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THE PRETTY WITCH

Lucy Gillen



When Nigel Frome got Isobel Hendrix the job of s¢&ry to his

half-brother, Lucifer Bennetti, it was with the athat he would thus
be able to see a lot more of her.

But Lucifer resembled his satanic namesake in ma@gs than one;
wasn't Nigel taking rather a risk?



CHAPTER ONE

IsoBEL glanced yet again at her watch and sighed desghirilt was
already five minutes past nine and still the hogrorowded bus had
not reached her stop. If only she had thought exkthow long the
bus took to get to Green's Corner she could haughtaan earlier
one, but she had been advised to catch this plarticne and twenty
minutes had seemed plenty of time to cover then@urfrom
Greenlaw.

It had seemed a much shorter distance when shedrad for her
interview a couple of weeks ago, but then of coslsehad been very
extravagant and indulged in a taxi. The taxi hadlenkttle of the
distance and none of the stops that the bus wageddqo make. Not
that it wasn't a very pleasant journey, especialiyv, with the
Gloucestershire countryside at its summery bedt,sha was not
travelling to Green's Corner just for the pleasafesnjoying the
scenery, but to take up a new position as secregad/being late was
not going to make a very good first impression.

Actually she had been rather more keen than usualake a good
Impression, because she felt as if she had ggtdeemore through
influence than because her prospective employebbad impressed
with her skill. Indeed he had seemed barely intetes such things
as typing and shorthand speeds and had been vehamd and

casual with her for the very short time he saw her.

Although the interview had been so brief Isobelearhered it all too
vividly and, not for the first time, wondered ifeshad made a mistake
in changing her job so impulsively. Of course thg was very much
better than at Frome's and it should be quite iexcivorking for
anyone as well known as Luke Bennett, althoughdude rhade her
rather uneasy at their first meeting.



She had expected a famous writer of crime novelsetsomewhat
impressive, but he had been so much more tharxgleeted. For one
thing, he was so tall, and her own meagre five fiwethad seemed
even less than usual when he stood up to greeHednad said little
during the short time they were together, but sleeight she would
never forget those rather startling black eyes d&nd dark,
disturbingly attractive features. He was so congbyetinlike Nigel
that she had been unprepared for it and shown urgrise quite
plainly, a fact which had appeared to amuse him.

Of course they were only half-brothers. Luke Befnet Lucifer

Bennetti to give him his true name, had the saminenas Nigel, but
his father, so Nigel had rather reluctantly infodhiner, was an Italian
count, and their mother's first husband. Evidettily elder brother
had inherited his looks entirely from his fatheyt dsobel had
expected them to have at least one feature in commsiead of
being so completely different.

Nigel's brown hair and blue eyes and his regulaiuies were in such
contrast to his brother's black hair and eyes,Nigél was at least a
couple of inches shorter too. Thinking of Nigele glulled a wry face,
remembering that it had been he who had persuasteid lapply for
this job and no doubt, too, persuaded his brotredrdhe was suitable
for it. But now here she was at least five minld#s and getting later
every minute, and on her first morning too.

Lateness was one thing Nigel would never tolerae, she felt she
was letting him down badly. She had been a littligpgsed at first
when Nigel had suggested her leaving Frome's, wétegehad been
ever since leaving secretarial college four yegs dhinking of it
later, however, his reason became clearer. Nigeéblean away from
the firm for some weeks now, and how much longeras likely to
be before he came back, she had no idea.



Several male members of the staff had made notsediee fact that

they found her very attractive, and only Nigel'sgance had kept
them from doing anything about it. With Nigel awyngs could be

different and Isobel thought the idea was that Nsp@uld have her
near him and also out of the way of temptation.

She sighed with more than relief when at last Gee€orner came
into sight round another bend, and she was onde¢réady to alight
well before the bus stopped, thanking heaven tlabus stop was
only a couple of yards from the gates of Kanderlmdde. The

conductor gave her a smile as she passed hingtatifaas most men
were, by her fairness and the lovely soft feattlas smiled easily.

Her thick corn-gold hair curled slightly and sherevd tied back with
a brightly coloured scarf at the nape of her néclemall anxious
frown drew her brows together at the moment abowugeh
brown-fringed grey eyes. It was too warm for a twgd¢ but her linen
dress was neat and smart enough to please evemogiefastidious
employer, and a dark enough green to be considern¢able for a
secretary about to take up a new post.

She remembered to turn right after she went throlighlouble gates,
because the lodge where Lucifer Bennetti livedwarked had been
built in the ample grounds of Kanderby House, hi@ngmother's
home. The garden was bright and colourful and sdeif the dark
loam that lay in permanent shadow beneath the shalifalong the
drive and half hiding the lodge she sought.

She sent a swift, not very hopeful look along theedto the bigger
house immediately opposite the gates, wishing sh&lcatch just a
glimpse of Nigel before she faced what she expeittdie an irate
employer.

It was a faint hope, of course, for while he walt b incapacitated
he would be unlikely to be up and about so earljoadl car crash



several weeks ago had put Nigel into hospital one time and he
was now staying with his grandmother, recoveringwsl and
chafing at the enforced inactivity.

Isobel crunched her way round the gravel driveneftont door of
the cottage and hesitated briefly before knock8ige felt very small
and scared and rather like a child starting scfarahe first time, as
she waited for her knock to be answered. When mocame after
several seconds, she knocked again and eyed the Istass knob
speculatively. Perhaps the manservant who had esthiner last time
was out or busy elsewhere and unable to hear loekkn

Her heart thumping uneasily, she turned the knab @ushed the
door open a couple of inches. 'Hello!" Her voicarsted very quiet
and horribly uncertain and she thought for a montieait the house
must be empty, then a door to her right openedenlgdnd curious
eyes looked at her through the narrow opening.

‘Judging by what | can see,' Lucifer Bennetti saidu're my new
girl." He came across the intervening few feet apened the door
wide while Isobel prepared an apology. ‘Come on in.

He left her to close the door behind her and wawgkbnto the room
he had come from. Presuming she was intended kowfolsobel
walked in after him, remembering the bright sunagm from her
last visit. 'I'm - I'm very sorry I'm so late,' shentured, and he turned
an unconcerned gaze on her, one black brow aralrezlsly.

‘Are you? | hadn't noticed.'

Isobel blinked. Friendly as she was with Nigel heuild, even so,
have commented on her arrival some fifteen minldgés. 'It's a
guarter past nine,' she informed him.

The black eyes studied her for a moment, then hiedgrn#\ crooked,
sardonic smile that glittered wickedly and madd&ddeel strangely



uneasy again. 'l hope you're not a clock-watchertold her. 'l don't
work to the clock. This isn't a nine-to-five jolthlbught you realized
that.'

'‘Oh, | do," Isobel hastened to assure him. 'l wasgpologizing for
not starting on time, that's all.’

Again he studied her in silence for a while. 'l poge you had to be
on the dot with Nigel, didn't you?"

She nodded. 'Of course. In business you can'tchftobe any other
way.'

'Of course.' She thought she detected sarcasneirefily, but gave
him the benefit of the doubt.

She looked around her at the untidy shambles ofpapd reference
books, boxes of carbon, pieces of scribble- covgrager and a
typewriter half-hidden by a tweed jacket thrownetessly across it.
'‘What would you like me to do first?' she asked] he too looked
around the untidy room before cocking a brow at her

'Is it beneath your secretarial dignity to tidy Up®inquired, in such a
way that she felt sure he expected her to refudignantly.

'No, of course not, Mr. Bennetti.'

He looked at her curiously. 'Oh, so Nigel's enkegted you now, has
he?' He grinned at her and she was reminded unctalp of his
satanic namesake. 'I'm surprised he let the cabbtite bag, he
usually prefers to keep the fact quiet that thdtalsan blood in the
family. He heaved a sigh of relief when | decidedse Luke Bennett
for a pen-name.’'

Isobel put down her bag and gloves and preparethdkie the
marathon task of bringing some sort of order tokilgeroom. 'I've



never heard him express any opinion about it efiey,' she told
him, 'so | think you must be wrong in that respgect.

That expressive brow shot upwards again and he legreduriously
as he perched on the edge of another desk, presumsalown, over
near the window. 'Are you on familiar enough temith him for him
to say anything, Miss Hendrix?' he asked in a suspsty quiet
voice, and Isobel glanced up only to lower her gagain hastily
when she met his eyes.

'I'm - I'm not sure | know what you mean, Mr. Baetti.'

A deep chuckle startled her, and she flicked hiotlaer wary glance.
'l mean, in fact,’ he told her, 'are you Nigeld-fyiend?’

She stopped in her task for a moment, the discgesdet in front of
her, her gaze uncertain as she looked at hinmyék; | suppose you
could say that in a way,' she admitted.

'l thought so. He takes you out more than he dogsre else, doesn't
he?'

Isobel nodded. 'We have been out together quitat,abéfore his
accident, of course.'

He was grinning again, the black eyes glitteringkadly. 'l thought
it might be that,' he said. 'He seemed so anximhsvte you here and
he hinted that | should keep my beady eyes off'you.

'‘Oh, he shouldn't have done that,' Isobel protediseling more
uneasy than ever at his frankness.

A quiet laugh greeted her protest and he got upnaaikled round to
the other side of his desk. 'l don't imagine yowamthat the way it
sounds,' he told her.



'‘Anyway, my brother knows me a lot better than ytmj and he
doesn't approve of me in the least.'

‘Then why did he want me—' she began, and he smiled

'‘Better the devil you know," he quoted softly, saneghed. 'And while
you're here he can keep an eye on you, can't he?"

It was an uneasy truth that she was obliged to &ackeshe nodded,
but was unprepared to voice agreement. 'l domkfiiat's quite true,’
she told him, and looked up sharply when he laugigzih.

‘You're very young,' he said bluntly, 'and rathaiva too, from the
sound of it.'

lIlm__l

Her protest was cut short as if she had not evekesp 'You look as
if a good strong wind would blow you away,' he tbket, and swept
his black eyes over her small but attractive figagde smiled. 'A real
fantoccia.Nigel has excellent taste, I'll allow him that;lyou look
as if you'd be more at home with fairy-tales thathwny blood and
thunder epics. Will you be able to cope?'

'‘Quite well, thank you, Mr. Bennetti.'

His smile was a mere crooking of the wide straigiouth. 'l think
you will too,"' he told her.

Whether or not he always finished at the same ton&inch, Isobel
had no way of knowing, but she was relieved thdayohe told her
she could go at just before one o'clock. She haadtuit that the
morning had gone far more quickly than she realaed, once he



became absorbed in his work, he said little, sdisished tidying the
room and then got on with a pile of typing that @aadher attention.

She was nervous too when she thought about lunole; because
Nigel had asked her to come over to the house awd luinch with

him and his grandmother. She had never met MraididaGrayson,
but she knew her to be an extremely wealthy womah laobel

wondered if she would take kindly to having hemgison's employee
as a luncheon guest.

‘Are you going over to the house for lunch?' LucBennetti asked as
she picked up her bag and gloves, and Isobel nodded

‘Yes. Nigel asked me to come.'

She looked at him, startled, when he put a han@muhdr arm and
walked to the door with her. 'I'll act as escdr, 'told her, with a grin
for her surprise. 'Beppo's got the day off. My e explained when
she frowned curiously. 'When he's off | eat wita guality.'

Isobel realized for the first time that they muavé been alone in the
cottage by themselves all morning and, almost he fuessed what
she was thinking, he looked down at her and chdcktdtly as he
closed the door behind them. He really was the rdsstoncerting
man, Isobel thought, and one she could very edslike.

He took her round the thick shrubbery at the bddhe house and
across a lawn to open french windows that ledgdttan to a long,
sunny, beautifully furnished room. Their appearagese rise to
simultaneous cries of welcome from Nigel, restingeasily in an
armchair, and from a small and remarkably brighaeeyelderly
woman.

‘Lucifer dear, I'msoglad you remembered you were lunching with t
today," his grandmother told him as he bent to lkesscheek.



'Of course | remembered, Grandmama, how couldglet®

The old lady kissed him enthusiastically, obvioudijting on her
elder grandson, then her bright blue eyes peepaolusly round his
broad shoulders to Isobel. 'And this must be thengdady I've heard
so much about. Do introduce us, one of you.'

Nigel, unable to leave his chair very easily, folimself forestalled,
and Isobel saw the frown that condemned his bristhaction.
‘Grandmama, this is Isobel Hendrix. Miss Hendriy, grandmother,
Mrs. Grayson.'

The blue eyes studied her for a moment in friedlyosity while she
still held her hand, then she smiled. 'I'm delighte meet you, my
dear. I've heard a great deal about you from Nigel.

Isobel glanced at Nigel, relieved at her receptibmvas very kind of
you to ask me to lunch, Mrs. Grayson, thank you.'

The old lady looked at Nigel, her eyes twinklingust had to meet
you after hearing so much lavish praise to youttipess," she told
Isobel. 'And he's quite right, you're a very lovelil, Miss Hendrix.'

‘A teal little fantoccia,eh, Grandmama?' Lucifer said softly, and tr
old lady shook her head in mild reproach.

"Lucifer, it may be a compliment to call a youngyaa doll, but | feel
it's not very polite at this stage of your relasbip." She looked at
Isobel, seeking understanding, while Nigel frowr@ackly in the
background. 'How have you been getting along witsooundrel of
a grandson, Miss Hendrix?'

'‘Oh — very well, thank you, Mrs. Grayson.' Shekiid a glance at
Nigel and smiled reassurance. 'l've been very dusy, prefer it that
way.'



‘She even tidied up without a murmur of complalnicifer informed
the old lady, with an eyebrow cocked at Isobel.|&&st she didn't
complain out loud.'

‘Tidied up?' Nigel frowned. 'Tidied up what? Youwndanean that you
actually had the cheek to ask Isobel

to clear up that - that pigsty of an office of ys®ir

'‘Was it a pigsty?' Lucifer asked, such a picturenabcence that his
grandmother laughed.

'It was - well, untidy," Isobel said. 'But it wasos tidy.'

‘You'd no right to turn Isobel into a char,’ Nigeld his brother
shortly. 'She's a trained secretary and that's wbate paying her
for.'

Isobel supposed that his injuries and the subséqaaforced

inactivity had made Nigel less amiable than ushbat,she had not
realized quite how bad-tempered his good-lookimg f@ould be, and
the contrast was especially noticeable beside edsiapparent good
humour. She walked over to him, under the spemdaaze of his
family, and covered his hand that lay on the chain.

'l didn't mind, Nigel,' she told him. "You know &d to tidy up after
Mr. Pogson, quite often.'

'‘Pogson's an oaf,' Nigel informed her gruffly. "Yewn't be going
back to him.'

'l know,' Isobel agreed, 'but | was just pointing that there's more to
being a secretary than shorthand and typing.'

'‘Oh, there won't be any shorthand for me,' Lug@fented out, 'except
for the odd letter or two now and then.’



'‘Really | don't mind in the least,’ Isobel insistedeing Nigel bent on
carrying it further and anxious to end the disaussiYou look very
tired,’ she told Nigel, still holding his hand unders. ‘Are you in
pain?'

'No.' He shook his head. 'It's just that I've bgetting around a bit
this morning and it takes it out of me rather.’

'‘Why don't you take it easier while you have th@apunity?' his
brother asked with a grin. 'lt's not every man $iash a heaven-sent
chance to be bone idle, in summer too. You dordirkwhen you're
in clover, my lad.’'

Nigel's blue eyes glared at him balefully. 'It's radht for you,' he
retorted, 'you're not confined to a blessed chhattagy, or most of it
anyway. I'm sick of being inactive.’

'‘Give me the chance!" Lucifer smiled, but Nigel woed,
determinedly ill-humoured.

‘You always were a lazy devil when you had the oty .'

Lucifer's smile admitted it willingly and Isobel daght that the
slightly exaggerated shrug and spread hands welibedsely

overdone to emphasize his foreignness becausedve ikmnnoyed
Nigel. 'It's my Italian papa, | suppose, but | gaagine nothing more
heavenly than a perfect excuse for doing nothingllatindolence
comes naturally to me.'

'Oh, nonsense, Lucifer,” his grandmother protedtadyhingly.
‘You're as industrious as anyone | know. You pustmeople to
shame.’

'‘Except Nigel,' Lucifer argued. 'He's a regularnviind when he's on
form. He lives, eats and sleeps work." A black brgwirked in
Isobel's direction. 'Well, almost," he added softly



Nigel frowned. 'If anyone listened to you," he tbidh, 'they'd take me
for an absolute bore, and | don't think I'm that.'

'Of course you're not, dear,' his grandmother dedsbim. 'Now |
think we'd better go in and have some lunch beftne Clay thinks
we're not interested.'

The meal was less of an ordeal than Isobel haddeand her hostess
managed to keep the peace between the two bratitara skill that
told of long practice. It was as well, Isobel thbtguefully, that the
two men did not normally live in the same househmre would
inevitably have been more serious quarrels. Nigeél fund
movement of his legs difficult and painful and Heafed at the
necessary slower pace he was forced to keep toptbbably made
things more than usually uneasy between them.

'l was hoping to take you to the County Show neséky' Nigel told
Isobel as they finished lunch. 'I'm sorry | cabécause | think you'd
have enjoyed it, and | haven't been for years.'

‘The County Show?' She looked interested. 'lfwtgt | think you
mean | would certainly have enjoyed it." She sheaggnd smiled
consolingly at him. 'Never mind, perhaps we cas@uoe other time.’

‘Not until next year," Nigel told her. 'It's onlp annual event and it's
one of the best of its kind in the country.’

'‘Oh well, never mind, it can't be helped. You chnjp about on your
poor legs, can you?'

Lucifer, although presumably engrossed in conversatith the old
lady, caught enough of what Nigel and Isobel wangng) to get the
general gist of it, and he looked interested. ' yike country
shows, Miss Hendrix?' he asked, and Isobel lookegrised for a
moment before nodding her head.



