, and the hands that had been restlessiingmabout on the
covers clenched the sheets very hard.

The blood was everywhere—no matter how she triedtém the
flow, it kept coming out. She was drenched all ddven front, and
her hands and arms, pushed frantically againstdohefying wound
that rent Luke's chest, were stained almost blatk #v She felt it
pulse out, and knew that with every heartbeat reepuanping out his
life right there in front of her eyes, and she \wa®/erless to stop it.



And all the while, his dark gentle eyes watchedwigih a smile in

their depths. In a frenzy of horror and grief, slteeamed at him,
'‘Don't die! Don't—don't die on me! Pleasien't die! Stop smiling at
me, damn youlmpelled with a force prompted by terror, she sgra
up, staring wildly into the darkness, her handssged over her
cheeks and moving to her mouth to stifle the sourfdthe sobs
coming forth. She closed her eyes and bent ovekress, weeping,
and then Luke crashed into the room, followed sbgnJana and
Marian.

The two women crept out as Katherine blurted oukuke's bent
head a veritable deluge of horror, gnef and rageiavi shut the door
on her trembling voice just as she was attemptngglit him of the

awful nightmare image, and the irrevocable stam&ier arms from
his life's blood whle he held her tightly.

Marian sent a troubled smile to Jana, murmurifig/hat, will these

hands ne'er be clean?" ' But when Jana asked lsrsive meant by
what was obviously a quote, she shook her head.tWwbestood

talking irresolutely for some time in the hall, lafter a little bit the

conversation lagged, and each went back to her ma@ience.

After Katherine had started, it was as if she cowtstop the flow of
words, and it was quite some time before her ahgdisoice petered
out into silence. His arms were holding her sothgtinat she thought
her ribs must crack from the strain, and the neakailes where her
hands were nestled felt rigid. But his voice, wkha told him of her
nightmare, was mild and flatly matter-of-fact whsa said. 'But my
dear, I'm not dead and I'm not even wounded. Aprdmise you that
I'm definitely notsmiling at any of this.’

That steadied her more than anything else he duaNé done, and
soon she was able to lift her head up from itsirggtlace on his
supporting shoulder, and loosen her death-hold fnisnneck. He
loosened his hold on her also at this, and learssk lto look



searchingly at her face. Her hair was all ovepilbee, and he pushed
it off her face with one hand. Her eyes were exéigrtarge, with the
dark circles under them that he had hoped newwsd@gain. Her face
was set into lines of bitterness and exhaustiod,tha curve of her
mouth was tense.

'‘How could God—if there is a God—Ilet that littleybdie like that?'
she burst out, with such an expression of bittexrtbat his heart
seemed to contract. 'l would have given my lifes gad gladly, too,
to have that little boy live! | would far rathenteadied myself, than to
watch his blood come out of him like that!"

'‘Don't say that!" He gripped her slender shouldexsghly. Her
shocked eyes stared up at his brilliant expressnes, until after a
while his fell and his grip relaxed. 'I'm sorry. €@jurse you feel that
way; I'm sure that | would have felt the same.'sdeled twistedly,
and it tore her heart to see him look so. 'It'stjuat | could never give
you up, so that someone else could live. It's gstan much of me.'

She raised a hand to cup his cheek. 'l know," diispered. 'l care
about you the same way.' She paused, and themugedtin a tone
that conveyed how deeply the death of the litlargier had affected
her. 'But if caring means feeling this terriblegwching agony, then |
don't want to care at all. | don't want to carewtanything. Luke, |

don't want to feel this pain!'

The hurting cry, sounding like a plea for help, Heh closing his
eyes with a wince. He turned away from her, presgrb her the
strong lines of his profile, and he bowed his heabbok at his two
clasped hands dangling between his knees. It wastizude of such
sorrow and strange helplessness that it made hdrt&old him to
her, to soothe away the troubled look, to eas@diis. She had time
to wonder about this; Luke had always seemed tsdenuch in
control. She had not realised just how much shkdddo him for
everything, until she saw him now at a loss ashatwo say to her. In



that one moment, she realised a sudden shift haah galace in the
balance of their relationship. Before, he had liberone to give, and
she did the majority of the taking.

It would never be that way again. Not after theasxpe of his own
vulnerability.

'l wish," he was saying, 'that | could give youifa free of pain,
Katherine.' He so very rarely called her by hefrfiaime. 'But | can't
do that. | can't guarantee you that you are nevgrggio hurt again,
because if we get married, then one of us is gtangxperience a
terrible loss. "For the rest of our lives" is agde that so rarely comes
true. Do you see, my love?' As long as she lived, would never
forget the look on his face as he sat, unablede feer, and spoke to
her thus. 'One of us is going to die before thetAnd one of us is
going to hurt more than they've ever hurt befdrs.dgoing to happen.

'l would give my right arm to save you grief, i€duld. | wish | could
give that little boy life. But | can't spare youyamore than | could
shield Jana. Pain and grief happen! But | can peryiou one thing,
Katherine.' He turned his bent head, and she sagilititer in his dark
eyes, and the intensity of his expression. 'l pidmise you this: the
more you feel, the more strength you are capabl&taining. The
deeper the grief, the higher the joy. You can'tngeawhat you
are—you are a caring and sensitive person, andyalWwave been.
That is why your father was capable of hurting yso
much—because you cared. The more you care, the yoarwill be
able to withstand. | can't stop your hurt, but negybst maybe, | can
help you find your strength."'

Some deep part of her took in what he was tryinigesd to say with a
recognition and a welcoming, as if she had foureddhe thing that
made her feel truly balanced and whole inside.r&8ised her eyes to
him and found him regarding her with such a lookjetle concern
and understanding that tears started in her eyesxdliaimed with



dismay at this, but she smiled through her teagssard, 'No, no—it's
all right!" She stopped whatever he was going yovggh one finger.