"Yes - yes, | do rather.' She told herself she eeh rather rash to
admit so much, and certainly Nigel anticipated Iniether's next
guestion, judging from his frown.

‘Then will you come with me?"

She, flicked an uneasy glance at Nigel and heditateen she saw the
expression in his eyes. 'l - | don't think so, thgau, Mr. Bennetti.'

The look he gave his brother told her that he grbsise reason for
her refusal and the black eyes glistened laughtdrough he spoke
seriously enough. 'But why not, if you like goiraythings like that?"
he asked. 'l know Nigel can't go, but he isn'tiskeleEnough to deny
you the pleasure of going, surely. Are you, Nigel?'

Without appearing utterly selfish there was liflegel could do or
say other than to agree, and he nodded relucta@fiycourse, go if
you want to, Isobel,' he told her. 'I'm sure ydiki it.’

'l do like that sort of thing," she admitted, sorely tempbed still
uncertain. It was obvious that Nigel disliked tldea of her going
without him, even though he was verbally encourgdier.

‘Then you should come,’ Lucifer said as if the erattas now settled.
'‘We'll start early and make a day of it.’

Isobel said nothing, still wondering why she did make more of an
effort to resist being shanghaied into going witim.h Lucifer

Bennetti, it appeared, was a man who had no hiesitet making up
his mind and making sure that everyone else couhplith his ideas.

There was a hint of stubborn dislike, however, igdis expression
as he looked at his brother curiously. 'Will theeejust the two of
you?' he asked quietly - so quietly that Isobessdrsomething other
than mere curiosity behind the question.



Lucifer raised a brow, a half-smile crooking hisutio 'Just the two
of us,' he agreed, obviously following Nigel's traif thought but not
prepared to meet him halfway.

Nigel's eyes glowed malice and his voice was eagtdddisapproval
as he watched the other's face. 'What about VaPdssasked.

If he had expected Lucifer to be discomfited bydestion he must
have been disappointed. 'What about Vanessa?'

Isobel's skin prickled warningly at the tension we#n them,
although she thought Nigel was far more conscidutstioan Lucifer,
and it was obvious which one of them was goingame off best.
She thought perhaps he always did, for Nigel alressemed less
sure of himself.

‘You usually take Vanessa to the County Show,' dud. sl just
wondered, that's all.’

Lucifer smiled, a slow dark smile that foretoldutnph. "Well,
wonder no more," he told his brother. 'Vanessdhsrwise engaged
at an antique fair. She's flying out to Germanytanopening day of
the show and she won't be back until the day d@fténses. Does that
answer you?' The question was quietly put and heedrwhen he
asked it, but Isobel thought it betrayed resentmantbeing
guestioned.

'l was only curious,' Nigel said, on the defenswhile Mrs. Grayson
sought hastily to restore normality.

‘It would be a shame if Miss Hendrix didn't see shew,' she said,
smiling at Nigel consolingly. 'And I'm sure sh&hjoy it quite well
with Lucifer, dear.’

'Of course,' Nigel agreed resignedly, and Isodehiere uneasy than
ever about accepting the invitation, although ituakfact she had



never really been given the chance to accept oseefOne way or
another, however, she seemed to be already comdmdted she
thought Lucifer was watching her, half expecting teefind some
excuse not to go with him.

She smiled at him for the first time, wonderindhd had made the
offer because he wanted to take her or merely noyahligel; either
way she would hold him to the, promise now. 'lI'mesushall enjoy
it,' she said. 'If you're sure you can spare tihe from your work, Mr.
Bennetti.'

'‘Oh, we'll manage to get done, don't you worry albioat,' he assured
her with a grin. 'I'll work you late for a night two to make up for
it...'

'‘Lucifer, you really mustn't,) Mrs. Grayson objettmildly. "You
mustn't overwork Miss Hendrix like you did poor Mtsomas; I'm
not surprised she left you.'

‘Tottie Lomas,' Lucifer told her, unrepentant, 'was$ only the most
unattractive female in existence, she was alsmekalatcher. I've
already warned Miss Hendrix not to expect a ninév® job with
me.'

'I'm afraid I've already blotted my copybook,' Isbbonfessed, her
explanation mainly for Nigel's benefit. 'l| didnitrige until a quarter
past nine this morning.'

‘You - late?' Nigel looked flatteringly surprisétive never known
that to happen, Isobel. Did you miss the bus?'

She shook her head. 'No, but I'm afraid | diddvalfor it taking so
long to get here. | hadn't thought of it stoppingeery stop all the
way from Greenlaw.'



'It's a pretty murderous journey at that time of,dligel told her.
''ve never used the bus, but | suppose it standgdson that it's
crowded with people going in to work and shoppimdgdgemorton.’

'l realize it now,' Isobel said ruefully, 'but Isjudidn't think this
morning. Tomorrow I'll get the one before.'

'It's a wretched journey for you," Nigel sympathkizeBut there's
nothing else for it, is there, darling?'

It was not only unusual for Nigel to use such adeamment with
anyone else there, but there was also some odddexlexpectancy
about him, although she could not for the life ef think why there
should be. As if he too sensed and interpreted gongeother than
sympathy for her, Lucifer smiled to himself.

'‘Where are you staying?' Mrs. Grayson asked, agthtéul look on
her face, while Lucifer's smile grew even more kmgnas he looked
across at his brother.

' have a room in Mudlan Street in Greenlaw,' I$olodéd her,
increasingly puzzled.

'‘Oh, but they're such horrid little houses, ifinember correctly,’ the
old lady said, and Isobel smiled wryly.

'It's a case of needs must, I'm afraid, Mrs. Grayste said. 'So few
people in Greenlaw let rooms, and it is nearer tBdgemorton. It's
not much of a room, but the landlady's very nice.’

'l see no reason,' Mrs. Grayson declared, as ihaldequite made up
her mind, 'why you can't come here.'

The odd feeling of expectancy was at last explameen Isobel saw
Nigel's look of satisfaction. 'lIt would be very niumore convenient,'
he said, and glared at Lucifer when he laughed.



‘Very,' Lucifer said softly.
'Oh, but | couldn't possibly," Isobel protested.

'‘My dear Miss Hendrix, of course you can.' Thelaftyy was adamant
and Isobel thought ruefully that Lucifer had prolyainherited his
implacable will, at least in part, from his grandher. 'Did you
notice the little cottage the other side of theegdrom Lucifer's?'
Mrs. Grayson asked, and immediately answered her question.
'‘No, it's more than likely you didn't, because Mhigden by the
rhododendrons. It used to be used by the gardener full-time
gardener is almost impossible to find these daystha cottage has
been empty for some time now. It was too smalllacifer and his
man, so we had the other little house built, butatld be ideal for
one, if you'd like to use it, my dear.’

'l - I'd love to,' Isobel said, too stunned for thement to say much
more, but intrigued with the idea of having her dwte house, and
no bus journey to work every day. 'lIf you're sumgould be all right.’
She could not have said why it was Lucifer she énbt briefly when
she said that, for he seemed completely unconcerineat the idea.

‘There's nothing simpler,’ Mrs. Grayson assured her

'It's in perfect repair and all it needs is to bedand the furniture
moved back in. Say about a week or even less,tdinokl ready for
you.' She smiled at Isobel knowingly, her blue eygschievous. 'l
know Nigel will love having you so near at hand, dear.'

'l certainly will," Nigel agreed earnestly. 'Do &k, Isobel, I'd like
you to.'

Isobel knew that he was watching her expectantly she was even
more aware of Lucifer's black eyes fixed on hemfiacross the table.
‘Then | will,' she said at last. 'Thank you veryamuMrs. Grayson,
it's very kind of you.'



‘There, that's settled.' The old lady beamed hesfaetion. 'It will
help Nigel's recovery no end, I'm sure of it, hgwou here, and save
you all those beastly bus journeys.'" She lookedsad with her
persuasive powers. 'Apart from anything else,aglted, 'l shall have
some female company sometimes, instead of all timese'

'Only two of uscara mia,'Lucifer protested lightly, and the old lady
pulled a face at him.

'It seemanore,’ she told him. 'At least | shall be abldatik about
things that interest only women, like fashions aach. | may be well
over seventy, but I'm not old-fashioned and | liketalk about
feminine things.'

'Oh, you're certainly not old-fashioned, Grandmamagifer assured
her with a twinkle. 'l wouldn't be surprised to @& blossom out in
the very latest gear any day now.’

‘And so | might, you impudent rogue,’ his grandmothetorted
laughingly. 'Although | haven't the figure that Klislendrix has for
showing it off.'

The remark brought Isobel once again, embarrassingider the
scrutiny of those black eyes and she hastily lod/&er own. 'l have
to agree with you there,' Lucifer said softly, aseht her a wicked
look that made his brother frown.

‘At least | shall be able to see you more oftemgeNtold her. 'It
means you can spend all your free time with meydbb

'It also means | can be on time in the morningspél said with a wry
smile. 'l hate being late, and especially on nmst filay.'

'‘Well, if you have such a guilty conscience abgut.ucifer told her,
'you can make it up by working late tonight.’



'Oh, that's not—' Nigel began, but Isobel shook inead at him,
sensing a challenge behind the suggestion, as éxpected her to
protest as Nigel was doing.

'Of course I'll work late,” Mr. Bennetti,' she tdidn quietly. 'l owe
you that much.' He looked, she thought, quite ¢gieaged because
she did not argue.



CHAPTER TWO

AFTER a week of working for Lucifer Bennetti, Isobel wasll
uncertain just what her feelings were towards Hite.was not an
easy man to know or to like, she thought, but atslime time there
was something almost magnetically attractive aboutand she had
no difficulty in believing Nigel's rather sour corents about the
number and variety of his brother's women friemtls.grandmother
adored him, that much was obvious, although shemsagh less of
him than she would like to have done, despite ikind so near at
hand.

Isobel had to admit to being very curious about Wfamessa that
Nigel had referred to as Lucifer's usual comparabrihe County
Show. She had got as far as discovering that hreenveas Vanessa
Law and that she and Lucifer had been friendlygiate a long time.
Indeed, more than friendly, if Nigel's raised bromesre anything to

go by.

'‘She's quite a character in her own way,' Nigedrimed her on the
day that Vanessa Law departed for Germany and rihqua fair.

‘You'll probably meet her sooner or later, workiogLuke, although
she doesn't go to his place very often; he beli@avé®eping work
and play strictly apart.’'

He would never, Isobel had discovered, use hidbrtst more exotic
first name, and she could not help wondering ifdite it with the

express purpose of bringing Lucifer down to a mareryday level
like himself. The older man's bland self-confideno@mbined with
his darkly foreign appearance, obviously discordfitdigel, a fact
which surprised Isobel who had, until now, knowmtlalways as a
self-sufficient, rather unimaginative business exiee.

'Is she pretty?' she asked, and Nigel shrugged.



'l suppose so, if you like that sort,” he allow&dthough more
accurately I'd have called her eye-catching, stumyrsomething less
feminine than pretty.'

Isobel laughed. 'She sounds rather formidable.’

He did not treat the remark as lightly as she etquedut frowned
over it thoughtfully. 'In a way, she is. | suspsbe's as foreign in
origin as Luke is, although her name's British gy

It was difficult to believe, she thought, that hasatalking about his
own brother. The other's Italian father seemedaweehcondemned
him as a foreigner in Nigel's eyes and nothing doetieem him.

'Is she dark like he is, then?"

'‘Dark as a cat,' Nigel declared, as if even darkitsslf was suspect.
'‘Black hair and the most weird yellow eyes.’

'Yellow?' Isobel looked startled.

He nodded, still serious. 'They are yellow, esgcia some lights,
although she prefers to call them amber, | believe.

'l - I don't think I've ever seen a human-beinghwiellow eyes, it
sounds uncanny.'

He laughed shortly and completely without humo8he' gives me
the creeps, and God knows I'm not fanciful.'

Isobel laughed, trying to shake off the strangdifgeof uneasiness
he had aroused in her at the mention of the wontawse place she
was to take at the County Show. Somehow he hadgedia make
Vanessa Law sound not only striking but uncanng,reot the kind of
woman who would take kindly to being replaced, hosve
temporarily.



'‘She sounds most unusual,’ she said, and he loakéer for a
moment thoughtfully, as if he debated with himsdiiether or not to
say something that was on his mind. 'l don't suppasu've ever
heard of the Elgin Circle, have you?' he askedast, land Isobel
frowned curiously, shaking her head.

'No, | don't think so. What is it? A club of son@t®’

'l suppose you could call it that,” Nigel agreedtimausly. "'They meet
fairly regularly and discuss - well, their own peutar interests.' He
looked at her again, warily, as if he was still makup his mind
whether or not to confide in her. 'Actually theyagroup of people
who are interested in the ancient arts of witchicraf

'Oh!" She looked at him uncertainly. 'l know -eddt I've heard about
people who take an interest in that sort of thimg, | never thought
I'd be this close to it.'

'‘Oh, you don't have to be worried about it,' Nigesured her. "They
keep pretty well to themselves, though they makseawet of their
existence. They make a study of the old methodstlamavays and
means of explaining some of the seeming miracuspetls that the
old witches worked."'

'It sounds spooky.'

"Not really,' he said. 'In fact they're rather bent explaining that
things weren't as spooky as they were made to appba group

caused quite a stir at the time they started aleanfp/ears back, but
that was mainly because of the people who formebhiey were all

either well-known or wealthy and therefore anyththgy did that
was the least bit out of the ordinary was newsnaté didn't last

long. It was mentioned in most of the more sengatidailies at the
time.'

'‘And Vanessa Law belongs to them?"



‘She certainly does,' Nigel informed her. 'She taththe group.’

Some uneasy warning tingle shivered along Isolsgise and she
knew the answer to her question even before shedasKAnd your
brother?'

He nodded, reluctantly, she guessed. 'Luke waslropby Vanessa
right from the start,' he told her, 'although hesthotreats it as more
of a joke than a serious study and sometimes ktkfi@mnessa gets
furious with him.'

That was something Isobel could well believe. 'Qirse this part of
the world was once quite well known for - well, ggs-on, wasn't it?'
she asked. 'l mean the idea of witches and witéhdred hard in
some parts of the country.'

'In more parts of the country than you might sugspee informed
her, sounding defensive. 'But | suppose the Cotssvdend
themselves to ancient beliefs and superstitionsreth a sort of
atmosphere here that one doesn't find anywhere else

'It's quite the most beautiful countryside I've reseen,' Isobel said,
and meant it. 'lt's so soft and pretty and soeldsomehow.'

‘Exactly," Nigel remarked. 'There's no doubt thataeshave a - a
feeling about it, despite the beauty of the scenenperhaps because
of it, it's all slightly unreal somehow.'

'Does Mr. Bennetti find the atmosphere helps withvriting?' she

asked, and laughed apologetically when he lookéetiatvith raised

brows. 'l have to admit,' she confessed, 'thatiéxeer read any of his
books.'

To her surprise he laughed, a rather short humesidee, it was true,
but he so seldom even smiled that she was encalrafeat's
marvellous,' he told her, taking her hand in higulte thought you'd



be a fan of Luke's, and here you are admittingytbatve never even
read one of his wretched books!" He leaned acrodskased her
lightly beside her mouth. 'Isobel, you're wonderfaind very
refreshing.’

'l never have much time for reading,' she saidjrfgea bit guilty
about the admission and his pleasure at it. Afleitavould do no
harm to read one of Lucifer's books and then shddvaot feel quite
such a fool if he asked her about it at any tirenust get one and
read it,' she said, 'out of curiosity if nothinge!

Nigel smiled wryly. 'Well, don't bother buying ohlee told her. 'Gran
has them all in her room, I'm sure she'd be ordyd®lighted to lend
you as many as you want.’

They were alone in the big sunny room with the drewindows open
to the garden and the heavy scented warmth of sunisodel could
just see Mrs. Grayson at the far end of the lawrsylamong her
precious roses, her white head bare in the brighitght and shining
like silver as she moved. Just being here in tleholuse one felt
more than ever the quiet serenity of the countrseeémed to envelop
the old, mellow stone building, even encroachirtg the beautifully
kept garden where foxgloves and periwinkles gremglthe hedge
beyond the bordering trees.

'It's wonderful here,' she sighed. 'Almost too gtmbe true, and I'm
so looking forward to moving in tomorrow.'

Nigel still held her hand, smiling at her, with tasrious blue eyes
alight with something it was all too easy to intetp 'I'm looking
forward to it, too," he told her softly. 'l shalive you right here where
| can see you as often as | like.'

'‘Only when I'm not working,' Isobel reminded himthwvia laugh.
'‘Don't forget I'm still a working girl.’



'‘With you working for Luke I'm not likely to be gen the chance to
forget it,' he said shortly, then squeezed her h&hd at least you'll
be here where | can see you.' Hesighed. 'If onlygauld drive,' he
told her, 'we could go out sometimes and reallyteeecountryside.
Just the two of us, Isobel. I'd love to show yomsemf the places |
knew when | was a small boy.'

‘You lived here when you were little?' She couleskhof no reason
why that should surprise her so much, but it dethBps because he
had always seemed such a town man that the thoafgltim
belonging among these soft hills and sunny meadg®emed out of
character somehow.

'Of course, it's my home, didn't you realise that?'
She shook her head. 'No, no, | hadn't realized it.'

'l spent all my time here when | wasn't at schéa,5aid. 'Both of us
did. Kanderby and Gran have always been our - auem, if you

like. We'd have been pretty badly off without thémo, especially
without Gran.'

'She's a very sweet person,' Isobel said sincerely.

You don't know how sweet until you owe her as mashve do. She
brought up both of us for most of our lives.'

'Oh, | see, | didn't realize that. You - you didsgee much of your
parents?' It was the first time they had ventunedoosuch personal
ground and she was unsure how willing he wouldltalk about it.