'‘Really, Luke. I'm all right. | understand what yare trying to tell

me. | know what you say is right. But,' at this Higs quivered,

'|—it's been such a painful .. . and | need to $eshething good—oh,
just hold me." She was drawn into his arms as diispared, 'Just
hold me for a while.'

He groaned at this, and held her with such a teredsrthat she was
quite overcome. She pressed little soft kisseserside of his neck,
at which he trembled. This had her crying in eatnasad she
tightened her arms around him to try and give himeasure of the
strength that he ha<I given her. His mouth cambeis and for a
long, long time she couldn't speak, nor did shetwanA warmth
began to invade her limbs. Then she noticed somgthi

'‘Why do you have your clothes on?' she whispereding after
glancing at the clock that read two a.m. He waly filrlessed.

'| stayed up and read in my room,' he answereddfdy, one hand
fondling the hair that lay heavily on her neck. tivitad kept so much
of your pain in, that | suspected something likis thight happen,
and wanted to be near you when you needed me.'

She trembled, and whispered, 'Luke.' He looke@awith dark eyes.
'l need you. Why do you have your clothes on?'

'‘No,' he murmured in protest, but it was a feeblensl,™ and at length
he came down to her with the same urgency thateth®nce, when
he was shedding his clothes having just turnedtludf light, he

whispered, 'We shouldn't—you're too overwroughtl br'

'‘Hush,' she whispered. "Why shouldn't we? | love, aike. | love
you more than anything else in the world.’



'‘Be sure,' he murmured. 'Be very sure.' There wamaore talking,
other than little whispered love words, for thet @sthe night.

The next morning, Katherine came downstairs vets, land found

Jana sitting at the kitchen table with an empty mmu§ront of her

staring into space. 'Hello," Katherine said sofdgd was rewarded
with a swift smile.

'‘Oh, my dear,' said Jana with relief, after scaghier face in concern.
‘Luke told me before he left that you'd probabgegl in late, and so |
resisted the temptation to peek in and check on pat—are you
really doing better? You worried Marian and melast night.’

'‘Oh, I'll be fine," she said quietly. She pouredsbé a cup of coffee
and took the pot over to Jana to pour her moreThen she added
cream and sat down. 'It'll take a while, | dare, $aythe rather vivid
memory to fade, but I'm getting over it. Luke mengd something,
and | wanted to ask you about it, if you don't miifghe looked into
the other woman's eyes. 'He mentioned you in athatyl didn't quite
understand. He said something about being unab$hield you too"
and | was wondering if you could throw some lighttbat. Of course,
if I'm prying just tell me so and I'll shut up."'

Something flickered in the older woman's eyes, &adherine

watched them fall away to look at the checkeredetdth. Jana
absently moved her mug around on the table, theedeand slender
hands touching the salt and pepper shakers ligimitythen moving
on to fidget with something else. 'l think," shé&dsguietly, 'that he
must have meant when my husband and little gid,ds®me years
back.'

Katherine felt very sick, and closed her eyes &t skatement. 'Oh,
no,' she whispered. 'l had no idea. I'm sorry.’



'Oh, don't be, love. It was some time ago. Of aeurstill hurts me to
think of it, but the pain is a gentle pain now, ahahost like a friend
to me.' The blue eyes smiled at her, as Jana loogett was very
difficult for me at the time, and the only way Iutd have borne the
pain, | think, was with Luke's help. He bore witly tears and fits of
depression for so long! And it was he who pointedl to me that
Mark would have wanted me to enjoy life, and natybuayself away
like | had been doing. He said to me that Mark widwdve told me to
reach out and make my happiness, either by myse&litb someone
new. And he was right, so | had to pull myself thge and do just
that!" Jana leaned back in her chair.

She continued, 'l think that you must have remintdeda little of me
when you first came to live with us.'" She was leaat by
Katherine's reflective silence. 'You had that satneken look in
your eyes that | seem to remember in mine, and wik® always a
sucker for that look! He can't bear to see somemh@ppy, you see,
especially someone he cares about deeply, andtaentehas come
to care very deeply for you! It's been such a pieato see him fall in
love with you. Now, don't look surprised, Mariarddrsaw it coming
a mile away! And very pleased we are, too. Youjasethe one for
him." Jana reached out and patted her arm. 'Andl o let anyone
convince you differently, dear!

Katherine had been given the day off, and so wihenfisally went
back to work, she was able to show the usual calnuffled
appearance that she had acquired and now dispteytte job.

Luke did not come back to her room after that agatnsaying when
they had talked about it, that he had really wantedait until the
wedding, and although he couldn't regret the nighter the
circumstances, he would be hesitant to repe&Vé.Have to think of
Marian and Jana,' he said gently, in responsenbddiied enquiry.
‘Much as | want to, love, I'd rather not hurt eithend I'm not sure
how they'd react." She thought she understood #fégy but in the



ensuing days, she detected a certain, inexplicg&skerve in Luke's
attitude towards her. She found it strangely hanth&noeuvre things
so that she could spend time alone with him, ared cgught odd,
unsmiling glances from him when he thought she \wdsaoking.
This observation puzzled her, and concerned hétle but since
they had set a date for the wedding in a few wdeks', she had no
time for leisurely speculation.

Events had been so attention-consuming, she fdbatishe hardly
had time to do much of anything other than spendnhernings
planning details of the wedding with Jana and Mgraad then go to
work in the afternoons. In the evenings she wasitatgady to drop
into her bed without supper, she was so exhaugtéidr much
discussion, she had decided that she would trye&p ker job, and
this meant taking leave from work for a honeymdboreated much
dismay in her head nurse and a terrific amountuggling on the
work schedule. The time off was approved, howeard, Katherine
liked to think that it was because she was suabod gvorker, but she
didn't mention so to anyone else.

Perhaps the absorption in the whirling and heaténes made her let
down her guard. Perhaps the fast- moving dayslingghoy and the

frantic rush to get the business squared up fohtreymoon had
made Luke just a bit lax too. Perhaps the passktya@without any

action from James had lulled her into a false sefissecurity, or

maybe it was just that her mind did not work infsdevious patterns
as his did. Whatever the reason, she did not stuspdung when

Luke phoned her from his office late one afternoon.

‘Katie-bug, | can't pick you up this afternoon, afnaid,' he told her
regretfully. 'lI've had the Ferrari garaged thiseafoon. There's
something wrong with it. The mechanic says thahduldn't be too
serious, though. I'm going to put in an extra ceup hours at the
office while | wait. Is Jana still at the hospital?



'‘No,' she answered, a bit puzzled. '‘As far as Mkrghe left at the
normal time. Why'd you think she was here?'

'l rang home to see if she could pick you up, amdme answered,' he
replied. ‘Do you know where she could have gone?'

'It's Marian's day off,' she said after a momaeflection. 'l'll bet you
that they went shopping for the afternoon, or poppet to the
grocery store to get something for supper. You kndvet that is it.
Jana hates to cook anything if she can possiblagay with it, and
we're going to have frozen pizza, or something kguevolting.'

'‘No doubt,' he said with a little laugh. "Well, gfou have enough
money with you for a taxi? It will get dull aftercmuple of hours if
you were to wait for me at the hospital, I'm afraid

'‘No "problem,’ she said. 'lI've enough with me. llga't want to wait
around here, anyway. | keep dreaming about thatlyolottle of

wine chilling in the fridge, and | can't wait totgeome. You'll find

me in a blissful state, no doubt, with the bottiepgy and rolling

under the couch while I snooze on top. At leasbhiwremember how
the frozen pizza tastes.'

"You drink that whole bottle, my love, and I'll &kny share of it out
of your hide,' she was told in no uncertain ter8tee laughed and told
him that she might save him a glass if he was gaod they rang off.

She didn't suspect a thing until she stepped oubdhe kerb just
outside the hospital at exactly five minutes pasé,fher usual
meeting time with Luke, and found that she had #it Yor the taxi
she'd called some ten minutes ago. Watching thseitif of the street,
as she presumed the direction of the cab's amavhg, since it was
from this direction that the semicircle for the lpigp of passengers
started, she was considerably surprised at théepalp on her right
shoulder. When she turned to see who it was, sheduvhite.



'‘Miss Farlough?' the big, dark man, the one wholhadped into her
in the restaurant some weeks ago, spoke quietéybfitked and took
a quick step back. He did not bother to move. bk his measure in
a glance and found time to reflect bitterly thatvieuldn't have to

move to block her puny response. He looked peyfespable of

catching her even if she had been half a block aamag she was no
slow mover.

'What do you want?' she asked sharply, taking ackqui
comprehensive glance around. There weren't anyi@abput, as she
met Luke in front of the hospital and most of tteffsvent round the

back way to a private car park.

The man just smiled. 'Why, Miss Farlough, | doréintvanything," he
told her pleasantly. 'But your father wants you.uldoyou be so good
as to step this way?'

'‘And," she asked, looking directly into his eye$dt if | don't?' There
was the dark saloon car close by, and she couldhsedack of
another person's head, in the driving position.

‘Then | suppose I'll have to hit you in the jawasahis reply. He was
balanced on the balls of his feet, for all hisadirelaxation, just like
she had seen Luke balance once. It was a danggghis She took
another good look around her, and found that thveno one abouit,
not even across the street. There would be no sgas 'Have you
decided which it is to be?' he asked.

'You do,' she told him drily, 'pick your momenté/ith complete
composure, she moved forward of her own accortefisto the car
with the assistance of his helping hand. It wowddlénbeen futile to
do otherwise.



He climbed into the back seat with her, and witheoutord from the
driver, the car shot forward to pull into the trel flow. She stared at
the back of the driver's head for a moment withrge of recognition.

'Of course!" she said calmly. 'How are you doimggs?' The head
jerked a little.

Joss's hateful, insinuating voice flowed back to. Han just fine,
Miss Farlough. In fact, everybody is doing jus€fitMight | add that
you're going to find Mr Farlough very healthy.' lddded nastily,
‘You might even find him, er, forgiving, but | wall't necessarily
count on it.'

'l don't believe that I'll hold my breath," shedtdlim mildly. This
contained statement had his sharp eyes flickimgtaeflection in the
rearview mirror with some surprise. She caughtdhid had to hide a
smile. Despite her discomfiture, and uneasy apmsbe at the
forthcoming interview with a man she'd give anythio be able to
forget, she had managed to show a shell of compasat she'd
cultivated in the recent past. Always in the passXould be assured
of some kind of agitated response from his mal€idigs, and the
mere mention of James's displeasure would havedyemrgh to send
the former Katherine into the grip of fear.

In a way, the composure that she maintained outwaras not just a
shell. Deep inside herself, Katherine had found emsure of the
strength that Luke had prophesied was in her, atidthe strength
came peace of mind. She was worried and, yes, teelfieshe
admitted some degree of apprehension. But undérredhtthese
surface agitations there ran a deep flowing rifesepenity. She was
not the same girl who had been cowed into subnmmsaibher life,
James was, she thought grimly, going to be suigbrise

She spared no glances for the rather menacing taspéise man
sitting so quietly beside her. His slightly battkrdsage was still



familiar in some way, but she did not trouble hirgetry to put his

face to a memory. He did not matter to her existdreyond the fact
that he was a restriction for the moment. One tlsing did notice,
though, was that the jacket he was wearing didihas exactly as it
could. She had no doubt that there was a gun soarewdn his

formidable person.