‘Almost nothing.' He sat back in his chair, hiselaily half-closed,
still retaining his hold on her hand. 'Madge, mytines, was married
before, you know. She was only recently divorceomfrGiulio

Bennetti when she married my father. They'd traeehll over the
world, she and Bennetti, and Luke went with thent, Wwhen she



remarried and | arrived, the idea of carting twddren from one
racing circuit to another, wherever my father haggueto be racing,
was too much for them, so we were left with Graretsd Kanderby,
although Luke was at school by then, of coursead about a year old
and Luke was around seven.'

'Oh, | see.'

He laughed shortly and entirely without humoum'sure you do.
Whenever my mother and father were in England | 8aam, but
most of the time | played second fiddle to a veng\bsocial and
motor-racing calendar.' He shrugged. 'Not thateeitf us bothered
all that much, although | suppose Luke must havesed her more
than | did he'd spent a lot more time with her.’

'He must have done,' Isobel agreed softly, thinkiogy much less
resilient Nigel had proved than his half- broth@r.perhaps he just
showed his resentment more obviously.

'‘Once we were both at boarding school," Nigel wemtapparently
nothing loath to talk now that he had started, seklom saw each
other except during holidays.'

‘Weren't you at the same school?'

'Oh, lord, no! Luke spent most of his early daysahe fancy place in
Rome, and only came over here permanently whenanee cto
university.'

'‘Oh yes, of course, | suppose he was near hisrfathe

Nigel pulled a face. '‘Bennetti was no more of airatparent than
mine was. Madge has a talent for finding unlikelthers and giving
them children. No, Luke's father paid the bills dinat was as far as
parental interest went. Gran was the centre of lwath worlds,
although we're so different.’



'‘And you certainly are different,' Isobel agreeéfully, remembering
her own initial shock at the sight of Lucifer.

'Of course,' Nigel said, 'six years is quite adpgp between children
anyway, too much for them to be really close, elahey're full
brothers and share a common outlook.’

'‘Which you and - and Lucifer don't?'

'‘No - thank God!" He sounded so bitter that it ca®@ shock to her.
She had always known, or at least guessed, thatiti@ot see eye to
eye on most things, but she had not realized dwi® much he
resented his brother, and resent him he undoubtidiyalthough she
could not imagine why. His own position as a climétl surely been
no more unstable than Lucifer's, rather less sagh since Lucifer
must remember being with his mother and fathertlier first few
years of his life.

‘What | don't understand,’ she said slowly, lookdavn at their
clasped hands, 'is why you persuaded me to comearkdfor him if
you dislike him so much.'

He looked up sharply, as if her choice of wordstl&@ him, holding
her gaze steadily for a moment before shakingdwsih'l don't know
that | dislike him, actually," he denied, thoughsoeinded uncertain,
as if the idea had not occurred to him before. £ibsound that way
to you?'

'In a way,' Isobel admitted. 'Although I'm probablyite wrong,' she
added hastily.

'l don't know. | never have been sure how | fethtl_uke, he was
always such a—' He laughed shortly. 'He's so differ suppose,' he
admitted. 'l never quite understood him.'

'‘Why did you want me to have this job with him?’



He smiled, faced with something he was certaimpfchange. 'You
know why - because | wanted you here, where | ceaklyou. You
were so far away in town.' He raised her facetowith a hand under
her chin. "You'll like it here, won't you, Isobel?’

Isobel smiled. 'Oh yes, I'll like it here, who wdalt? It's so beautiful
and | love the country, | always have.' She didvaoiture to ask what
would happen when he was fully recovered and retlito London
and to work again. Whether he would expect hezdawé here and her
very lucrative job with Lucifer to go back with hita Frome's. That
was something that would no doubt have to be faoede time or
other, but better, at the moment, to leave thirsgthay were.

‘You get on with Luke?' Nigel asked, breaking inés muse. 'l mean
he doesn't drive you too hard?'

She laughed, shaking her head. 'On the contranushéaves me to
get on with my work and says very little. It's v&gsy, much easier
than | expected.'

‘That's O.K., then.' He sighed, apparently satisf@ the moment.
‘At least | don't have to bother about him—' Heugigied, looking a
bit sheepish and as if he was ashamed of his oaumgtits. 'Well, |

knowyou'll be all right,' he said, as if convincedladt. 'He never
takes much of an interest in girls of your ageakleays sticks to the
sophisticated thirtieghey'rehis type.'

‘Are they?' She wondered if Nigel really believedttor if he was
deliberately closing his eyes to the possibility_atifer finding her
attractive.

'‘Anyway," Nigel added, 'he'll never be really ses@bout anyone,
he's too much of the Latin lover to let anyonergsr enough tmean
anything to him.'



'l can see what you mean.' Isobel thought of thle, datanic-looking
face and the black eyes of Lucifer Ben- netti amthaered if itwas
possible for anyone to get close enough to hinotwh his heart.
Perhaps Nigel was right, after all he was his l@othnd perhaps
knew him as well as anyone did.

‘Are you going with him to the County Show on Thiag?'

Isobel blinked hastily, realizing how deep in thbughe had been.
Yes - yes, | think so, Nigel." She looked at himdavgrey eyes
curious and a little anxious. '"You don't mind ¢d, do you?'

He did not answer for a moment, but ran a careBsgegy over the
back of her hand. "Yes, | mind,' he admitted at lasnind like hell,
Isobel, but as Luke says, I'd be utterly selfisiuéprive you of the
pleasure of going just because I'm out of actide.'glared down at
his legs, still encased in plaster. 'l feel so dadnnelpless like this.'

'l know," Isobel consoled him, 'and | wish theres\wwamething | could
do to help. Maybe,' she added, suddenly inspitemhuld stay here
with you, while my boss goes to the show on his.bwn

Nigel pulled a face, shaking his head. You dontvkriLuke. He's
made up his mind he's taking you to the show andileor neither

of you will go. I'm as bad scalded as burned; eitt@y he has your
company and | don't.'

Isobel had been wondering just how to broach thgest of her
moving into the garden cottage the following daytiMvo suitcases
to carry it would be so much easier if she caugéatiater bus which
would not be so crowded, but she was hesitant adkibhg Lucifer
for the requisite time off, especially in view bktfact that she would
be doing no work at all the following day aftertthahen she would
be at the show with him.



To her surprise, however, it was he who raisedntigter as they
were finishing work for the day. 'I'll come anddietyou tomorrow
morning,"' he informed her as she finished off aggaigor to packing
up, and she looked at him for a second or twol@nese.

'‘Oh! Oh no, there's no need, Mr. Bennetti,' sheagad at last. 'l can
manage quite well on my own, | only have two cases.

'‘But you don't want to have to lug them on andaofrowded bus at
that hour in the morning,' he told her.

'l - I was going to ask if I could come on the tatee,’
Isobel confessed. 'So that it wouldn't be quitersavded.’

'‘Why catch a bus at all when I've said I'll fetaduy' The black eyes
attributed all sorts of discomfiting reasons to hesitation and she
was forced, at last, to nod agreement.

'It's very good of you, thank you.'

He came over and sat on the edge of her desk,ngaown at her
with that same disconcerting gaze. 'You just dondt me, do you?"'

'l didn't say that,' Isobel objected. 'I've newsgresuggested it.'

He grinned wickedly. 'No, but I'll bet Nigel hasdayou've taken his
word for it.'

‘Taken his word for what?' She determinedly begatype another
line, not waiting for him to answer, but he putragér on the carriage
release lever and sent the platen shooting alohgfolier control,
grinning at her frown of frustration.



'For the fact that I'm no better than | should W' told her,
unconcernedly. The black eyes drew and held hex gaznatter how
hard she fought against it. 'And you believe ify'tgou?’

She refused to be flustered by his deliberate shackcs and
shrugged with apparent unconcern as she regaineoc@f the
machine and prepared to finish her line, despaematy her heart was
hammering, almost in panic, against her ribs. thkhit's quite
possible you lead a very busy social life," sheeadmrimly, and he
exploded into laughter.

'‘What a delightful way of putting it," he told her.

Isobel got on with her typing. 'I'm glad you appeg\she told him as
she reached the end of the line. 'Now if you dmirid, Mr. Bennetti,
I'd like to finish this page before | leave.'

‘Are you in a hurry to leave?'

She sighed resignedly, looking up at him still pext on the edge of
her desk. 'No more than | usually am,' she sditholagh | do have
things to pack if I'm moving in the morning.’

‘And youare moving in the morning," he said. 'Nigel workedetry
neatly, didn't he?'

Isobel frowned. 'Worked it neatly?'

He nodded, grinning in such a way that she couékdhlly have hit
him before she even heard what he had to sagdgrezed his tactics
that first day,' he told her, and Isobel remembdnatknowing smile
he had worn while Mrs. Grayson was making her ttier @f the
cottage. 'l suppodeetold you to get that particular bus that morning
didn't he?' Isobel nodded, seeing his reasonilagtand disliking the
idea of the old lady having been tricked into mgkirer the offer.
'‘And he said himself," Lucifer went on, 'that itsvalways crowded



and therefore took longer than usual to get heeekri¢éwyou'd be
late that morning."'

'‘Oh, he wouldn't do a thing like that!" Isobel aitgxl, knowing he
was right but not prepared to admit it. 'He knovsile being late.’

'He also knows that the cottage has been standimiye Lucifer
insisted. 'And he knows that Grandmama has a \atyheart and
would offer you the cottage to save you that joyreeery morning
and evening.'

Isobel kept her eyes lowered, typing forgottentifier moment. 'He -
he wouldn't do anything like that," she ‘insisted.

‘He would, you know.' His smile teased her, asdwgnized her
unwillingness to admit it. ‘I know my. little brath better than you
do, don't forget. I've seen him "work crafty litdehemes like this
before.'

'‘But why?' she asked, still unwilling to faceWHy didn't he ask Mrs.
Grayson in the first place if he wanted me to hiaeecottage?

He shrugged, leaving his perch on her desk andimgaficross to the
window. ‘Grandmama knows it too,' he said. 'He pldp gets more
satisfaction out of manoeuvring people without threadizing it.'

'Oh, you have no call to say things like that abblgel,’ she
protested. 'l know he's your brother - your hatftber, Mr. Bennetti,
and you claim to know him well, but you shoulday $hings like that
about him. It isn't as if you were ever really dpand—'

'‘Who told you that?' he interrupted, and she bit Iye on the
indiscretion.

‘Well - well, | can imagine you weren't,' she satau're so different.’



'For which Nigel thanks God, | imagine,' he saitthvguch startling
accuracy that she wondered for one crazy mindte dould possibly
have overheard Nigel's words to her.

'It's obvious you wouldn't get on,' she insistéts. - it's like-'

'‘Chalk and cheese?' he suggested softly, and Idua&in at her
discomfiture.

She lowered her eyes before the gaze that botbdeasl disturbed
her. Will you let me get this page done?' she said.

‘Certainly.' He grinned at her over his shouldéou’' don't like the
idea of your Nigel doing anything underhand, do%3ou

'l don't believe he - he intended it to be undedidsobel declared.
'I've only your word for it and, if you'll forgivene saying so, | don't
know that | care to rely on that too much.'

'‘Why, you cheeky little—' He stared at her for amemt, then burst
into laughter again, shaking his head at her.dukheither sack you
or slap you for impudence,' he told her, 'but Imge you have some
revenge owing to you, so I'll let you get away witthis time."'

'‘Also,' Isobel went on, determinedly righteousyi$h you wouldn't
refer to him agnyNigel. It's an incorrect assumption.'

‘An incorrect assumption.' He rolled the words ©bumns tongue.
'‘What a grand phrase for telling me that you angeNaren't—' He
used one hand to such expressive purpose that Fodiesd.

‘Well, we'renot!' she retorted indignantly.

‘Youmay not be," he allowed calmly, 'but Nigel deghytis.'



'‘Well, either way it's no Concern of yours.' 'ltivae if he talks you

round to marrying him," he declared with embarragsluntness.

‘Mr. Bennetti—' 'And if he does," he went on ashié had not spoken,
'that will make you my sister-in-law - half-sisteHaw," he corrected
himself hastily, 'so in the circumstances | thinlwould sound much
more matey if you called me Lucifer.’

'l don't agree,' Isobel argued. 'For one thingngooly employer and
I've never called my employer by his christian name

'‘Not even Nigel?' She shook her head firmly. 'Notig working
hours,' she said. 'l always called him Mr. Fromenth'How very
proper,’ he taunted. 'It's quite usual in businkssBennetti. It's not
really good for discipline to call one's employer bis christian
name.'

His black eyes glittered wickedly at her for a momél'm surely
exempt from that rule, aren't 1?' he suggested.

'‘My name's more pagan than Christian, isn't it?'

By about nine-thirty the following morning Isobebhw/beginning to
think that Lucifer Bennetti had forgotten his premio fetch her and
her suitcases, and she had just decided that shie watch the later
bus as she had first intended, when he arrived.

She heard the front door bell ring loud and insityeand then her
landlady's voice in the hall downstairs and Luc¢sfeleep quiet one.
She was already half way out of her room when tbman called up
to her, 'Gentleman for you, Miss Hendrix.'

‘Thank you.' She put her suitcases out on to tieirig and closed the
door, turning in time to see a bemused and flaitdendlady



disappearing into her own sitting- room and Lucjtest starting up
the stairs with a wide grin on his dark face.

'Did you think I'd forgotten you?' he asked as tokgx up her cases
and started downstairs again, without waiting foaaswer.

'l was just going out to catch the bus,' she tahol H did think you'd
forgotten, or else changed your mind.’

'l seldom change my mind," he told her, puttingdases into the boot
of his car. 'Not once it's made up.' He saw her ihé car and closed
the door on her. 'Your landlady thinks the wots¢,'declared as he
slid behind the steering-wheel, and directed a @dckmile at her
straight face. 'The worst or otherwise, dependingyour point of
view.'

‘Judging by the expression on her face just nasopel said, 'she
suspects the worst and looks upon it as otherwise.'

He laughed softly, taking the long powerful cankyag into top gear
as they picked up speed. 'l rather think she fahme herself,' he
informed her, nothing loath to boast of his contuasd Isobel
looked at him speculatively.

'l expect you gave her the full treatment,’ sheardsed. 'Shevouldbe
Impressed.’

‘But you're not?'

She wished she could have sounded more convincimgnvshe
answered him. 'I'm not easily impressed, Mr. Betnhet

'‘Lucifer." She sat silently, refusing to be dravaof feeling some
strange magnetism forcing her, quite against hirtailook at him,
and when she did the black eyes gleamed at heumgh briefly
before turning back to the road ahead. 'Lucifer fdpeated.



‘Lucifer,’ she echoed obediently, and clenchedhaeds at the soft
sound of his laughter.



CHAPTER THREE

DECIDING to be co-operative, Isobel was ready in good tthnee
following morning and waiting to be collected fogrhouting to the
County Show. She admitted to being far more nervibas was
reasonable in the circumstances and told herselvsis being utterly
ridiculous, but outside of working hours she sawy\Wtle of Lucifer

and the idea of spending almost an entire daysictmpany, without
the normal distraction of work, gave her a curigdklttery feeling.

She had told him that he could find her at Kanddtloyise, as she
wanted to have a word with Nigel before they I8te had dressed
with care, hoping that her long- sleeved, flowerpfdress would be

considered appropriate to the occasion, and thé¢heaklast minute

wondered if something more tweedy would have begteb

A last-minute, rather panicky check with a mirr@adhreassured her
and she felt quite summery and light- | heartedh\Wwér thick fair hair
loose about her shoulders, instead of tied badknasre usually was.
Any doubts she might have had about her appeasecebanished
as soon as Nigel caught sight of her, pulling lewrdto him so that
he could kiss her appreciatively. 'You look lovelge told her.
'‘Absolutely lovely, and | envy Luke being seen withu.'

She dipped him a mock curtsey and sat beside nhdnd still held
in his. 'l do wish you could come too, Nigel," Sad. 'l feel horribly
guilty about going off like this and leaving your@gand it's such a
lovely day too.'

'‘Don't feel guilty," he told her, kissing her gently. "W$hould you?'

'‘Perhaps because | know you don't really like magyavith your
brother.'



He pulled a face. 'l made that pretty obvious, dithh he admitted.
'‘But please don't let it bother you, Isobel, I'nt neally jealous of
Luke.'

'l should think not," Isobel told him hastily, few) nevertheless an
irrepressible skip of excitement at the prospec¢hefday before her.

'l know | don't have to be,' he said, and put aharher face, smiling.
'l know you'll come back to me,' he added softly.

'Of course | will.'
.'Are you quite happy working for Luke?"

The question was unexpected at this moment, althdwgas not the
first time he had asked it, and she hesitated bednswering.Yes,|
quite like working for him,' she said. 'lt's venteresting and not too
hard work, not in the usual sense of the word. &@keseldom any
hurry for anything and I can do it in my own timglang as | get it
done, he doesn't seem to mind how. It's not hardkwove no
complaints on that score.'

'‘On what score, then?' he asked, and she laughgolosing she had
made it sound rather as if there were other grofordsomplaint.

'‘No score at all," she assured him hastily. 'I'eegnumbles about
anything, Nigel, so | suppose | must like workiog him.'

‘That was one of the things that worried me at,fire admitted, and
smiled when she looked at him curiously. 'That yoght get to like
working for himtoo much,' he explained, and she shook her head.

'l shan't,’ she declared firmly, taking his meaning

Nigel sighed. 'l suppose | was taking a bit of arate



asking you to come here,' he said. 'l know it'syydrdcause I'm here
again,' he admitted as if his own doubts embardalsse, 'but Luke's
so—' he shrugged uneasily. 'l don't know - it'sgymhat when I'm
here | begin to believe all sorts of things I'dmally laugh to scorn.'

Isobel looked at him questioningly. '‘Well, if itmwerns your brother
and anything to do with me," she told him, 'you drée believe
anything. No matter how persuasive he is,' sheddde

'It's not persuasion so much I'm thinking abow,5hid, and laughed
shortly. 'Oh, it's ridiculous, | know, but sometsnealmost believe
some of that silly nonsense they dabble in. Vanasdaher crew,' he
added by way of explanation, and Isobel lookedlsthr

‘That - that black magic flub you mentioned?' skked, and he
nodded. '‘But, Nigel, you dorielievein that sort of thing, do you?'