When they pulled up the long, shady driveway todidrhome, she
spared an admiring glance for the new electronpaegus attached
to the double gates. They swished shut behindaheaad she began
to know a moment of disquiet.

She presented an unruffled calm though, as sh&dlahe stranger
politely when he opened the car door for her. imsselickered but
he showed no sign other than this, and she hatie®st looking at
him anyway. Joss had not spared the unobtrusiveansamgle look.

The front door opened as they ail mounted the staqkshe lifted her
eyes to look into the eyes of a beast. 'Hello, $drmbe said, as if she
were coming home after an afternoon's shoppingyteoyou been?'

‘Very well, thank you,' he replied in the same ydirs expression
enough to make her want to scream. She had loatitgpo feel the
incredible impact that his cold and utterly inhunface could have
on her. 'And yourself?'

'In good health.' In the spacious hall, she stoppesee where he
would direct her. He indicated with one hand thenmncthat in an

earlier day had been called the drawing-room, bag wow a huge
family-type den. Its windows overlooked the frordrgdens and
driveway, and let in the morning sun. The decor taateful; James
had hired the best decorator in the area. Withra geace, she moved
forward to drop suddenly to one knee as a viciamslhwhistled just

by her head. Putting out a steady hand to balaeseh, she waited
for a moment, crouched where she had fallen asobkerved her



father's actions. She had not been surprised bylthe. It was a
favourite trick of his to hit out when he thougl kiictim was least
suspecting, and she had seen his calculation odigtance and
position a split second before he had struck out.

Joss was already going down the hall and hadnt theeencounter.
The stranger, who had stopped just inside the fdmar had not
moved an inch from his rigid position, and he staabead of him
with blank eyes, but Katherine caught a glimpse ofuscle in his
jaw twitching. With a slightly raised eyebrow shekead her father,
‘Do you suppose | can get up now, or would youeara#ick me
around a bit first?' Her tone, almost amused, dsd her swift
response to his attempted blow had his light, nessieyes staring at
her in blank surprise.

He recovered almost immediately, though, and withaming smile
that had her privately wishing she could afforditheury of retching
he said, 'By all means, my pet, do pick yourselfrom that sprawl.’
He sounded, she observed, almost disdainfully alega

With the same swift grace that had sent her dota,ssvung to her
feet and preceded him into the family room. Shemd just inside
the door. 'May | sit?'

‘Do feel free to, my dear," he replied cordiallye Watched her sit
down and observed her face for several momentsdis@ncerting
way. The man who had approached her in the stiaktfdilowed
them silently into the room, and he posted himaethe other side of
the door. His presence, so superficially unobtrisand totally
ignored, made her look at him in speculation. He ke a piece of
furniture, James accorded him as much attentiahparst have been
with him for some time to be treated with such iwiptrust.

James moved to a comfortable chair and seated hiwwvitea flick to
his immaculate slacks. With barely a glance toddd man, he said



carelessly, 'Mike, pour us a drink, will you? Whatl you have,
Katherine?'

She answered promptly, ‘A rum and Coke, pleasé, aviime twist.'
Her father added to this, '‘And I'll have a gin ba tocks.'

He turned his head to look at Katherine. 'l fincchael a delight, my
dear. He's been amazingly resourceful, you knowd, lams been
watching you from the moment you left this hougeslight clatter
accompanied his words and she looked at the marhadhanpressed
her as being so deft, as he bent to pick up thi lide ice bucket that
he'd dropped. His eyes met hers intently. For doimeare reason she
felt he was trying to send her a wordless message.

'‘Really?’ she murmured, with a delicately raisedwbrThe man

called Mike dropped his eyes, and she turned hez gaher father.
He had been busy watching her and had not seesxttienge. For
some odd reason she refrained from mentioningsti@had seen him
before and contented herself with saying, '"You&erbbusy.'

'Yes,' said James with perfect satisfaction. Mikehind his back,
gave her a very slight nod. She took this in wilk@utely no change
of expression, not even the bat of an eye, and viherdark man
came forward to place her drink in her hands, sth&tceven raise her
eyes to his, receiving the drink in silence.

After sipping their drinks for a few minutes, theght conversation
was interrupted by Mike interposing a quickly whaspd message
into James's ear. Pausing to nod at him, Jamesdpan a quick
glance and a brief, 'Good, but be quick aboutdt @me right back.’
The man left the room, moving like a panther stajkits prey, with
infinite grace. When he had left, James said hghtlbelieve that
Elizabeth will have supper ready by seven, sold@ates us with just
enough time to have a good talk, don't you think® Ndve a few



things to get straight between us, just a few goet, and then with
the air sufficiently cleared we should be ableripyg a nice meal.'

Her attention caught in the greying light by thghsiof a man loping
off down the driveway had him turning his head dmoking out

briefly. 'Mike has turned out to be a veritableasere. He is
indispensable, and, | hope, willing to be of somse to me in the
future. | hired him shortly before you left. At thiene | had no idea
that he would prove to be so valuable. He's gonehtxk on the
electronic gates—his own idea—to make sure evargthisecure for
the night, and should be back any moment.’

Katherine had been puzzling over in her mind then&v of the
afternoon and had many uneasy questions to askesbrushed this
aside quickly. 'Tell me,' she asked, 'did you Migian and Jana out
of the house this afternoon?'

'Yes,' he said calmly. 'Don't worry, pet, they dddee getting home
any minute now. We took the housekeeper when ghéke house
this afternoon, and deposited her some distancg amaé made her
phone, er, Jana to tell her precisely what we vadier to. With no
idea of subterfuge, Jana took off to pick up hecmus housekeeper
and to see about getting a tow truck for the ‘tfle¢". They were both
quite busy, while Joss tinkered with Dalton's ttavas all amazingly
simple, but rather impromptu as | decided to movay ahis
afternoon. Joss and Mike have had quite a busyainite They had
no idea that they were to have such a divertingleoof hours. | must
say, they make quite a team.’

'l see.' During this willingly given explanation,ilk had once again
slipped into the room to stand against the insiddl,just by the

cocktail cabinet. Katherine, in spite of herselddhbegun to feel
something close to panic.



'‘Now, then," said James after a moment, 'let's &tling about the
future-1 see a beautiful ring on your left handi. Jake it off. It
should be quite an expressive message to Dalton.’

'‘No,' she said, clenching her hand into a tight fis

‘Mike," James ordered calmly, 'take the ring off fieger.! Mike
started obediently forward and halted just befare Hlis dark eyes
once again stared into hers intently. She gotgaate feeling: What,
she thought in great perplexity, is he trying tp tame?

‘May | have the ring, Miss Farlough?' he asked &gajn as polite as
before. 'Don't make me have to use force.'

She said grimly, "You'll have to break my hand &b i¢y off. | came
with you this afternoon because | could see nocehm the matter:
you would have had me in that car with or withoyteconsent, and |
preferred to be alert instead of knocked unconscibon't estimate
me by that incident. This is something | won't aflcYou'll probably
have the ring sooner or later, but | won't givé$he saw him briefly
close his eyes and on inspiration, on a crazy,unded hunch, she
held out her clenched fist to him as if in inviteti 'Here, try it. You
may be stronger, but | promise you, nobody beats fore
stubbornness!

The man called Mike didn't move.



CHAPTER TEN

AFTER just a second, James sat disdainfully, 'Hold amaanent,
Mike. She means what she says, and | don't havéirtfeeor the
inclination to put up with this nonsense.' The mgn before her
relaxed slightly, his face clearing almost impetdayp of its cloud.
Katherine watched him quietly as he took his plaaek against the
wall. James had not noticed anything out of thanamy. With a
contemplative stare at her rather white face, hedd back in his
chair in an attitude of ease, saying lightly, "hare other methods of
persuasion, I'm sure, that will get us further glowith very little
fuss. Pet, you've become fond of the people yow Isdayed with,
have you not?'

Her gaze moved warily from Mike's impassive facéhéo father's.
‘They've been good to me,' she replied without @sgion. A thread
of apprehension shot through her; James wore acuylarty
speculative look as he perused her immobile faseas a look she'd
seen before, the look of a snake about to strskedtim, the look of a
hunter inspecting its prey.

'You must feel some measure of, ah, affection faitd»,' he mused
slowly. 'I'm persuaded that although you are aisbayirl, you are not
quite stupid. Do you know what could happen to sameeon an
empty road at night if a tyre blows? People haveddn such
accidents. Or, perhaps a tragic accident at honagbena faulty
electrical wire bursting into flames in the middiethe night, when
everyone is asleep. Do you understand what | amgayet?'

Those animal-like eyes watched her as if she wemespathetic
insect squirming feebly at the end of a pin.

'‘Why are you doing this?' she asked him quietlyhthe same deadly
calm as before. There was a subtle difference timugh. There was



a quality of violence in her eyes that had not bmadent throughout
the encounter.

'‘Why?' he asked, as if puzzled by the questions,"Yfeleed, why?
Because Dalton took something | wanted. | am refgto the choice
warehouse property a few months ago, in case yodn'tha
remembered. But that has nothing to do with thedl] be taken care
of later on this evening by a few well-placed itemms those
warehouses, illegal, of course, and a quiet anongnptone call to
the police. That will take care of my business sawith him. It might
even be the catalyst for the quiet sale of thedmagls in dispute, who
knows? But as far as you're concerned, why, he sookething of
mine without asking—you, pet—and | find that | wgot back. And
you will stay, for if you don't, as sure as if ybad signed their death
warrants, your friends will die.'

Such a feeling of revulsion and rage swept over derthese
dispassionate words that she sat, a blaze kindmaggrowing in her
mind at this speech. This was such evil, she thpughch
unadulterated venom that it just can't be born&Vith no warning,
with incredible speed and surprising accuracy,ssbed swiftly and
in one fluid morion threw her heavy glass righhat father's smiling
face. Neither he nor Mike had time to react befiwe half-empty
glass smashed across his left cheekbone with dupamunding
thump. Liquid was spilt all over the plush, off-wdcarpet. The glass
fell in three pieces, a thin trickle of red slidvdo James's whitened
face, and then he launched out of his chair ancedamher with the
most terrifying expression of rage she had evan.see

She had time to back several paces away, shrirfkamg his cruel,
furious, biting hands which fastened on her slimuttiers, when
suddenly a very large object catapulted into th@dhrough the
french windows, splintering glass flying everywhémea glittering
shower of light, and hurtled towards James.