"Not when I'm miles away in London,' he said, 'lngre - it's
different, Isobel. You must feel it, even in thegHime you've been
here.' His blue eyes begged for understanding.'tDou feel that
sometimes Luke is - is just that bit too - diffef®n

Isobel shook her head determinedly. 'No. No, Itdhgel. He's just
an ordinary man whose looks give him a slightlyster appearance
at times, that's all." It was not all, by any mearsl Isobel knew it.
Ordinary was certainly not the right word to appgty Lucifer
Bennetti, but she refused to recognize that hisniadble attraction
owed itself to anything other than nature.

They both glanced up, startled, when soft footstepsided on the
paved area outside the french windows and, a sded@&d Lucifer

walked in. He stood just inside the open windows, dark eyes
paying far more lavish homage to her looks thanvaords of Nigel's

haddone, sweeping over her from head to toe ine@peessive look
that brought the colour flooding to her face.



‘Good morning.'

Whether or not Nigel was included in the greetihg,made little
effort to reply to it and it was left to Isobel.d&d morning, Mr.
Bennetti.'

A black brow shot upwards. 'l thought we'd settleat Mr. Bennetti
business yesterday morning,' he said, and Isolaeicgtl hastily at
Nigel before answering.

'l still think—" she began, but was cut short yuget laugh.

'So do |I,' he told her adamantly. 'Lucifer - whethggel likes it or
not. I'm. your boss now and | don't object, so | don't ség Wwe
should.’

Nigel's look of disgust should have made him shrink he merely
smiled, watching Isobel steadily as if he dared tbheargue. Isobel
stayed stubbornly silent for a moment, then sheigdtom her place
beside Nigel, her voice determinedly matter-of-fdth ready when
you are, Mr. Bennetti.'

‘And I'm ready when you decide to be a little miorendly. If you're
going to keep up this boss and secretary game,vikemay as well
stay here and work.'

Isobel looked up at him, trying to judge just hosvisus the threat
was, and one look at the dark face with its javblstunly set was
enough to tell her that he meant exactly what I 53l right,’ she

said shortly. 'Have it your way, Lucifer.’

He grinned. 'l usually do,' he told her with suctalbashed, pleasure
at the fact that, had it not been for Nigel's bl&ckvn, she thought
she would have laughed at the sheer impudence of it



Isobel smiled down at Nigel, grumpy-looking in bigir, and bent to
kiss him beside his mouth. 'Good-bye, Nigel, | wysln could come
too.'

'‘Good-bye.' He released her hand reluctantly. "Take.' It was a
vague warning, but it sent a swift unexpected shaeng her spine
as she stepped out into the sunshine with his &rotallowing his
long-legged stride out to where he had parkeddnis c

It was, she thought as he helped her into theacaghicle typical of
him. It was long, sleek and shiny and looked haot 1@a in the bright
sun. Not quite respectable was the term that camarid, although
she dismissed it hastily as not only fanciful bdiculous.

He slid his long legs under the steering wheel tanded to look at
her inquiringly. ‘Do you mind the top being down?'

Isobel shook her head, anticipating the welcomeedwetheir
movement would raise. 'Not at all,’ she saidl. H€lnice and cool, and
it's very hot at the moment."

He slammed the door shut with an apparently satismile. 'Good. |
had a nasty suspicion you might turn out to betehbase flower.’

‘Well, I'm not," she said firmly. 'l quite enjoygmod blow with the
wind through my hair, especially when it's likasittoday. It's really
lovely.'

He looked at her golden-fair hair shining richlytie sun and smiled.
'l agree,' he said, deliberately misunderstandiitg. very lovely
loose like that.' Isobel did not answer, she saithing, but merely
lifted her face to the breeze as they turned oth@®fshort drive and
on to the road.

She had to admit as they drove along that she tigbfg enjoyed the
ride in the open car. The wind they created litbhed long hair from



her neck and made her thankful she had thoughe#tr sun-glasses.
Dusty green leaves in the hedgerows flicked andlgdias they
passed and dappled the car and their faces witlii¢ating shadows.

She even found herself relaxing completely in tbepdcomfortable
seat, her head back the better to catch the besszskimmed above
the windscreen, she even took advantage of hiscpupation with
driving to study her companion, the dark, Mephiktpan features,
S0 appropriate to his unusual name, and the thadkkhair blowing
wildly awry in the wind and adding to the overdfeet of turbulence.
There seemed always to be an air of unrest abouytgerhaps even
excitement and she had never yet been quite atveieisénim, no
matter how she tried.

He drove well, but with the same rakish air that breught to

everything else he did, although she was pretty that some of it at
least was put on with the idea of showing off to. f@n second
thoughts the idea of his even bothering to showmfier made her
smile ruefully, thinking herself unobserved.

‘You're smiling like a little pussy,' he told h&rrning suddenly, and
she looked startled at having her reverie brokem iWhat are you so
pleased with yourself for?'

'l don't know that I'm pleased with myself aboutythmg in
particular,’ she denied, certainly not preparedetchim know the
reason for her smile.

'You looked it,' he told her.
‘Well, I'm not.'

He cocked a dark brow at her momentarily, seekiegrkaction.
'You looked rather like a bewitching little sorcesewho's well
pleased with her latest spell. A sort of prettilgiqed look.'



'‘Nothing of the sort,' Isobel denied, her heartgratg uneasily when
she remembered Nigel's words about him being mbas just
different. His interest in witchcraft, she told ®elf, had nothing to
do with his remark to her, it was nothing but callence and she was
letting Nigel's rather unreasonable suspicionsafiton her. 'l - |
can't think why you should make so much of a pésfecatural
reaction to a lovely day,' she told him.

'l ordered this lovely day especially for you,'inarmed her, flicking
a crooked smile at her over one shoulder.

She made a face over the boast and smiled, albigileauneasily.

"You must have a lot of influence with the weath®&n,’ she said,
staring at the rugged, dark profile as his laugivesbd down her
spine like a trickle of icy water.

'You'd be surprisedshol have influence with," he told her softly, anc
turned his black eyes on her briefly.

"No, | wouldn't, not really,’ she denied. 'l imagiyou're very good at
making things go your way.'

He laughed. "You really believe that, don't you?'
'Yes.'
‘Do you mind telling me why?'

She looked at him uneasily, wondering if he wasaaly laughing at
her. There was a hint of smile at the corner ofsdee mouth, but his
eyes were fixed straight ahead and half hidderobg lashes, so she
could not tell for certain. She shook her head.

'l don't know; | just think imaginethat you're strong-willed enough
to get your own way, that's all.'



That was not all, she thought wildly, as Nigel'srdghammered
away again at her brain and her pulses throbbkdraemple and the
wrists of her hands clenched tightly in her lap.eikwhe bright
sunlight and her own common sense could not entdisimiss that
sense of slightly sinister unreality he gave hed she started almost
visibly when he appeared to follow her thoughts.

‘Are you interested in witchcraft, Isobel?’

'‘No! No, of course not, why do you ask?'He shruggédust
wondered. A lot of people round here are.'

'l don't take it as very much of a compliment tigati think me a
witch,' she told him.

'l didn't say you were,' he denied. 'But you'd medther a pretty
witch if you were.' She looked at him suspiciowshyg, as if he sensed
her gaze, he turned his head again briefly andesimif very pretty
witch,' he said softly.

'l haven't the least desire to be a witch, thank'yahe informed him.
'Pretty or otherwise - even if | believed in sulkimgis, which | don't.'

He was silent for a second or two and she watdieedark face from
under her lashes, curious now to see how he wealct.r'Oh, but you
should," he told her solemnly, at last. 'Especiadlyhis part of the
country.'

'‘Well, | don't." She felt far less certain abouh#n she sounded.
'‘But you get a little cold shudder every time ®ntioned,' he
guessed, and laughed softly at the swift, suspsciook she gave
him.

‘You're - you're wrong, | don't.’



‘No? O.K., have it your way.'

‘Nigel told me you belong to a - a club or somaihtinat believes -
studies witchcraft,’ she ventured, wondering if glees treading on
too delicate ground after her brave assertion ebalief, but he
appeared unconcerned.

‘The Elgin Circle,' he said. 'lt's a giggle.'
'‘But some of them take it very seriously, don'ytie

'‘Oooh, my goodness, yes!' He grinned at her bri&fhe rest of them
are very serious indeed about it all.'

‘But you don't believe in it?'

'l didn't say that, | try to keep an open mind oostncontroversial
subjects like that. | just believe in enjoying miysthat's all, instead
of being gloomy about it.'" He laughed again, anobé$ could

imagine how much his light-hearted attitude woulth@y those

serious students of the occult. 'In fact,’ he addeth some

satisfaction, 'l think they'd throw me out if thégre, but | have the
edge on them, of course, and they're cautious amually sending
me packing.' ‘Oh?’

He turned a wry smile on her briefly. 'Well, wouldyou think twice
about giving Lucifer his marching orders from aderof witches?'
he asked.

That involuntary shiver slid along Isobel's spigaia. 'It's nonsense,
she insisted.

‘You just wait," he chuckled, 'Vanessa will conanmu. If anyone
can, she will!"



Isobel frowned. 'l don't want to be convinced,' aksured him. 'lI've
told you, | don't believe in such things.'

She was curious because his apparent reluctardisrtuss it all as
nonsense both puzzled and, to a certain extenybled her.
'Forewarned is forearmed,' he told her. ‘At least ghould know
something about it as you're likely to be invohatdsome time or
other.’

She stared at him, certain he meant what he saidstarcely

believing he could. 'l have no intention of beimyalved,’ she

declared, trying to steady her voice so that heldvoat suspect the
way her hands trembled and her heart raced.ti€snonsense in this
day and age. It's all ancient history and ther@'gaod can come from
raking over old ashes.’

Surprisingly he laughed. 'When talking about wigshlbe informed
her, 'that's rather an unfortunate turn of phresg, it?'

‘You know what | mean,' she said, and was surptisdear herself
sounding almost apologetic.

‘Yes, | know what you mean,' he admitted. 'And vegeare.’'

He turned the car into a field, presently doingychg a car park, and
Isobel's eyes widened when she saw the numberhef ofars and
other vehicles of every sort already parked th8he had expected
nothing as big as this, not nearly so many peopds.eand she saw
Lucifer recognize her surprise with a smile.

Another gate gave access to the showground proglezady
swarming with people, most of them much too waroiad for the
weather and looking uncomfortably hot. It was mgagrs since she
had visited a country show like this and she brhtim the hot,
humid scents reminiscently.



There was always a special sort of smell pecutiaauich gatherings
and it seemed universally the same, a smell shkl ceyver quite
analyse. Crushed dry grass, hot engine oil and stk
predominated, with the whole overlaid with too mualarm
humanity in too small an area. But there was aesefikveliness and
excitement that Isobel responded to as they maglelay through
the crowd.

'Is there anywhere you'd like to go first?' Lucifasked, rather
surprising her by consulting her.

Isobel shook her head, content to follow his léladon't mind in the
least,' she told him. "You know your way arounddzethan | do, |
expect.’

'‘Possibly,' he allowed, and put a hand under haras they made
"their way past a display of farm machinery. 'l d@uppose you're
interested in tractors and combine harvesters &tard, are you?' She
shook her head, and he smiled down at her. "Yoo'td&kpect so

many people, did you?'

'It's very much bigger altogether than | expectsiog' admitted, and
looked up at him curiously. 'You seem to have sohse in mind,’

she told him as he led her unhesitatingly alongheW¥ are we
heading?'

'For the horses,' he grinned. "You like horses;tqou?'

She blinked surprise at the accuracy of his gu¥ss, as a matter of
fact I'm very fond of horses of all sorts, but-'

His laugh cut her short. 'First lesson in undextag witchcraft
among other things,' he told her, 'is a basic kedgeé of psychology.
| watched your reaction when | mentioned horses lasdw the
tell-tale look in your eyes that gave me the cltéhadn't seen it I'd



have tried sheep, pigs and cows in that ordertheubdds were pretty
short on me being right first time.'

So that, Isobel thought wryly, was how he couldaapptly follow
her thoughts with such accuracy. How he had be&ntalimpress
her with his talk about witches so closely follogrion her own
thoughts about his association with the occulthbié seen and noted
her reaction to being-called a bewitching littlecgyess and taken it
on from there. He was right, psychology was thesbhafshe seeming
mystery and, for the moment, the thought comfoned

‘Very clever,' she told him, eyeing him curiouslgut why this
insistence on witchcraft? It's much too lovely & da think about
spooky, unpleasant things like that.’

He shrugged. 'Just in case,' he said, and a molakentlaughed.
‘Come on, let's go and find your horses.'

It surprised Isobel how many people he seemed tovkmntil she
remembered that he had spent a good deal of haholod here, and
that he still lived among the same people now aiad therefore
completely at home. Also, despite his dark, foreaggpearance, he
fitted into his surroundings surprisingly well, tagtter than she could
imagine Nigel doing. Nigel always seemed so vergimaitown man,
whereas Lucifer's dark face was much less notieealviong all the
weather-beaten, well-tanned faces of the countoplee

He wore no jacket and his shirt was open at th&,reestrong brown
throat contrasting with fine white cotton. Hot weat suited him and
he looked almost too discomfitingly attractive, wiiag the eyes of
every woman they passed, and taking it all in higles, Isobel

thought wryly.

Her own cheeks were bright with warmth and her ey@ag from
one attraction to another, anxious to miss nothifigere were



side-shows even, in one small section, and a lohgewnarquee
selling refreshments, the latter catching her eyshee realized how
thirsty she was.

'You could do with a drink," Lucifer informed heitlwa smile, and
she nodded.

'‘Psychology again, | suppose,' she guessed, alaaigieed.
‘You arethirsty, aren't you?'

'l am," she admitted, 'and | suppose | betraydy iicking my lips
when | saw the refreshment marquee.’

'‘Exactly," he laughed. '"You learn quickpiccola,’

They sat in the half shade, stealing the edgeetkiadow cast by a
huge oak, the grass cool and soft as they sank dowvio it. Isobel
drank half her drink in one go and sighed her fegit cooled her
dry throat, leaning back on her hands, her legedwp under her.
She glanced up when Lucifer waved a casual hasdrteeone over
near the entrance of the marquee.

The; man he greeted returned the wave and a sdaterdisobel
glanced curiously at Lucifer when he started actiosgjrass towards
them, a big sketch pad tucked under one arm. 'Astarshe asked,
and Lucifer nodded.

'‘And an old acquaintance.' She may have imagined it
but she thought she detected sarcasm in the remark.

The man stopped in front of them, his eyes goirrgpasly to Isobel
before he spoke. 'Hello, Lucifer, long time no See.



'‘Quite a long time," Lucifer admitted, as the nemeo flopped down
in the shade, the sketch pad on his hunched khi@esurprised to
see you here, Gal, | thought country fairs weré aut of your line.'

The shoulders under the rather stained shirt skedighm earning an
honest crust,’ he said wryly. 'Sketching the cowany the general
hoi-polloi alike. A few bob here and there.’

'Oh, | see, you're working.'

‘Uhuh.' The shaggy head nodded. 'l don't know wihe Yovely lady
is, but | could enjoy doing her head.’

Lucifer smiled, casting an oddly proprietorial gtemat Isobel which
she noted with some surprise. 'I'll bet you woublak, | doubt if you
could do her justice in the time you have availablhe waved a
casual hand between the man and Isobel and pedgoeréunctory
introductions. 'Cal; Isobel Hendrix. Isobel; Cak&o

The man's eyes studied Isobel carefully for a sgcoefore he
summoned a dry smile. 'Very nice too," he remarled! Isobel
flushed at the obvious interpretation he put onpnesence there with
Lucifer.

'I'm Mr. Bennetti's secretary,' she informed himd aaw Lucifer's
smile of amusement.

'Oh, | see.' The gaze was even more curious nowdigacetion went
to the wind as he gave voice to what had obviobieBn on his mind
all along. 'l thought you were a little bit outlaicifer's usual line," he
told her bluntly, ‘and much younger too.'" He lookad Lucifer
guestioningly. 'l expected you to be with Vanessausual,' he told
him. 'Is she missing or have you two—?' His hangsead
expressively and Isobel wondered if he too had

origins similar to Lucifer's.



'‘She's in Germany.'

'‘Oh!" Isobel thought he was disappointed and spamgntly, did
Lucifer, for there was a hint of malice in his veiehen he spoke
again.

'‘Disappointed?’ he asked softly, and the artist'sfaice flushed.
'l told you,' he said, 'I'm working; meeting oldefnds is. a bonus.'

Isobel felt uneasy. Obviously the man was an adnafé/anessa
Law's and Lucifer was being rather cruel in taumtirm about it. She
could feel sorry for Cal Ford if he was in competitwith Lucifer for

Vanessa's attention, for he would be formidableosftipn for any
man.

'‘Aah!" The black eyes recognized a half-truth.

The man's restless hands flicked open the sketdhapd he sat
staring at the blank page as he spoke. 'l seld@Vaaessa these
days. She's busy, I'm busy and - well, you knownthg it goes.'

'l know the way it goes,' Lucifer agreed, and addedjuietly that
Isobel only just heard it, 'You're a fool, Cal.'

‘Maybe,' the man shrugged. 'Beggars can't be chmobeat you
wouldn't know, would you?"

'l don't believe in being a beggar,’ Lucifer toldnhquietly but
adamantly. 'If | want anything | go out and gebiif thank God I've
never yet let any woman get under my skin to tRedrd.'

'You're a cocky devil," Cal Ford said bitterly, tduvish | had half
your cheek.'



Lucifer smiled, shaking his head, glancing at I$@bsecond later, as
If he had only now remembered she was there. Noadgtetty child,’

he told him. 'If you're working, you can do a sket¢ her.' The artist
looked at her again with curious eyes .as Lucifafes] at her. 'Show
the man your best sidbella mia.'

The endearment, accompanied by the unexpected stecienned
Isobel for a moment and she stared at him wide-eied you can't
be serious,’ she said at last.

'Of course | am.' The black eyes glittered withglater despite his
claim to be serious, and he put out a hand to eugtnn, turning her
head first this way, then that, his head on one aglhe studied her.
'‘Hmm,' he decided at last. 'Full face, | think,rthewill show your
beautiful eyes.’

'Lucifer—'
'‘Don't argue,' he told her quietly, 'just look &t @nd relax.’

Cal Ford nodded approval, already making the ficdtl lines on the
virgin page of the pad, nodding his head as he egriwhile Isobel
sat as still as she was able, thinking she hadrrfelteso gauchely
uneasy in her life before. Once she moved her msatvertently and
Lucifer's strong fingers turned her head backdmitginal position,
his smile recognizing her embarrassment.

'Sit still,' he told her. 'If you fidget you'll ptthe man off his stroke.'

‘Nearly finished now," Cal Ford said, a smile sythfang with her,
and charcoal flew over the paper, shading and igigtnhg.

Isobel sat as still and patiently as she could, ibideemed an
interminable time before Cal Ford raised his hdwdging the pad
out in front of him as he frowned over the finishedrk. 'Lucifer's
right," he admitted at last, 'l haven't done yaiige.'



Lucifer took the drawing from him, his black eyesirgy from the
original and back to the sketch, his expressiorossble to interpret.
'It's good,' he declared at last. 'It's very gomdi've captured that soft
and lovelylook to perfection. You always managget to the heart
of your subject, don't you, Cal?'

‘Do I?' Cal Ford looked rather surprised at thesgerdl'm glad you're
satisfied.'

'l am, thanks.' He detached the drawing from tleegral handed the
pad back, rolling the sketch into a tube.

Cal Ford looked puzzled. 'It's for you?'
Lucifer nodded. 'Of course, who else?'

The narrow shoulders shrugged again. 'l thoughtght be for Miss
Hendrix herself. | remember doing a drawing onctoidgeat your
request and you declined to have the finished ttheg.' The rather
sad eyes had an envious look. 'You said you drked a drawing
when you had the original,' he added, and IsobeInwadifficulty in
guessing the identity of the subject.

Lucifer smiled, tapping the rolled drawing agaih& chin. 'This is
different,’ he said softly. 'l haven't got the amag of this one - Nigel
has.'



CHAPTER FOUR

LuciFER had promised he would expect her to work extrardool

make up for the time they had spent at the shod |swbel was not
really surprised to find that he had meant it. &atfhe kept her
working late for the next week or more and she beégavonder if he
intended making it a regular thing.

Nigel took her continued long hours as a persoffabra and he

made no secret of his resentment when Lucifer ledchith his

grandmother again one Sunday. Isobel too, had ipegad and she
kept her eyes lowered discreetly when Nigel tackisdrother about
her working late so often.

‘You delight in disrupting people's lives, don'udhe accused, and
Lucifer smiled.

'l didn't know | was doing anything so dramati@'daid. 'Disrupting
people's lives is rather overdoing it, surely.'

'l don't think so,' Nigel argued. "You know Isobpkends her free time
with me and you're just damned selfish enough épkeer late every
night because you know it upsets our plans.’

'l never even gave you a thought,' Lucifer admitikzahdly.

'‘Exactly!" Nigel glared at him so hard that eveobls found it
difficult not to see how self-righteous it made Hook.

‘As for plans—' A black brow arched curiously. 'Goon, Nigel, you
can't possibly go anywhere plastered up like that.’

‘Lucifer!" Mrs. Grayson shook her head at him, lsobel recognized
the customary indulgence even in the reproach.r'bgel has
enough to contend with-without you being so callabeut it.’



'I'm not being callous,' Lucifer protested mildjut wherecanhe go
trussed up like that? I've offered to take himiauhe car to give him
a change of air and environment, but he turnedismbse at the
offer. He won't budge anywhere.'

'It's difficult,’ the old lady told him, seeing h®int of view as usual.
'‘Being driven when you're used to driving can'triech fun.’

It isn't,’ Nigel declared bluntly, 'Especially whée drives like a
maniac in that ghastly little horror of his.'

‘Like a maniac?' The black eyes turned appealitgglgobel and her
heart sank at the prospect of either lying or hgutonside with him
against Nigel. 'Isobel, be honest now, do | drike & maniac?'

She was very tempted to lie, but she knew she woeNer be able to
while he watched her like that, so instead she tid best to
compromise. 'You certainly drive very fast,' shiel sdter a moment's
hesitation, 'but - but you seem to have good chréml suppose it's
safe enough.’

His gaze mocked her reticence and she knew Nigslevan less
pleased with her answer. 'There you are,' Lucdigr him. 'Grudging
admission, but admission just the same.' He loakéus brother, his
eyes wickedly black. 'One thing about my drivinigl lboy," he added
softly, 'at least I'm all in one piece, aren't I?'

'Oh, that was cruel!" Isobel objected, and evereNadinked at the
vehemence of her protest, while Lucifer looked altyusurprised,
the first time she had ever seen such an expreesitiis face.

‘It was unkind, Lucifer," Mrs. Grayson told him.

‘All right, all right!" He held up his hands agnfdefence. 'I'm sorry |
was cruel to poor Nigel and I'm sorry | kept posslel from being
with him. O.K.?'



'Of course.' It was the old lady who answeredHent, only too ready
to accept his apparently sincere apology. ‘No ah@sht against you,
but you really shouldn't make Isobel work so hard so late.'

'l don't think | do," he argued, and Isobel saw streng jaw set

stubbornly. 'l know she works hard, but nod hard, and there may
come a time when there's very little for her tatlall. She has to take
the rough with the smooth, she knows that." Thelb&yes flicked

briefly to his brother before settling on Isobealrious and a little

puzzled. 'Has she been complaining to you?' hedasligel.

'‘No, of course she hasn't,' Nigel said, 'lsobefjs@d worker, but—'
‘Then why try to make her otherwise?' Lucifer inipted.

'l have to agree with Nigel on that point, Lucifédrs. Grayson said,
obviously reluctant to speak her mind. 'Just latgy've kept her
very late and almost every night."'

Isobel noted the barely discernible tightening of Wide straight
mouth as he looked at her. 'Everyone seems to ttnelat you very
badly, Isobel,' he said quietly, the dark eyes cglfimy her to look at
him. 'Haveyouany complaints?’

She felt herself the target for three pairs of epes it was Lucifer's
that still held her gaze. 'No.' She shook her h&édal. | don't mind
having to work late. | - | knew | would have to setimes.’

'‘But not all the time," Nigel insisted, angry besawshe was not
supporting him. 'l scarcely ever see you beforé pedt eight in the
evening now.'

‘But it's not permanent, Nigel." She sought to steentemper she
could see threatening. 'And | do spend everyevenitigyou, which
| never did in town.'



'l know you do, but that was the idea of having yeue, so that |
could see more of you.' The admission sent Lusifelack brows
swiftly upwards and brought a wicked glitter to biges.

'So in other words," he said quietly, 'my need dosecretary was
intended to play second fiddleyourneed to have Isobel within eas)
reach. You wanted her here to soothe your fevered and my
wants came a very poor second. Now | know why watketl me into
taking her on as my secretary.’

‘You knew all along,' Nigel retorted. 'And don't keat sound as if
you were doing me a favour. Yalid need a secretary, and Isobel's
damned good one.’

'l agree,’ Lucifer said, still far less disturbgdtbe argument than his
brother. 'But shés working for me, and she's said she doesn't mi
working late, so | don't see that you've much rdoncomplaint." A
long hand reached out and covered one of Isoliedingers curled
firmly over hers. 'Don't you like working for mesdbel?' he asked
softly.

'Yes, yes, of course | do." She hastily lowereddyas against the
reproach she saw in Nigel's. 'I'm quite happy,'atded, 'and it's very
well paid.’

‘You see?' His shoulders shrugged off any furthecussion along
those lines and the strong fingers tightened lyriedler hers, as if in
thanks. He was, she thought wildly, quite the mm&trushable man
she'd ever met.

Whether he had been influenced after all by hisilfesnremarks,
Isobel did not know, but the next day Lucifer pdlke halt to work
much earlier than usual. She was not sorry ataall despite her



protests that she did not mind working late, sHedlee had been
doing rather too much lately, although she woultdhave said so to

Nigel for anything.

He saw her glance at her watch as she coveregg®wtiter and she
looked at him sharply when he laughed. 'Respectailes today for
a change," he remarked, and Isobel smiled.

'So Nigel's complaintdid have some effect,’ she said.

He shook his head, coming over to perch on the etliger desk as he
often did. 'None at all,’ he denied. 'l don't allomyself to be
influenced by anyone, it just happens to suit mettgou leave early
today.'

'Oh, | see.'

He was watching her, his eyes glittering mischgsha reached out a
hand and brushed back a stray wisp of hair frormleek. 'l expect
you do seebella mia,'he said softly. "You realize who pays the pipe
and therefore calls the tune, don't you?'

Isobel moved away from him, hating the way her heas thudding
wildly against her ribs just because he touched &ed used that
name he often called her, mostly when they weraeld know

you're entitled to call the tune, Lucifer, but Iskiyou wouldn't use
Italian words | don't understand.'

'‘Bella mia?'He smiled obviously with no intention of enlighteg
her until it suited his purpose. 'Why does everycaléyou by your
full name? Haven't you a - a pet name?'

'‘No.' She overlooked a rather unflattering namensitebeen called as
a baby, for it had never been carried over intdtdde. 'I'm always
called Isobel; and | prefer it that way.'



'Never Belle or Bella?'

'‘No, | don't like my name shortened, | prefer iitas

is.'

‘Well, you'll have to bear with me if my more flaoyant tastes lead
me into error sometimes,’ he told her solemnthifik Bella suits you
much better.'

‘It's notmy name.’

He smiled and her pulse quickened alarmingly. iBsis0 much more
descriptive,' he said softly, and laughed whenfshened.

'It's extremely rude to use words you know | domtlerstand,' she
objected.

‘Ah, but knowing you,piccola. you'd probably take even more
exception if youdid understand,' he told her. "You're such a prop
little creature, aren't you?' He lifted her chitwone hand and spoke
so close to her mouth that his breath was warmeotifs. Bella,' he
said softly, and in a gentle, liquid accent that cliazy things to her
pulse.'Bella, bella, bella.'

'Please don't!" She brushed away his hand anddummeface away,
clasping her hands tightly to stop them trembling.

'‘Don't you want to know what it means?' he teagred,she shook her
head.

'l don't suppose you've the slightest intentiotetling me,' she said,
trying hard to ignore the watching eyes. 'And I'at sure | want to
know anyway.'



'‘But I'd love to tell you, if | can be sure you vitlake offence in your
funny puritan little way and slap my face for payiryou a
compliment.’

'l am not puritan,’ Isobel objected indignantlyod can you say
that?' She looked down at the papers on her deskeumgly.
'‘Besides,' she confessed cautiously, 'l - | thihkeve some idea what
it means.'

'Of course you have,' he told her, and she fe# Barwas laughing at
her although she dared not look at him to make. dtiraeans pretty
and beautiful, everything that describe you soqumtly, bella mia.’
He spoke softly and, almost unwillingly, she turrtesl head and
looked at him. "You're well named, little Bella.'

'I'm not named Bella, I'm Isobel," she insisted,Jwece barely under
control.

‘To me you're—' He shrugged his shoulders and dpnesahands,
deliberately Italian, she suspectd&klla mia.'

'l do know whatmia means, Lucifer, and that definitely doesn
apply.' She busied herself in an attempt to restorenality, tidying
her desk as best she could for his being seatdd then she picked
up her handbag, ready to go. 'Now,' she told himeting his eyes
with difficulty, 'if there's nothing else, I'll go.

The black eyes mocked her. 'Go by all means,' kit aad leaned
forward as she brushed past him on her way'Gido, bella mia.'

It was no time to stay and argue the rights andhgsaof anything,
she decided, and instead walked to the door anthtauthe tiny hall.

She was just in time to see the front door opensarwwdman come in.
She made her entrance with all the self-confiderieeregular visitor
and Isobel felt her hands tighten involuntarily wishe realized who



the caller must be, and why she had been ) alldwéshve so early
today.

Despite Nigel's rather lurid description of Vaneksav, Isobel was
not prepared for quite such a striking appearanod, she felt a
strange chill of uneasiness when the odd, almdkiweyes looked
at her coolly.

She was several inches taller than Isobel andasia lath with jet
black hair piled on top of her head in a style stauld have been
much too severe for her sharp features but whrchadt, added in
some odd way to her exotic looks. Even on thisttrend sunny
August day she wore a very dark dress, Isobel coatidbe sure of its
actual colour in the shady hallway, which made &gpear even
taller.

'‘Good evening.'! Some gesture of acknowledgment cailed for,
Isobel thought, and she tried a half-smile.

Whether the other woman would have answered owastopen to
discussion, but almost at once Lucifer came owattiné hall and took
charge of the situation with his usual aplombhdught it might be
you,' he told the visitor. 'You're early.’

As a welcome it could have been said to lack waiamith her mouth,
surprisingly full-lipped in the thin face, poutedproach before she
tip-toed and kissed him. 'Flattering as ever,'sshé. 'Youarea brute,
Lucifer.'

He ignored the reproach and turned to smile atelsaiready part
way out of the front door. 'Van, this is Isobel ldar; Isobel -
Vanessa Law.'

Isobel proffered a hand, ready to be sociable aghoa shiver ran
through her, which she firmly quelled, when the ,odatlike eyes



swept over her insolently. ‘Miss Law,' she murmuneat noticing
until it was too late the wide gold ring on theath left hand.

Her proffered hand was ignored and instead a bodfof the black
head acknowledged her existence reluctantiyts. Law,' she
corrected her coolly, and looked up at Lucifer stispsly. 'Someone
said you had a new secretary,' she said, and mabeind like an
accusation.

'‘News gets around.' He acknowledged the fact witmde. 'It's
amazing, isn'tit?' The look he gave her told hainpy enough that he
guessed Cal Ford to be her informer. 'Especiallgrahe County
Show.'

‘Cal told me,' she informed him defiantly.

'‘Of course.' Isobel felt horribly superfluous stawgdthere, but it
would be difficult to just leave without saying @hwg further.

‘Youdidn't say anything,' Vanessa Law accused, anddrsmiled.

'l saw no reason to tell you that | had a new $anyg he told her. 'My
business arrangements don't usually concern ydign't see why
Isobel's arrival should." That, Isobel thought, hwiudden and
startling insight, was completely untrue. He hatardy known that
Vanessa Law would hate the idea of her being thetreut in a hasty
appearance when he heard the two of them togethke ihall.

'If you needed a new secretary,' Vanessa told thiemcat-like eyes
sweeping over Isobel chillingly, 'l could have folyou a much more
suitable one if you'd told me.’

'More suitable?' Such innocenbad to be assumed, and Vaness
Law recognized it too and frowned.



You should have had someone older like Mrs. Lonsa®, informed
him shortly. 'This one's far too young.'

She would not, Isobel thought, even give her theebeof a name
and she looked at Lucifer, wondering what his rieactvould be.
‘There's no law against young secretaries thaowkof,' he told her
quietly, 'and Isobel's very efficient.’

'Hmm.' Vanessa could see the argument alreadyirsfjgway from
her and decided to make the best of whatever psiverhad over
him. She pushed an arm through his and looked bprather mouth
pouted in reproach. 'l wasn't aware that efficiemtgrested you to
that extent,’ she told him, 'but if it does, I'nmyefficient too, aren't |,
darling?'

‘Very,' he agreed amiably and with a smile thabgeezed surrender.
'‘Vanessa,' he explained for Isobel's benefit, 'mingry prosperous
antique business in town.'

'l know," Isobel said. 'Nigel told me.’

The yellow-coloured eyes narrowed. 'Nigel?' sheiigdelooking to
Lucifer for explanation.

'Isobel," Lucifer explained, 'used to work for Fiesg) Nigel's firm.'
'‘Oh, | see.’

Lucifer laughed, evidently enjoying the situatidill. bet you don't,’
he declared. 'Isobel caught the directorial eyelevbine was there
and, since he's been laid up after his crashpke’s pining for her so
much that he talked me into taking her on as myesag.'

Isobel flushed, looking at him with reproachful syé’ou weren't
obliged to take me on, Mr. Bennetti,' she told Hinuasn't desperate
for work. | already had a perfectly good job atrirss.'



'Oh, | don't regret taking you on," he said, hia ggunting her for her
touchiness. 'As | said, you've very efficient amadi'ye much, much
prettier than Tottie Lomas.'

The latter definitely did not please Vanessa Lavd she pursed her
full lips doubtfully. 'What happened to Lomas?' sisked. "Why did
you get rid of her, Lucifer?'

Lucifer shrugged. 'l didn't, she left.’
'She left?' She looked as if she found that hatzkti@ve. 'But why?'

'If it matters,' he informed her with a grin, 'seed she'd had enough
of me. She couldn't stand the pace.' He lookesbdiel and smiled. 'It
gets pretty hectic at times, doesn't it, Isobel?’

‘At times,' she agreed, feeling uneasy each tirosetlstrange eyes
came in her direction.

'‘Despite  her fairy-tale princess looks," Lucifer nive on,
making-things worse, 'l think Isobel's made of rserstuff, aren't
you, bella mia?'

Why, oh, why, Isobel thought wildly when she sae tither woman
frown, did he have to use that endearment when 8&nkaw was
there? It was just about the most indiscreet thimgould have done,
and Isobel felt a sudden, urgent desire to fleaytoas far away from
there as fast as her legs would take her. Theresaragthing about
Vanessa Law that gave her a cold feeling in thefgher stomach and
she wondered why Lucifer did not realize it and d&eh more

discreetly. Except, of course, that it was the gbsituation he would
probably enjoy.

'If - if you'll excuse me,' she said, glancing at tvatch, 'l'll go now.
Nigel's expecting me as soon as I've had dinnke.'c®sed the door



hastily behind her and hurried away, trying nohéar the cool hard
voice of Vanessa Law raised in protest as she went.