Events after that seemed to jumble in Katheringslike clips from

a newsreel catching separate, unconnected scergesnoimentous
occasion. She remembered her surprise at Mikelsgrstiliness at
the intruder's attack, after he had jerked invautyt her way when
her father had grabbed her; she remembered Lukeledible,

wrathful onslaught at James's unprepared backhandher father
had gone down like a ton of bricks; she remembearfter being

pushed back and told unceremoniously to get otiteofvay how she
sank into a corner chair, shaken and bruised, tachwadhe

proceedings. She couldn't seem to get a clear im&gehat was
happening between Luke and James, for they weashing about
far too much for that, but she very definitely hade to wonder at
Mike's marked lack of participation when Joss andapparently
hastily summoned groom crashed into the room. Adtestunned
moment, Joss picked up a large brass ornamenda ldteb and bore
down on Luke, who was momentarily on top of Jamesgnting an
exposed neck, and there was a sudden crack that meagump as if
she had been lashed with a whip.

She watched Joss drop the brass ornament with arwhclutch at his
shoulder. The groom, extremely bewildered, made wackq

unrestrained movement as he stared across theincastonishment,

and she turned her head to see Mike's smiling, mgushake of the
head as he pointed a hand gun straight at the othrr She stared,
much like the groom had done, with her pretty mdwthging open at
this unexpected sight.

Luke stood up from her father's inert figure, bingag heavily and
brushed his tousled hair off his forehead to gtiM&e's unruffled
appearance. 'You sure know how to exert yourdedf,tommented
acidly, making Mike's own smile widen. Luke turnedKatherine
and said to her placidly, 'Shut your mouth, lova)'ye catching flies,'
which had the effect of making her mouth close wiitlecided snap.
He turned to survey the ruined room with a raisggbeow, just as in
the far distance a few sirens could be heard waillrwas, perhaps a



bit precipitate, but | think under the circumstasicat was
understandable. The police should understand, goo'tthink, old
boy?' This was addressed to Joss, who was by namwclted on the
floor and inspecting the red on his fingers.

Katherine's calm, which had not deserted her throtlng whole

unbelievable scene, quite fled at the sight of dhmall amount of

blood, and with a hiccup she buried her face inHaeds and started
to cry. There were, exclamations, and quickly sedpput orders,

and Luke was pulling her out of her seat to leadgeatly from the

room. In the hall, he sternly admonished a smalbktelr of the

household staff to disperse until otherwise nalitsad he took her to
the bottom of the stairs where she sank down griteHe sat beside
her and put his strong arm round her, making hen kegainst his
shoulder. After a shuddering moment, she pushedrimsaway and
sat up straight.

'I'm fine—no, | really am," she said to his unbalg stare, 'It's just
the sight of the blood, it— sort of sparked off ®memories and |
felt a bit queasy for a minute." Uniformed men weoening through
the front door and moving with precise efficienoioithe other room,
but neither Katherine nor Luke paid them any héathat | am is
very confused," she told him and watched him sriWwo is Mike?'

'He's a private investigator who | hired the weétkhe dinner party,'
Luke told her with a thread of amusement in hicgoll—let's say |
just had my suspicions about your father's goodnimns, and |
knew he couldn't do anything legal to harm me, sas$ left with
some rather uneasy apprehensions.'

She stared. 'l don't understand,' she stammeresv dhid you get
suspicious? Why did you think that James wouldrdghang illegal?
How do | fit into all this? I'm sorry, maybe I'mgufeeling a little
slow, but I'm not understanding this much.’



'Eli Parson, a tired and thoroughly honourablegedtleman, had a
long talk with me when he privately sold me tholkeice water-front
warehouses,' Luke told her patiently..'He knew thatanted to
convert the site into a large exclusive hotel caxrplnd yet was
unable to bid as high as your father was prepapedot for the
property. He told me that he would far rather thiaéd the property
than James, because he'd had a suspicion for somehat your
father was dealing in illegal drug activities, dParson emphatically
told me that he didn't want any property of higdofor that purpose.'

She raised her two hands to cover her mouth, fgalick. 'Oh, no,’'
she whispered, 'l had absolutely no idea.'

A steadying hand clasped her shoulder. 'I'm afsxid love,' he
murmured sympathetically. 'That's why James wafsiisous at not
being allowed to purchase the water-front propefiye location
would have been ideal for shipments, and he had bedting for
years to get his hands on just such an exclusivef lproperty. And
when | found you, a present that heaven droppedmytlap, and was
told by you in no uncertain terms that James hadwoury plans for
me, | decided to keep Mike on the job. Your fatthem made some
nasty threats to me the day you left home, and &eéensome, ah,
shall | just say unhappy comments about you thdtrha a touch on
the lookout for trouble.’

She asked him curiously, 'Why does Mike seem sditarto me? It
seems fairly easy for he and | to have just migseds, since he was
coming and | was going.'

'He probably looked familiar to you because thdhaf the party, he
was playing bartender and handed you two whiskyse replied

whimsically. 'And | was never sure if you had sesrone day when
you and | took a walk. Remember? You did managgeta glimpse
of his back as he hurried away, and | told you thatwas a
neighbour.’



Comprehension dawned. 'Of course! How could | hbgen so
stupid?’ she asked herself disgustedly. 'I've lbaeking my brain as
to why he looked so familiar, and couldn't for thie of me
remember!

'‘And a good thing it was, too!" an emphatic voipeke beside them
feelingly. 'We were counting on you not ..remembgfi They both
looked round at Mike, who was leaning against ta@ease railing.
People milled about and voices were trying to talkr each other,
but the commotion was completely outside the liitteld composed
of the three. 'You gave me a few bad moments tiesreon,' he
continued in his pleasant voice, shaking his da&dh 'When you
looked at me so coolly this afternoon as if youenvieying to decide
whether or not to put my threat to the test, | Wesaking out in a
sweat for fear | really would have to knock youthe jaw, to look
authentic in front of Joss! And when you told neeHave to break
your hand to get your ring, | was literally trenmgl | couldn't have
brought myself to do that and was afraid that myecavas to be
blown too soon. Your father unexpectedly saved rsnfan

uncomfortable situation. | had just tensed mysejtitnp on him and
knock him out when he told me to

forget it for the time being.'