‘Lucifer, she's too young, get rid of her.'

Gradually Nigel was getting about a little moreteday, although he
had still to take care and not overdo the time hs @n his feet, and it
would be a long time yet before he was completiélgdain. It was
the cool of the evening and the last of the redrsamsun gave a
curiously unreal look to the soft green hills ahé toy village of
stone cottages tucked away in their shelter.

The garden sloped a little at the very end and fiware it overlooked
a scene so beautiful it was breathtaking, a scaoteel felt she would
never tire of. She walked slowly beside Nigel adbbkbed along on
crutches, breathing heavily from the exertion.

'‘Am | going too fast?' she asked, and he shookduasl.
'‘No, no, I'm fine, thanks, even though | am puffilkg an old man.’

'If you'd use that wheelchair,’ Isobel told him floe umpteenth time,
'l could push you and save you all this exertion."'

'‘Well, | won't." He looked stubborn. 'l refuse ®fushed about like a
baby in a pram or an old grandpa. I'll go underowwy steam or not at
all.’

Isobel smiled. 'All right, obstinate, but don't dadidn't offer.’

He leaned forward, awkwardly because of the cr#tchad kissed
her cheek. 'l know I'm stubborn, darling, but lehbeing dependent
on anyone at all, and most of all you.'



'‘Why most of all me?' she asked.

'‘Because you're special. | want to do things far, ymt the other way
round.'

'You do do things for me,' she laughed. 'And itkgdooth ways, you
know. | like to do things for you too.'

He stopped, perching rather precariously on a l@al. W.et's take a

breather,' he suggested. 'I'm sure it's furthénéoend of the garden
now than it used to be.' He took her hands anegulér down beside
him and Isobel felt her blood stirring uneasilywatat she saw so
unmistakably in his eyes. '"Yoare special, you know,' he told her
softly. "You're very, very special, Isobel.’

She shook her head, uncertain if she wanted hilmetso serious.
With Nigel there would be no light-hearted flirtings with Lucifer;
Nigel was much too serious about everything to igelin anything
so frivolous.

'I'm just a girl,’" she told him lightly. 'A modeedy good secretary and
fairly good-looking, so I've been told, nothingsmecial.'

‘You are to me.' He leaned across and kissed hethmlois blue eyes
looking incredibly dark, almost as black as Lucgen the red light of
the dying sun. 'You're beautiful, Isobel, you'radngul, my darling.'

His choice of words again reminded her of Lucifed &he hastily
dismissed the memory of that idiotic discussionuabdoer name.
‘You're very flattering,' she told him, smiling gismfor Nigel would

be easy to hurt, she thought. She brushed a fatlaof from his

forehead, sensing him far less sure of himself thlam had ever
known him and wondering at the change. The sefficgent business
executive apparently had quite a lot of the schmplh him still and

at the moment he looked a lot less than the tweintg-years he
claimed.



'I'm not being flattering at all," he declared. tivare beautiful and I'm
more than half in love with you already. A few matays in this
witching country with you and I'll be completelyder your spell.'

The words reminded her of Vanessa Law and she sbfbthe scene
they recreated, smiling to take the edge off herd&o'l don't want
you to fall in love with me," she told him, and sdwn frown
suspiciously. 'l - | want to be fancy-free for qua few more years yet
and see something of the world.'

‘You're not thinking of leaving me?' he asked, ahd shook her
head.

'‘Not yet awhile," she denied. 'But | don't wantlie tied down
anywhere yet, it's too early.’

He sighed, lifting her hands to his lips in an ymsstedly romantic
gesture. 'l suppose I'm being selfish,' he allowéolu're very young
and I've never quite realized it tin til now. Hovd @re you, Isobel?’

She remembered Vanessa Law's last words as shedialkay from
Lucifer's cottage earlier, telling him that she was young to be his
secretary, and wondered why Nigel too had raisedjtiestion of her
age.

She pulled a face at him. 'That's not a questigerdgleman would
ask,' she said. 'And you of all people shdutdwhow old | am. You
interviewed me, or have you forgotten?'

'‘No, of course | haven't forgotten." He frownedtlmought for a
moment. ‘'Let me see, you came to us straight fronod, didn't
you?'

'‘Secretarial college,’ she corrected him, and ledgtat his
concentration. 'That was four years ago,' she predppand | was
eighteen then, so you work it out from there.'



'Is it possible it's four years ago?' he askegkriember it very well,
actually, but it doesn't seem so long ago as tnemember | thought
you were an enchanting little creature, even thed, | grudged old
Pogson having you for his secretary.’

'He frightened me to death,' Isobel confessed liagih 'And so did
you, that first day.’

'But not now.'
'‘Oh no, not now.'

''d hate to think you looked on me as as ogrelmfss, even if | am a
bit stuffy at times, and | am, aren't |1?

'‘No, not stuffy,' she denied. 'Just serious.'

His eyes studied her closely in the fading lighigl &he thought he
had been reminded of something. 'Luke's neverystuuppose, is
he?' he asked at last, and Isobel hesitated bgfi@ranswered.

'‘No, he's never stuffy, but then he's seldom serasiher.’

'Hmmm. He let you leave at a reasonable hour tonigé said. 'Did
you demand to go or did he have a change of heart?'

'Neither - he had a date.’

'‘Oh? That early?' He was obviously curious anddba@as nothing
loath to enlighten him as they started walking agdown towards
the grassy slope at the end of the garden.

'l met Vanessa Law as | came out,' she told hims.'"Maw, although
you'd omitted to tell me that.'

‘Sorry. Did you call her Miss?'



'l did, and was put firmly in my place for my pains | don't think
she liked me very much.'

He glanced at her face and shrugged as best he:foothe impeding
crutches. 'She wouldn't," he stated bluntly.

'‘She's very striking, isn't she?'

‘Very,"' Nigel agreed wryly. 'How did she strike You"You told me
she gave you the creeps,' Isobel reminded him, I'anthclined to
agree with you. | felt cold shivers all over me wishe looked at me.
She really is a remarkable-looking woman and thdkese strange-
looking eyes have to be seen to be believed.’

‘Theyare yellow, aren't they?"

Isobel nodded. 'Although they're more amber thanahgellow, |
suppose, to be honest." She smiled ruefully. "€hgptation to liken
her to a witch, knowing what | know about her,lie@st irresistible.’

‘Isn't it, though?'

‘The last thing | heard her saying as | came awam fthe house,’
Isobel told him, ‘was that Lucifer should get ridhee because | was
too young.' Try as she would to conceal it theres \aa edge of
anxiety on her voice when she asked the questidiii. e, do you
think?'

Nigel shook his head. 'Not Luke," he said withaatly. 'Especially if
Vanessa was issuing orders, as she has a haloitngf. d thought she
would have known him well enough by now, he digsheels in hard
if there's any suggestion of beitgd to do anything. He's a terrible
autocrat, he always was even as a boy. | suppogetket from his
father.'



Isobel could not disguise her interest, no mattav Bhe tried. 'Was
he an autocrat?' she asked.

'So | understand,' Nigel said, and pulled a fdcuppose he still is.
Count Giulio Giovanni Giuseppe Bennetti of the PataBennetti,
Rome. Does that answer your question?'

Isobel laughed. 'No wonder Lucifer has such illasiof grandeur,’
she said. 'l suppose they're not really illusi@ms,they? Does he ever
see his father?' she added, her curiosity thorqughdbused, and
Nigel laughed shortly.

"Not lately,’ he told her. 'The last | heard theras a new and very
beautiful young Contessa and - like father” lika.d48apa Bennetti's
not likely to put his young Contessa in the wayterhptation by
asking Luke to visit.'

"No," Isobel admitted thoughtfully. 'l can see hewn't if he's a
wise man.'

'l don't know about wise,' Nigel demurred, 'butrhest be quite an
old man by now.'

'Oh, really? | hadn't realized that. The Count y@g - your mother's
first husband, wasn't he?"

'Yes.' He frowned as he always did when he wasneeai that his
father had not been first. 'Gran knows all the sbdetails, of course,
and I've heard them at various times through tlaesydother eloped
with Bennetti when she was only seventeen and lsenwarly thirty.

Luke was born less than a year later and the wthalg only lasted
about five years, then she divorced him and mamgdather.’

'‘Mrs. Grayson was telling me about your fathegbid said, seeking
a more popular subject. '‘Apparently Andy Frome wdsg name in
motor-racing at one time, although it was beforetime, of course.’



'He was a very big name,' Nigel agreed, with a wbteride for the

father he could scarcely have known. 'He was shewdigh to think
of his family's future too and he started Fromeikegring as a sort
of insurance for when he retired. The only troulées he didn't live

long enough to retire.’

'It was a chance he took in his profession,’ Isshgl softly. 'l expect
he knew that and left the firm for you when you &veld enough.’

‘Yes.' He sighed. 'l would rather have liked todh&mown him a bit
better, though.' He sat down gratefully on a rowgloden seat under
a tree, his eyes on the distant hills that weréalhaglisappearing in
the dying light. 'l sometimes wish I'd had the mete follow in his
footsteps,' he said slowly, 'but as you see, Itcaren handle an
ordinary, everyday car without bashing it and miysepieces.’

'‘Not quite to pieces,' Isobel smiled. "You're grgfton famously now,
Nigel, aren't you?'

'l feel a lot better,' he agreed, and reached éorhands as she sal
down beside him. 'That's largely due to having lgere,' he told her.
'It was a stroke of genius on my part, getting tfwat job with Luke.'

'Yes, yes, it was.' She too gazed out at the fssipdearing hills,
watching the colour of the sky change from redumpfe, and not for
anything would she have let him know the brief gjatthat popped
into her head and was hastily dismissed. The thotingh evidently
he shared none of Count Bennetti's qualms abaostiriguher in close
proximity to Lucifer.



CHAPTER FIVE

IsoBELwas thinking one evening of her dinner. It wagseearly and
it would be some time yet before she was allowdddwe, but it had
seemed such a long day today and she would begleshyof the half
hour or so of relaxation that would follow her mda¢fore she was
expected to go over to the house and see Nigel.

It had been so sultry all day, not pleasantly wdmm heavy and
oppressive and, even with the windows wide openydlom seemed
close and airless. She finished the page she wasgtyand looked
across hopefully at Lucifer, disconcerted to fimeh kvatching her.

'‘Have you had enough for today?' he asked, runamingnd through
his hair, and Isobel nodded.

'It's so terribly hot," she complained, 'and theeems to be not a
breath of air anywhere.’

He stretched lazily. 'It'll probably thunder befdhe night's out,' he
guessed. 'It feels like it.'

'‘Don't youknow?'she asked, remembering his claim to have ordel
the fine weather especially for the County Show.

‘Not this time," he admitted. 'But I'm pretty swe're in for a storm.’

Isobel shuddered. She knew she was an abject cawardrankly
admitted it, but thunderstorms had always terrified ever since she
was a child, and no amount of logical explanatioragle a scrap of
difference. Not that she made an exhibition of &lén§ there were
other people around, but if she was alone she alWwalyher head and
let her shaking limbs have their way.

'l hope you're wrong,' she told him.



He cocked a black brow at her curiously. "You'ré¢ soared of
thunderstorms, are you?'

Isobel hesitated before admitting it. "Yes, as &enaf fact | am. Oh,
don't worry,' she added hastily, 'l don't go béesarmake a fool of
myself, not when anyone's around to see me anyway.'

'‘But you don't like it when you're alone?'
'I'm petrified, an absolute coward.'

Surprisingly he seemed more interested than sdoasushe had
expected him to be, and he leaned back in his ¢batatch what
breeze there was from the open window behind Nifthy?' he asked.
'l mean what actually frightens you?"

She shrugged, looking a little shamefaced for lpadmitted it. 'l
don't know, | wish I did, then perhaps | could dongthing about it.’

‘What do you do when you're alone?’
She pulled a wry face. 'Hide my head.’
‘Under the pillows?"

'‘Anywhere that shuts out the noise and the flashéghtning. | told
you, I'm a dreadful coward.'

'‘Oh well,' he cast a speculative eye at the brakgyoutside, 'let's
hope it keeps fine for you.'

She echoed the hope fervently and picked up payokecarbon to start
another page. 'lt may not come to anything,’ sitk sa



'l thought we agreed we'd finished for today,' &iel sgetting up and
coming to perch, inevitably, on her desk. 'Take geagper out again
and pack up, it's much too hot to work."

Isobel glanced at her watch. 'lt's rather earhg' said, willing to be
persuaded, and he laughed.

‘You're a glutton for work, aren't you?' he asKeah surprised Nigel
wanted to part with you.'

'‘Well, he didn't exactly part with me, did he?' sisked.

He pulled a wry face at her. 'No, the crafty so-aagbulled a fast one
there. He wanted his cake and eat it too.' Thekbéges twinkled
wickedly. 'Not that | blame him in the least, i&rynice cake.'

‘That wasn't his only reason for getting me helee' protested. 'You
wanted a secretary, after all. You'd driven the fpa®r woman half
out of her mind. Besides,' she added practicalys is very much
better paid.’

‘Little mercenary,' he teased. 'Is that the onisom you came?'

She looked at him for a moment. 'The main one,'sshé at last.
‘Although | like being near Nigel, of course.’

'Of course,' he echoed. 'But you realize that legjiect you to go
back to Frome's when he does, don't you?'

It was something that had often crossed her mimcksshe had been
there. What would happen when Nigel was well enaogteturn to
London himself, whether he would expect Isobel aot@p. Almost
certainly he would, she thought, and wonderedef\shs prepared to
go when she had so much to give up. Not only wassh&ary
considerably more, but she also had the littleagatto herself and at
far less rent than she had been paying for her sonrhondon.



'l - I don't think he will,' she denied, so obvibusot believing it that
he laughed.

'You know damn well he will,' he told her, and ardha brow in
guery, a query she forestalled.

‘Well - well, maybe he will,;’ she allowed hastilgut it's logical
really, | suppose.'

He was still, she saw, going to ask her. 'Will gy Isobel?'

It was a difficult question to answer at any tinmel garticularly so
with that black-eyed gaze seeming to look right inér. 'l -1 don't
know.' 'Ah, | suppose it depends,' he said mockirag if he guessed
her reasons for hesitating.

She lifted her chin, her eyes glistening darklywdulddepend,' she
told him.

'On what else he offers?"

The jibe angered her and she clenched her hantisegmapers she
was tidying. 'l don't know what you mean by thahé said, 'but |
don't like the way you said it.'

‘Sorry about that, but you do know what | meanty'dgou?’
‘No, | don't.

'‘Oh, come on,' he said. "You know he's goo-eyed poe.'
‘That's not-'

'‘He might marry you,' he guessed, giving her naetim finish her
protest. 'In fact I'm pretty sure he's serious alyou.'



‘Which is more than you ever are about anythiisgpél retorted.

He laughed. 'You don't know me well enough to makrack like
that,bella mia,now do you?'

She made no immediate answer, but was forced tgneze the truth
of the accusation. Considering she spent so mutteofime in his
company she knew really very little about him excelpat Nigel had
told her, and she doubted if she ever would. Heagaanigmatic and
elusive as his notorious namesake.

'‘No, | suppose not,' she admitted at last as shéhpucover on her
typewriter and picked up her handbag. 'lt's hbg'omplained, ‘and
| feel crotchety.’

‘That's painfully obvious.' He got up from her deskl held up a hand
when she would have retorted. 'l suggest we gdiaddurselves a
breeze,' he said. 'Blow ourselves back into samiti a long fast

drive.’

‘But-'

'‘But me no buts,' he told her. 'We'll drive outfas as Reever's
Beacon and back.'

‘It would be lovely and cool,' Isobel said wistfull
‘Then why are you arguing?'
'I-I'm not-I'll let Ni—'

"You'll do no such thing,' he retorted, taking fiemly by the arm.
‘You're not tied to Nigel's apron strings and yon'tihave to report
every move you make to him, so come on.’



'You are abully,' she told him a littte breathlessly as they le# tr
cottage and walked out to his car. 'An absoluté/bul

'l also eat pretty blondes for breakfast," he imied her, and leered
horribly as he half pushed her into the car.

Isobel looked at him loftily. 'l can believe itlies retorted.

It was beautifully cool driving along and, desplegel's scornful
reference to his maniacal driving, Isobel had nalaps at all for her
own safety. He was a skilful driver, the strongvanchands firmly in
control and taking no chances although they wexeetling fast to
create a breeze. The lanes were quiet and themedero other
traffic about at all. She had little time to notibe countryside flying
past, but sightseeing was not the object of thmirrjey, just the
creation of a cool breeze, and she leaned backhbkad and
half-closed her eyes to make the most of it.

'‘Have you ever been to Reever's Beacon?' he askagectedly, and
grinned at her barely concealed start.

'‘No, no, I've been nowhere except into .Greenlagvtarthe County
Show with you.' She turned her head and lookednatldeily from
under her lashes. 'WhatReever's Beacon?'

He smiled. 'Exactly what it says it is - a beaddne of

those fire-places you find dotted over the landscape original
telephone service, | suppose.'

The idea amused her and she laughed lazily. "Yaplree funny,
aren't you?'

'‘Am |?' He briefly turned his head and grinnedet h



'I mean funny ha-ha, not funny peculiar,’ Isobgllaxed and added,
almost without thinking, ‘Nigel scarcely ever laggh

He smiled, his eyes on the road ahead. 'He alwass avbit of a
sobersides,' he told her. 'That's probably whyhiregks I'm mad.'

‘Doeshe think you're mad?'

'Of course, hasn't he told you?' Another brief grner his shoulder
gave lie to the assertion. 'lt's because I'm net lmmdred per cent
British," he explained solemnly. 'You know the ideall foreigners

are a bit mad.’

‘Do foreigners include Scots?' Isobel asked, anaoieled.
'Of course. Why? Are you one?'
'I'm afraid so.’

He shook his head solemnly over the informatiqeg pursed. Then
I'm afraid your girlish dreams won't materializeara mia. No
wedding bells for you.'

'l wish you'd stop harping on wedding bells,' Idadigected. "What
about you hearing them first - you're a great d&dr than me.’

‘And you're sassy,' he retorted. 'You treat yoderd with respect, my
girl, or you'll be in trouble.’

‘Yes, sir.'
'You needn't go that far, for heaven's sake!
‘Well, youare nearly old enough to be my—"

'If you say it,' he warned, 'I'll tip you out, selp me!'



‘Well, youare,'Isobel insisted, thoroughly enjoying the situation
‘Damn you, stop it, will you!
‘You started it.'

He sighed resignedly. 'So | did," he admitted, '‘uen | wasn't
precocious enough at thirteen and three monthsvamdays to have
fathered you.'

She looked at him a second in silence. 'You're peggise,' she said,
sounding a little breathless and wishing there s@mething she
could do about her heartbeat. 7 didn't know it thas much.'

'l like to keep the record straight." He turned gndned at her and
she found herself smiling in return, a warm glowngimacy adding
to the sun's warmth. 'Anyway,' he added, 'it was weedding bells
we were talking about, not mine. I'm not the mangysort.’

'‘What makes you think that | am?' Isobel asked, lrmdhook his
head, his mouth smiling, although he did not tushead again.

'‘Oh yes,bella mig' he told her softly. You must marry some time
you're too beautiful to be allowed to remain alatigour life.'

'‘Well, I don't know who told you that I'm going noarry Nigel,' she
said, determined not to be defeated. 'The subgschhver even been
raised between us.’

‘Yet,' he added briefly, and Isobel frowned.

'l've no intention of marrying anyone for a longné yet,' she told
him. 'Nigel knows that.’

'He's not a patient man.'



'For heaven's sake, Lucifer, he hasn't easltedme. There's nothing
as serious between us as you seem to think','cslezla

'But there soon will be.'

He sounded so sure that she looked at him for aenbm silence,
then she shook her head, smiling knowingly. 'If 'y@urying to
Impress me with your powers as a forecaster,' gldenim at last,
'you forget you've already told me how it's done.’

'Have 1?'

‘Mmm. It's all done by psychology, according to y¥ou watch for a
word that triggers a reaction, then take it fromréy

You catch on quick, don't you? But how do you khimanaged it in
this case?' he asked. 'lI've not seen Nigel for ri@e five minutes
together unless someone else has been there, arelcgeainly not
discussed his feelings for you.'

‘Then it's probably guesswork,' Isobel retorted.

He shook his head and grinned. 'Nope, you're wrtmg,time it's
genuine seeing-eye stuff. Nigel's going to asktgamarry him much
sooner than you expect.’

She stared at him, suddenly uneasy. 'l - | dorétis®v you can
possibly know that," she told him, and added, ‘ahg are you so
interested anyway?'

'I'm more interested in what your answer will e, 'confessed.

She was quiet again or a bit, thoughtful too, far did not even know
herself what her answer would be. 'I'd need tdkthioout it,' she told
him at last. 'lI'd need to think about it a lot.’



'l hope you will," he said quietly. 'I'd hate teesgou make a mistake,
cara mia.'

Reever's Beacon itself proved not very excitinglatbut the view
from the top of the hill was enchanting and it waseautifully cool.
It was not grand-looking countryside, but prettyd anellow, with
little stone villages cuddled up in the rich oledds that both sheltered
and guarded and looked as if they had been therevier. Some
ancient Cotswold farm-girl could have looked outeafctly this
same scene, unchanged except for the occasiondinglicar
windscreen over on the main road.

They sat, part way down the slope of the hill, aradched the dark
grey threat of clouds roll over the hills and ddvatween them like a
gathering frown, and Isobel shivered at the prasp&their arrival.

The air was heavy with the gathering storm andkslesv that before
nightfall it would break and send her, coward-liteehide her head.
Unless by some chance it came before' she leftINagel then it
would not be so bad. It was never so bad when sisewth someone.

'‘Here comes your storm,' Lucifer told her, and édrto smile at her.

'l don't think it's funny,' Isobel said. 'Certaimyt if it breaks while
we're up here in the open.'

He grinned widely, his dishevelled hair giving han even more
satanic look than usual. "You can hide your heathgrshoulder,' he
promised. 'l shan't mind.’

'‘Well, | shall." She glanced at the clouds ag&houldn't we go back,
Lucifer, just in case it catches us here? We'veqats.'

'‘We shan't need coats,' he told her, and soundsduably confident
of the fact. 'It won't get here yet. It won't reahfor another three or
four hours yet.'



‘How do you know?'
He shrugged, grinning at her, mocking her feaigidw' he said.

Isobel hugged her knees, shoulders hunched implgtie@h, you
know,'she echoed. 'You know so many things in advara®t gou?
Sometimes | think you reallgre—'

She bit her lip on the preposterous suggestiorhadealmost given

voice to, and he turned his head and looked atdmer,black brow

lifted high into the thick fall of hair on his fanead, his eyes glittering
darkly in the brassy sunlight as if he knew exaathat she had been
going to say. 'l am?" he prompted. 'What amidcola?’

'‘Oh, nothing!" She shook her head, refusing to liokim. It was so
nonsensical it should never have entered her he#ukifirst place,
and yet here; on this ageless, quiet hillside, whibse black eyes
watching her, she could believe almost anythingsids. 'Lucifer,
let's go back, please.'

'Why?'

Almost any other man would have complied with hérap been
anxious to please, but he merely watched hertastifad no intention
of moving until he was good and ready. She flicked an appealing
look, her eyes wide and darkly grey, glancing awggin hastily
when her heart set up a rapid, almost panicky hegdtiat she felt
must surely be audible.

Broad shoulders hunched slightly to support thesayanled about his
knees, the strong brown throat and chest dark sighi@ whiteness of
his shirt, open to the waist to catch the sparse4w, there was
something so right, so disturbingly right about himthis ancient

place, that she felt herself not only alien buaiafr

'Please, Lucifer!"



'‘What's the matter with you?' he asked, and shekdher head hastily
to deny it.

‘Nothing's the matter with me, | just - | just thiwe should go, that's
all.’

'That'snotall,' he retorted. 'Isobel, what is it?'

She sought to steady her voice, her throat feeliggnd parched. 'l -
| don't know." She attempted a laugh, but it fail@derably. 'It's the
storm, | suppose, I've got the heebie-jeebies.'

A finger touched her arm gently and traced a long down to her
wrist. 'So you have,' he allowed, 'though | canitk why.'

She shivered involuntarily at his touch. 'l tolduyat's in - the storm.'
‘Justthe storm?"'
‘Yes, of course. What else?’

He took her chin in one hand and turned her, rahicto face him.
'‘Me?' he suggested softly. 'Or perhaps old Reesgirs?'

'Oh, Lucifer, don't!" She bit her lip. 'I'm sorym being stupid, but—'
'I'm sorry.’

The apology was so unexpected that she lookedratdiia moment
in disbelief. 'Why should you be?' she asked. just being silly.
There's such an atmosphere up here, isn't there?'

‘Yes, | suppose there is,' he allowed, 'and yaldveously susceptible
to it.’

‘Can we go home - please?’



He looked at her for a moment in silence, stilldired) her chin in his
hand, then he leaned forward and kissed her ligittliaer mouth. 'If
you want to,' he said.

'l do.'

He got to his feet and reached down for her haivadswr wish is my
command,' he told her, and she shook her head.

'It's nothing of the sort,’ she argued as he puikdto her feet. "You
just don't want to get wet when that storm breaks.’

'You cheeky infant,' he retorted, and held her hagidly to pull her
up the hill after him.

Instead of being earlier, Isobel was even latem theual that evening
going over to see Nigel, and his frown conveyed digpleasure
almost as soon as she came into the room. 'l#sltuke gave you an
early day,' he told her shortly, and she was techptekeep silent
about her drive to Reever's Beacon with Lucifere 8fould have
done too, but there was little point in her tryitogkeep it secret if
Lucifer told him about it, and he almost certaimlguld. That would
inevitably lead to suspicion on Nigel's part ifitr@ories conflicted.

‘Actually | did leave early today," she told hithwas much too hot to
work.'

'It's murder,’ he allowed. 'But you've been a ltnge coming over
here, if you left early.’

'l - we went for a drive to cool off.

His eyes narrowed suspiciously and Isobel's haak at the sight of
it. 'You and Luke?'



Yes. We went as far as Reever's Beacon.'
'‘Why all out there?' Nigel demanded.

'l told you, to cool off, it's been terribly hot the office all day and it
was lovely and cool in the open car.'

'I've no doubt," he said acidly. ‘It wasn't, vewydly stuck here with
all this plaster on my leg.’

‘Nigel, |1 'm sorry." She wished she felt more sythpac and less
iImpatient as she sat beside him on a low chadlid'lneed some air
after being cooped up in that room all day, anddffer was too
tempting to refuse.’

'l can imagine.'

'You surely don't object to my going for a drive &n hour, do you?'
she asked, looking at him dubiously. "Thaiuld be unreasonable,
Nigel.'

He shrugged, reluctantly agreeing. 'Yes, | suppbsgould,’ he
allowed. 'It's this ghastly heat, | feel terrible.'

'l expect you do.' She was' more easily sympatinetrc. 'l wish there
was something | could do to help, | always feehslIpless.'

'‘Will you walk down to the end of the garden witle.m
'Yes, of course. It should be much cooler downeher

She helped him up from his chair and handed hinwidking-sticks
which now took the place of the crutches he foryneréeded,
following him out of the french window and out anthe lawn. ‘It's
better already,' he said, 'although it's hot woudknping along on
these things.'



'‘But much better than the crutches,' Isobel satkrahinedly cheerful
despite his grumbles. 'You've done wonderfully welthe last few
weeks, Nigel. At least walking-sticks are a stefhmright direction,
aren't they?'

'It takes so damned long,' Nigel complained. #nse like years since
| walked properly on my own two feet.'

'‘Patience,’ Isobel quoted wryly, 'is a virtue.'
'It's one | don't possess,' Nigel retorted.

She smiled, pulling a rueful face at him. 'l hadicexl,' she chided
him gently, and he shook his head.

'I'm sorry, darling, | shouldn't take it out on ydtlease forgive me.'

'It's this blessed storm brewing up,' Isobel sdidnakes everyone
edgy, I'll be glad when it breaks - in a way,' added hastily.

'It might pass us by, it does sometimes.’

Isobel shook her head. 'According to Lucifer,’ &le him, 'it should
reach us about nine o'clock tonight.'

'Huh!" He snorted disgust at the opinion. 'How vdolog know?'

'He seems pretty sure of himself,' Isobel said.ll\Wave to wait and
see how right he is.'

'He's always so blessed sure of himself," Nigeladed, reminded of
her absence earlier. 'l don't suppose he gave ymh mption about
going with him in the car, did he?' Her expressi@s confirmation
enough and he scowled as he hobbled slowly al@mge of these
days,' he promised darkly, 'he'll come such a @oppd |, for



one, shan't weep over him.'

‘Considering your opinion of him," Isobel venturétdn- rather
surprised that you want me to work for him.’

'l don't especially," Nigel confessed. 'But | wgati here where | can
see you more often, and | know you have more serseto fall for
his line of smooth talk.'

'l think I'm flattered," she told him wryly, andsitnctively put a
finger to her lips where Lucifer had kissed her.

He flicked her a brief glance, as if he suspec@mdasm. *You're
much too intelligent to let Luke's continental smdool you,' he told
her. 'l know you, Isobel. Anyway,' he added, asitifsolved

everything, 'he's too old for you.'

Thirteen years, three months and two days, Isdb@light, and
Immediately dismissed the thought. She walked aklogly beside
him, seeking a safer subject than Lucifer. 'Shalsit down?' she
asked.

They had reached the end of the garden where tiledb@ped away
and what breeze there was blew sulkily in oventileey and barely
stirred the trees. The air was as heavy as leadh&nevening sky a
dull metallic gold and grey that leaned weightily the hills.

Nigel sat down with a sigh of relief, putting thiecks down beside
him on the seat. 'God, it's awful,’ he said. 'Josk at that sky, it's
almost touching, it's so heavy.'

'It looks awe-inspiring from here," Isobel saidn@st beautiful in a
way.'

'l don't callthat beautiful,’ he denied. 'It's threatening and uUdhe
took her hands in his and smiled down at her, héait in the fading



light, her grey eyes big and lustrous. '"You're wiell beautiful,’ he
said softly. "You're very beautiful, darling Isobel

‘Nigel—' She would have protested, but he kissed amal very
effectively silenced her.

'l warned you | was half in love with you the otlaary,' he reminded
her. 'Well, now I'm completely in love with you. you mind?'

She did not know quite what to say to him, heatingifer's voice
plain in her mind warning her. 'I'd hate to see yoake a mistake,
cara mia.'She was convinced that she was not yet in lovie Migel,
although she thought she might easily be beforenfarger, and she
felt enough for him now, not to want to hurt him.

'l - I don't know, Nigel,' she said. 'l told youath don't want to be
serious about anyone yet. | don't want to commgetfyto a promise
| may regret.’

He put a gentle hand to touch her face, his snmexpectedly
understanding. 'You're so young,' he told her woftimustn't hurry
you, but I'm here when you make up your mind, IfoRemember
that, won't you?'

"'l remember it," she promised, feeling ridicudbutearful for some
reason she could not have explained. 'And - and/éng touched,
Nigel, honestly | am.’

‘You're adorable,' he told her, his hand still §et@uching her cheek.
'l want to marry you, I'm telling you that now, #wat you'll know
how serious | am about it. But I'll wait until yo&I'more sure of
yourself before | ask you for an answer.’

''—'" She went no further, shaking her head and nelbesing
Lucifer's certainty that Nigel would ask her to nyahim much
sooner than she expected. She looked out acrosslatkening



landscape and the gathering storm and shiverea theeslements, it
seemed, were subject to his will, for surely thatra would break
within the next hour or so.



CHAPTER SIX

IT was the second thunderstorm in two days and Idelighat she
was being unfairly tried as she listened to it ragtside. It had even
passed through her mind, in a wild moment, thaifenbad arranged
for it to be so bad just so that he could laugheatfear, then quickly
dismissed the idea as not only idiotic but dangggofanciful.

The tiny cottage shook with the fury of it as evergshing roll of
thunder followed lightning flashes that ripped #ile/ into jagged
pieces, reflected a million times in the- rain thessed and splashed
through the leaves outside her windows. It was nwaitse than the
one had been last night, she was convinced ofthitpw@gh last night
she had been at the house with Nigel and Mrs. Graf® company
and better able to contain her fear.

If only this one had come earlier she would notehbgen alone, but
now it was almost midnight and the folk at KandeHiyuse would
almost certainly be in bed. Only an abject cowée herself would
have been afraid to go to bed and instead sit@wpeas small as
possible on the high-backed settee, her head buri¢de pile of
cushions, shaking like a leaf.

It was difficult to hear anything above the furytbé storm, even if
she had not had her ears covered, but some fargtent sound
pierced even her defences and blew, high and dhithe blustering
wind. Isobel raised her head and listened, onbuty it again when a
deafening crash followed sharply on a vivid slashwbite light
almost immediately overhead.

A sullen rumbling respite followed and she liftedrthead again,
listening, sure now that she recognized the soumdaint thin wail
like a baby crying almost. 'Oh, poor little thingCompassion
replaced fear for the moment and she hurried tdrthr@ door and
opened it, crying out when another mighty flashalead a roll of



thunder that shook the earth. Cold soaking raipp&d into her face
as if it had been thrown from a bucket and soalezdhrough even in
the few seconds she stood there. It was impodsildee anything for
the blinding downpour, but she shook her headndryo clear her
eyes and see the animal whose plight had calleduter

There was nothing - only the wind howling in therelreved
darkness, split yet again by another flash of hgig as she struggled
with the door, banged back by the wind. 'IsobetéTry made her
pause, unsure even if she had heard it, but bef@eould locate it, a
tall, dark shape came at her out of the darknedsaminto the hall,
slamming the door shut and dripping wetly on tolikt tiles as he
turned to face her.

'‘Lucifer!’

She stared at him, raindrops still clinging to Fexe and hair, her
eyes wide and only half believing what they saw.hdd a raincoat
flung carelessly over his shoulders and his hapided wetly over his
brow, the dark face streaming with water which hgatiently

brushed away with a hand. Black eyes looked athgaously for a

moment before he grinned, and there was sometlungassuring
about the grin that she instinctively respondeit. to

'l expected to see you with your head under therspvhe told her,
and she started nervously at another almighty arashhead.

'l have been,' she admitted, her voice soundinglipmunsteady as
she tried to ignore the noise outside.

'‘But you were at the door," he told her, and hissegparkled
wickedly. 'You didn't anticipate my coming, did ybu

‘No, no, of course | didn't. How could 1?'



He shrugged, still smiling. 'Oh, | thought you ntidgiave joined the
ranks of the all-knowing.'

‘Well, | haven't.'

He dropped his wet raincoat over a chair in the hiall and Isobel led
the way into the sitting-room. 'Then am | out ad@rasking why you
were out on the doorstep getting wet, instead diare where it's
dry?'

She turned as she reached the settee where sibedaditting and
frowned, remembering the faint plaintive sound thad drawn her
from her hiding place to face the storm. 'l - | ubgbt | heard
something out there. A - a cry or something, likeaamewing.'

'‘And your deatr little soft heart made .you bravegtorm to rescue it.'

She suspected sarcasm, but another crash of thstadted her into
wide-eyed fear and she put her hands to her mautsteam the
Instinctive cry that threatened. 'There — theras something out
there,' she told him, swallowing hard. 'l couldadve it out there,
whatever it was, not in this.'

'Did you see anything?'
'‘No, you must have frightened it away, | suppose.’

He grinned at her. 'In other words it'd rather fédestorm than me, is
that it?'