'‘Did you really tell him that?' Luke asked her wéhsoft laugh. 'l
think I've got more than | bargained for when lexskou to marry
me! You have, my love, a frightening accuracy angoaverful
throwing arm. Do you throw things often when yowsdoyour
temper?'

‘Actually,” she murmured, blushing furiously, &hs the first time
I've ever done it. | quite surprised myself.'

'‘And everyone else,' Mike said with admirationwds about to pull
him off you when Luke burst on to the scene withhsa dramatic



entrance. | was a bit disappointed in my thwartegdntions! | had
wanted to rescue the damsel in distress, you see.'

'Huh!" Luke snorted. 'She's my damsel, and [I'linkha/ou to

remember that | do the rescuing for her and noaetse By the way,
why didn't you get hold of me sooner? Kate waanpipssed to be
involved in any of this.'

Mike looked embarrassed. 'l didn't find out thatwmere to execute an
abduction until about half an hour before we hasktoeverything up.
James sent Joss and me after your housekeepemnast't alone all
afternoon to phone you. Sorry about that.’

'Forget it,' Luke told him. 'l at least had theidattion of knowing
that she wasn't in real danger.’

‘That's rich!" she exploded in a surprising bufsargger. 'And | was
left in the dark to imagine all sorts of thingsalist thank you for that,
mustn't I?* She glared at the two men with suchcigr that Mike
blinked and Luke's smile straightened immediat&iyhy couldn't
you have let me in on the secret? You could at leage told me that
the person trailing me was a friend and not a fieho wonder that
I'm a nervous wreck.'

‘You could have fooled me," Mike muttered, at whithtement she
turned and glared him into silence. Luke's grin &tadted to deepen
again.

‘But, love," he said to her gently, 'we were plagnon scotching at
the beginning any plans your father was to put adion. You were
to have been quite unaware of the situation. Bsesidéat would

have happened if James had decided to have sorasen@stead of
Mike make a move on you? We had to leave you alettsuspicious
for your own safety. | was,' he continued at hetedwrined glare,

'trying to save you any further pain at your fathéands.' This had



her eyes misting with unexpected tears, and sheytat hand to have
it grasped tightly.

‘But how," she asked when she had her composuie lobd you
manage to get here so fast if Mike didn't let yaaw what was going
on?'

‘Deduction,' he answered succinctly, '‘and an ureegdevisit at the
office from a very ruffled Marian, and an appanrgnticoherent
sister. | was literally fuming at the gates wherk&lcame out and
turned off the electricity to let me in.'

Her eyes met Mike's in comprehension. 'Checkinge®if the gates
were secure!' she exclaimed. She looked back aé.Ldken you
were outside the window nearly the whole time.'

‘Yes,' he admitted, playing with her fingers ablseribut as the
windows were closed | couldn't hear what was datdn only hope
that James had enough time to spill enough evidémc#like to
testify against him.'

'Spill enough!" Mike exclaimed. 'He confessed tcstjuabout

everything in connection with you, Luke, apart frdagdnapping

charges. I'm sure that the "illegal items" he waisgto have planted
In your warehouses are the drugs we've been ttgifigd, and I'll bet

you that they're hidden somewhere in the stables.nténtioned
something of that sort to me this afternoon. Halsged himself with
what he told me and Katherine. When the police tiuesier--'

The warning glance Luke shot him was too late teeheffect, and
Mike stopped in the middle of the declaration toklan dismay from
one to the other. 'What did | say wrong?'

Katherine had not missed the exchange of glanoésslze answered
stiffly, 'Nothing, Mike. Luke, don't look at himKe that! It's quite all



right. | mean to testify against James.' At thisncdeclaration, she
put her head in her hands for the second timeetreting and started
to cry, not, as she tried to tell Luke throughtears, for the father she
was losing, but for the father she'd never had.

After she had managed to calm herself and hadhaerae to splash
water on her face, a hesitant approach from ag@skcgeant had her
readily answering his questions. This went on faitegsome time,
she sitting on the bottom stair while the polickoef jotted down her
replies to his questions and found that her stay gonfirming Mike
Carradine's exactly, and was broken only by theabtier father. He
was handcuffed and escorted by two policemen, arsiddpped in the
hall to stand for a minute very still, looking arhwith those empty
eyes. She stared back for a long-drawn-out momashtt@ok in his
attitude of coldness, the absence of any remorsdfection in his
eyes. Then, with complete composure and deliberasbe turned
back to answer one of the officer's questions. dth@ot watch him
leave his home.

Finally, with a close look at her too-brilliant eyand tense attitude
after a long period of questioning, Luke enteredethy into the
conversation and put an end to the sergeant's igungstsaying
politely that he would be glad to come to the polgtation in the
morning with Miss Farlough for further questionirapd to sign a
written statement, but that she was too tired for more that night.
The burly officer took one look at Katherine's oeacited tenseness,
and silently agreed. He bowed himself out.

Soon, she was bundled into Jana's car and Lukedwasg home.
When he would have got out of the car after they &aived, she
stopped him with a quick hand on his arm.

'‘Please,' she murmured. He subsided back intcehisasd regarded
her with a question in his eyes. She watched hinefally, the
question she wanted to ask had been botheringphsofme time, and



she found that she could no longer wait to askslie dropped her
eyes. 'You once told me," she said with some ditfyc ‘that you

would always answer any question | asked you. Wegald answer
one for me now?'

*You know | will," was his grave response.

She stared ahead of her and took a deep breatmudstion came
out in a terrific rush, 'Are you having second thlots about marrying
me?'

In comparison, his reply seemed ages in coming.ifeally did,
she closed her eyes with the pain of it. 'Yes, I am

She clenched her hands into tight fists to beactimeing blows, and
said jerkily, 'l—thought as much. You've been agtinith such

reserve lately that | ..." She turned and lookedimt surprising a
look of such deep pain on his face that she reaochednd quickly
squeezed his hand, continuing with some difficult\g all right. Tell

me truthfully, would you—have you found that yoydefer not
getting married after all?'

'It's not what | want,’ he said and paused, so shat completely
misunderstood what he was trying to say. The paia $0 bad, that
she bent forward for a moment, with her hands hgldn to the
dashboard.

'l see.' In spite of her efforts, her voice wobblexribly. ‘Do you
want your ring back?'

'l hadn't finished," he said, and she heard thansin his voice. A
silence, and then, 'You seem—eager to give it b@okld it be that
you've changed your mind?"



'‘No!" she burst out. She strove to get herself in coriBat if you
have, then | won't, | mean | don't want to stangaar way, if you no
longer want to get married. |—I want you to be hgpand you
haven't seemed very happy lately, and | was justdeong if you
didn't want ... oh, hell." Her voice trailed awaisarably.

Her hand was taken in one of his hard grips aneéeszpd until she
opened her eyes to look at him. His head was Igdrack against the
headrest, and he was staring up at the car'ssuniling. 'l love you,
Katie- bug,’ he said tenderly. She sagged in hat, sameasurably
relieved.

She whispered to him, 'l love you," and felt hiadh&ighten.

'You see,' he said quietly, 'l was beginning torydhat perhaps we
were rushing things a bit, and | was starting taldavhether it was
such a good thing for us to marry so quickly. Yoow, I'm not really

a knight in shining armour, Katie-love, althoughuymake a very
beautiful damsel in distress. I'm human and | héudts and |

especially have weaknesses. One of my worries hatsbiecause |
was the first | male that ever showed any intaregbu for yourself |

that you would fancy yourself in love with me, lata realising your
mistake. By then it might have been too late. | wdro give you the
chance to get away before either of us got too. litgstnot what |

want, j but what you want.’

'You crazy nut," was all she could get out for aute. Then, in a
stronger voice, she continued, | 'You've alwayd tak to trust you.
Well, trust is a two-way street in a relationsHithank you for your
trust in my judgment of my own feelings! I've méemty of men, I'll
have you know, even if | am a lot younger than ylokthow what |
want all right, and as soon as you realise tharitwou, then I'm sure
that | we'll get along very amicably. But,' and shgged her j hand
out of his suddenly, 'until you just put yoursetfut on a limb, then |



guess we won't ever know, will we? Excuse me, loing inside.'
She jumped out of the car and started runninghiehbuse.

A car door slammed and footsteps ran after her.istreased her
pace, loping for the house as fast as she could, pamt of her

registering with satisfaction that he was cominggraher very fast
and about to | overtake her. That was good. Shedtpat her little |

outburst of pseudo-anger would shake him up entogealise that
he had to trust her as much as she 1 trusted himake the

relationship work. Two hands on her waist jerkedrdound, and she
was hauled into his arms roughly. With her heachpdslown on his
chest, she could feel his pulse racing with deegbth

He heaved a huge sigh and tightened his armspgutis face down
to bury it in her hair. That also was good. It waes best feeling she'd
ever experienced, to have the man she loved shoevitgence of his

need for her. She put her arms around his waistoltid be all right

now, she knew. He had reached a point where hellbgeso much
that he would just have to take her on faith. Tiraed a lot of

demonstrative loving would show him that what sélewould last.

'I'm sorry, Katie-bug,' he murmured, moving hisefat her thick soft
hair as if he loved to feel it on his face. 'ltistjthat you had been sc
unsure of what you wanted out of life until justeatly, and | wanted
to make sure you weren't making a mistake.'

I'm an adult, Luke,"' her voice was muffled in Bisoulder as she
spoke. Hidden from his eyes, she smiled.

'I know, sweet.’

'l like to think that I've been making the rightctgons since | left
home,' she continued, enjoying herself hugely.



‘You have. You've grown so much, and I'm so prougon. Kate,
turn your face to me,” he commanded, a thread steadiness
running in his tone. No longer smiling, she congbiiestantly and his
mouth came down fiercely to crush hers. Soon hisepuas racing as
hard and as unsteadily as his. 'l need you so mmghtove,' he
whispered, 'that | was just afraid.’

‘Hush, you silly man. | need you, too.'

Some time later, a very long time later, as Jans pudting the last
batch of chocolate chip cookies into the oven tkeban the cosy
kitchen the huge calico cat that had been nappstgunder the warm
stove looked up and blinked sleepily. She had fagtstered this
when a deep, amused voice spoke behind her and neadsriek.
She whirled and looked at Luke standing just beherdwith his arm
possessively around a flushed and radiantly lo&therine. Both
were grinning with what she felt to be a ridiculoasount of
enjoyment from her reaction. She snapped, 'LucasorrDalton,
you've been sneaking up behind me for years anthgcde living
daylights out of me! | put my foot down at thisyibu don't stop that
detestable habit, | don't care how big you argale a fly-swatter to
your bottom, like | used to!" Her irate expressi@gan to fade, and a
twinkle showed in the blue of her eyes. She helt aoyplate to
Katherine. 'Have a cookie, lovide doesn't get any.'

'‘Well, Katie-bug,' he said with deep satisfactisnatching a cookie
before Jana could jerk the plate away. 'lIt looke hve're home.'
Disturbed from her nap, Matilda the Monster swished tail and
slunk disdainfully away.