'l didn't mean that at all, and you know it," sh&lthim. 'The poor
little creature must have been terrified with &latt noise and you
coming unexpectedly out of the darkness, so itraust | suppose.' In
the brief following lull, she eyed him curiouslWhat - what | don't
understand is what you were doing out there.' ‘Ggrhome.’



Isobel blinked uncertainly. 'Coming home?'
He nodded, enjoying her curiosity. 'Coming homefidanessa's.""
'‘Oh, | see.’

He sat down, uninvited, on the settee, his long #gssed one over
the other, perfectly at ease and smiling as he meadwn story into
the mounded cushions at one end. 'You don't, yowkrHe grinned
up at her, annoy- ingly at ease while she was sasyn "Your brain's
running in all the wrong directions.’

Isobel frowned. 'l only drew the conclusion youveimded | should,’
she retorted. 'l don't really candhereyou've been.'

'Oh, you're ayoodlittle girl," he jibed, and Isobel flushed.

'I'm not a good little girl, I'm just not inquisie, that's all." She looked
at him, meeting his eyes and recognizing that wetoeassurance
still there. Then she smiled and made a moue obagh. 'All right, |
aminquisitive," she told him. 'lIf you haven't beensee Vanessa for
the - the obvious reason, why have you been?'

He looked as if he wondered what her reaction veaisggto be, his
eyes curious. 'l've been to a meeting.’

Isobel blinked at the unexpectedness of it. 'Oh.’

'‘Oh." He mocked her surprise and laughed. 'Or todre precise, I've
been to a gathering of fellow spirits.'

‘The Elgin Circle," she said, understanding at last

He nodded, casting an eye at the storm ragingdmit8Ve 'seem to
have upset the weather, don't we?' he asked blandly



'You—' She looked at him uncertainly, the storrmsieg louder and
even more frightening suddenly, remembering her dvastily
dismissed fancies earlier.

'It wasn't raining when we started,’ he informed $@emnly, ‘and
now look at it - real witching weather. Mind yohe added with
apparent seriousness, 'you'd get pretty wet rigong broomstick in
this, wouldn't you?'

'Oh, Lucifer, don't!" She sat down next to him bae settee, unable to
do anything about the involuntary shudder thathaough her, or the
way her hands trembled. 'l - | hate this weatheabse it makes -
makes such a fool of me, you don't have to trydmthe same.’

'I'm sorry,bella mia' He covered her trembling hands with his own,
gesture that did nothing to help still them, hiseghowing regret for
having added to her fears. 'l shouldn't tease ybermwou're so

frightened.'

'l - I know I'm silly about storms, but | can't pet, and | do try not to
make too much of it when I'm not alone.'

‘Well, you're not alone now,' he consoled her haisds still holding
hers, strong and reassuring. 'lf you'd do sometfingne,' he added
with a smile, 'I'd be grateful, will you?'

She nodded. 'Of course, if | can.'

He ran a hand through his wet hair and pulled e.féd could have a
towel for my head, it's pretty wet. Have you gog ¢randy?’

'Oh yes, of course, I'll get one. I'm sorry, | slkidoave thought of it
myself.' She fetched a towel from the bathroonmg glassomething to
occupy her mind, but hurried back to him as fastshs could,
because the storm seemed so much worse when shgpsiass.



‘Thanks.' He rubbed his black head vigorously aedésultant tousle
made him look reassuringly normal when he grintdtbaa moment
later. 'If I'd had any sense I'd have driven strargund here instead
of walking, wouldn't 1?'

'l - | suppose so.' She jumped nervously when anattash cracked
and rumbled overhead. To be honest she

had scarcely realized what he said, but just tbetfat he was there
at all helped enormously. She glanced out of thedplstreaming
window and shivered. 'l say every time thatdn'tbe frightened,’ she
told him. "That lwon'tlet it turn me into a shivering coward, but i
always does.’

He discarded the towel and combed his thick madpeafinto casual
order. 'l can see,' he said. 'You really are scstiffdaren't you?'

She nodded miserably, her hands tightly claspeetieg on her lap.
'I'm always scared stiff and | hate myself forbitit there's nothing
makes any difference.’

'‘Nothing?' he took her hands again as another @ashshivers of
fear all over her. 'Having someone here helps,rdbo#8' He smiled
at her wide-eyed look and squeezed her fingerslyigh's only like
the 1812 Overture. Listen to it - the drums and legiw crashing and
the electrician working overtime on the lightingeets.' She shook
her head. 'Oh well,' he added, 'l suppose it apgeahy exaggerated
sense of the dramatic.'

'l - | think it's because it's so - so wild and anicollable that it
frightens me so much.'

He laughed, his eyes unbelievably gentle as heelbw@k her. 'Oh,
piccola, must you have everything and everybody controdled -
and restrained? Isn't it rather dull?'



'‘No, no, | don't think so at all,’ Isobel deniedisling her own
emotions were under more control at the moment. hdanrt was
hammering wildly at her ribs and the pulse in lemple throbbed
with more than fear of the storm. 'l like thingsdapeople | can
understand.'

The black eyes studied her face for a moment, llleeshook his head.
'You disappoint mecara mia. Don't you ever feel like doing
something less - less safe? Challenging sometlunyg never faced
before, like this storm, for instance?'

'‘No - no, | don't.' She raised her eyes again aokid at him, almost
appealingly. 'And you despise me for it, don't you?

He shook his head, smiling, one hand reaching uchtdher cheek
gently. 'l shouldn't be here if | did,' he told hsaftly, and Isobel
blinked uncertainly, deaf for the first time to theise outside, as she
absorbed his full meaning.

"You—' It was too difficult to put into words, tiealization that came
to her suddenly, and she could only look at him easged,
comprehending at last.

'l was parking the car,’ he told her,, making lighit, ‘and | suddenly
thought to myself, poor little Isobel, all alonedathe heavens
opening up over her head, so here | am.’

"You came because - because you thought I'd belafta

'l knewyou'd be afraid,’ he corrected her with a grimdA knew it
was unlikely that Nigel would be here to hold yband, so | thought
I'd stand in for him.'

It - it was very kind of you, Lucifer, thank you.'



His smile teased her out of her solemn mood. '@halways kind to
children and animals.’

I'm not-'

1 know, | know." A raised hand stemmed her prot8stt you did
need company didn't you?'

Yes, yes, | did, and I'm very grateful to you fealizing it.’

'‘Oh well, | suppose poor old Nigel couldn't redllg expected to
splash his way over here in all that plaster, chw@d'

'‘No, of course not.'" She wished she knew how mucthe rapid,
anxious beating of her heart was due to her fetlreo§torm and how
much to the knowledge that he had come to her lsedag knew she
would be afraid and alone. 'For one thing,' sheedddimost without
thinking, ‘he doesn't know I'm such a coward alstartms."'

'He doesn't know?' She shook her head, dislikiegettpression she
glimpsed in his eyes. 'Well, well, well.'

'l don't advertise the fact,' she said. 'l dordéilyeknow why | told
you.'

'‘Perhaps because confession is good for the dwalsuggested
lightly, ‘and you look upon me as your father- @ssbor.'

Isobel laughed shortly, looking at him from under leyelashes. 'l
thought you drew the line at anything suggestiva &dither figure,'
she said.

'l said father-confessor,’ he pointed out with @&n.gfThere's a
difference. The latter aren't always old men.’



‘They're not members of a - a heathen club eittselyel retorted, 'so
you're not suitable for either role.’

'‘How about big brother?' he suggested. 'Then yawsbhare me with
Nigel." He laughed softly before she could repjt'that you inspire
brotherly feelings in any red- blooded man,' heeald¢Even with rain
on your nose, you're beautiful.'

She brushed the offending spot with a hand, jusase it existed. 'l
wouldn't know what to do with a brother,' she thich. 'I've never
had one.'

'‘An only child?' He made a sympathetic face. 'Platde kid, no
wonder you look so soulful!

'I'm not a poor little kid, Lucifer, and don't beo dlessed-
condescending!’

‘All right, all right." He held up his hands defesgdy. 'But if I'm
going to baby-sit for half the night, | expect thsual perks for the
job. Where do you keep your coffee?’

‘You're not baby-sitting,' Isobel objected. 'Andduld have coped
perfectly well on my own - | did last night.'

An arched brow challenged her. ‘Do you want med® e asked,
and she looked at him for a moment, then shookéad. 'Good, then
get me some coffee. And incidentally,' he addegha&sturned to go
into the kitchen, 'you weren't on your own lasthidt was all over
by the time you came flitting back to your littlest.'

‘How do you—'

'l saw you,' he told her. 'There was quite a brigbbn after all the
kerfuffle was over and | spotted you as | got ouimy car. As a
matter of fact | nearly passed out on the spotingegou drifting



through the shrubbery at that time of night - amdshghtly the worse
for wear.'

'l didn't see you.'

"You could have, | wasn't hiding, but | expect yaere anxious to get
home.' He looked up at her, his eyes taunting. Mgoked all fair and
fairy-like in the moonlight,' he added whimsicall$$o much so, in
fact, that | had an almost irresistible urge td fiau with "lll met by
moonlight, proud Titania"pnly | thought you wouldn't appreciate it
at that late hour.'

'l wouldn't have," Isobel agreed.
'‘Don't you like Shakespeare?'

‘Yes, as a matter of fact, | do, but not to theektof playing Titania
to your Oberon at eleven o'clock at night.’

'‘Aaah! And | thoughtA Midsummer Night's Drearwas rather
appropriate too.'

'In August?' She got to her feet, smiling at healémictory.
‘You little Philistine!" he called after her.

"'l make us both some coffee,’ she told him asdisappeared into
the kitchen, 'it's no use trying to sleep whilestgoes on.' She was
forced to admit, however, that although the stotithraged outside
she had never felt less afraid of one in her Iifd ahe thanked her
stars for Lucifer's impulsive action and his conssayg distraction,
even if he was mostly teasing her.

'‘Can | help?' he offered, and she laughed.

'‘No, thanks, | can manage on my own.'



‘Don't you want me to hold your hand when the l@igds come?’

She ignored the jibe and switched on the kitchgint litaking things
from cupboards almost automatically, taking outscapd saucers,
sugar and coffee. She put the kettle on to boil goida tray from

beside the dresser. It was when she straightenedtbpghe tray in

her hand that she saw the small, silent movemesitd®dhe table.
Nothing really tangible, but a tiny dark shadowttreasecond later,
she was not even sure she'd seen, but she stffoahstiwary for a

second or two. Then several things happened at once

A long jagged flash split the black sky in two ardenormous crash
of thunder set the spoons rattling in the saucdrthe same time a
small black shape fled swiftly from beneath a claid across the
kitchen floor. Isobel's scream almost outdid therrst and she
dropped the tray with a resounding crash on ted fibor.

It was only a split second later that Lucifer cagtrading across the
kitchen and barely more before she was tight inanms, her heart
hammering wildly as she clung to him. 'It's allnigcarissimajt's all
right.' The soft, deep voice was comfortingly clagainst her ear and
a soothing hand held her head against his chestfirgh out
everything but his warmth and strength.

How long she stayed like that, she had no ideatHaustorm seemed
suddenly to have receded and it was almost reltigtidnat she raised
her head and looked at him.

'I'm - I'm sorry,' she said meekly.

The black eyes teased her, his arms still aroundoi a little less
tightly. 'l told you you should have let me holduydhand,' he said.
‘You see what happens when you're stubborn?’



'You were the one who said | should face up to @lehge,' she
reminded him, suddenly and inexplicably light-hehd@nd there
was something - something moved down by the chanet’

‘Something moved down by the chair," he echoed|aughed. *You
have a sense of the dramatic tbella mia.'

She felt oddly fluttery and wary as she looked tipian. ‘Mustyou
use lItalian words?' she asked shortly, and he ¢l head back
against his chest for a moment.

'Only when | get carried away,' he told her softlyspeak as much
Italian as English, you know, and | don't see wby ghould object to
my using both.’

'I'm sorry.' She raised her head again, lookinghsly shamefaced at
her outburst. 'But ¢lid see something, Lucifer, | swear | did.'

'So you did,' he agreed, and smiled at her puzetedh. He walked

over to the door into the sitting-room and snappedingers. 'Here!

Come here!" Isobel watched him curiously as he bhedtretrieved
something just out of her view. 'Here's your ingythe told her. 'The
one you went out to rescue.'

He held a huge black cat in his arms, its silkydlistening in the
light, slanted amber eyes half-closed in ecstasgtamg fingers
caressed its chin.

'l knew | heard a cat out there,' Isobel laughdaipat hysterically
relieved. 'He must have come in while | had therdgen.'

'Shemust have done,' he said.

'He or she,' Isobel remarked, 'it gave me the frogimy life.’



'‘Don't tell me you're scared of cats too?' he sand, she shook her
head.

‘No, of course not.'

'Of course not,' he echoed, and grinned. 'For a enbmthought it
might have been your familiar.'

'‘My - my familiar?'

He nodded, still smiling, his dark eyes taunting hariness. 'All
witches have a familiar,' he informed her, 'arglqtiite often a black
cat. It's supposed to be her attendant spirit arathe and this is the
kind of night for them to be abroad, isn't it?'

'‘Must you?' Isobel complained. 'You know that wacift jargon
makes me jittery, and | have enough to contend without you
making it worse.'

'Did you know that Isobel is a traditional namewotches?' he asked
softly, and she looked at him for a moment uncommgnéeingly. 'It's
true,’” he added when she looked like arguing. aBkth, Betty,
Isobel, Bella, Luebella, they're all witches' najbdn't you know?'

'Of course | didn't know,' Isobel told him, eyeiting huge black cat
with less favour now than she had done. 'And - landnot sure |
believe you, anyway.'

He laughed again and rubbed the cat's chin. 'lI'yold you were a
little witch,' he said. 'A very pretty little witch

'l most certainly anmot!'

'‘Oh, but youare," he said softly, an expression in his eyes that s
could not accurately interpret but which made heart flutter
restlessly against her ribs. 'A witch is capableadting spells,’ he



went on, still in that same quiet, almost hypnettce, 'and you can
cast the most wonderful speltsgra mia;l know.'

‘Lucifer, stop it, please!

He smiled, his long fingers still caressing the ¢air a non-believer,'
he told her, 'you certainly get involved, don't Yolve told you
there's nothing to be afraid of, once you know alipiso take my
word for it.'

'l don't believe any of it,' Isobel assured himping she sounded
more convinced than she felt. 'It's a lot of rubbis

'‘Oh no, not rubbish," he denied, 'but perfectlylax@able when you
know how. Pyewacket here, for instance, isn't yemlbewitched cat,
but you were almost ready to believe she was, Weyren?'

'‘Pyewacket?’

‘The witch's cat,' he told her. 'Another traditibname, like Isobel.
Really she's only a common or garden moggie, atth@he's rather a
beauty.'

'She is a beauty,' Isobel agreed.

'‘And black too,' he grinned, reminding her of tHé superstition.
‘Lucky.’

Isobel extended a hand to stroke the sleek blaekl laad the cat
struck - viciously and swiftly, claws extended aheé amber eyes
squinting maliciously. Isobel snatched back herdhgoutting it

Instinctively to her mouth as the scratches stumg@y. 'Not so
lucky for me,' she retorted. 'Of all the ungratefidatures!

'Proving she's a female," Lucifer declared withtaiaty. 'She's
jealous and she let you know it, didn't you, Pyé® cat contentedly



lifted its chin and purred loudly, its amber-coledreyes fixed
warningly on Isobel.

‘Since the admiration is obviously mutual,’ Isotwdtl him shortly,
'you'd better take her wityou.'

'l don't want a cat,' he said, putting the animalvd on the floor
where it rubbed against his legs still purring.y®ay, it's got a good
home of its own already.' Isobel looked at him cusly. 'It's

Vanessa's,' he explained.

'Oh, | see.'

‘Do you? | suppose you're now thinking that thescaatched you on
Vanessa's behalf, arent you?' Her expression wdBcisnt
confirmation, and he laughed, shaking his head Iglo\n fact it's
simply because she's used to me and not you, dasier out. Easy.’

'Oh, all right,' Isobel agreed. 'Anyway, | wish y@take her with you
when you go. | don't fancy having a vicious caehat night.’

' will," he promised. 'In the meantime, let me He#se scratches.' He
took her hand in both his and looked at the brrghtscores on the
back of it. 'I'd better put something on those befmu go funny.’

'l don't go funny,' she objected, 'and they're @ulyface scratches -
don't fuss.’

'I'm not fussing, I'm using my common sense.'
‘You're being bossy.'

'‘And you're being sassy again,' he warned. 'Onikesie days | shall
do something about it.'



'l wonder you don't put me to bed without any suppkile you're
about it,' Isobel retorted. 'I'm not a child, Lwrifand | wish you'd
stop treating me like one.’

*You bury your head like a baby when it thundédrs,taunted, and
Isobel flushed indignantly.

'Oh, you horrible brute! You didn't have to uset thgainst me; you
know I'm ashamed of myself for being such a coveard you rub it
In, it's not fair!"

'It serves you right for being cheeky! Now let m& pomething on
those scratches. And for heaven's sake don't arpeeadded
impatiently. "You are the stubbornest little wreeker born, | swear
it.'

She conceded him victory for the moment, and fetatisinfectant

and cotton wool, watching as he gently bathed ¢thatshes, keeping
a wary eye on the cat as it watched the proceedimgevolently

from the doorway. Sitting, some time later, drirkkinoffee with

Lucifer in her tiny sitting-room, she could not petondering what
Nigel would have said if he could have seen theam, @decided he
would in all probability have second thoughts aletitng her work

for Lucifer and also doubt her common sense whexr®rdother was
concerned.



CHAPTER SEVEN

'‘LUCIFER says it belongs to Vanessa Law," Isobel told Nitpel
following day when she was called upon, inevitalbdyexplain the
scratches on her hand. 'lts name is Pyewacket.'

'‘Well, he'd know, certainly,’ Nigel said dryly. 'dpends enough time
up there.'

'He spends most of his time working,' Isobel retrtinthinkingly,
and earned herself a frown of disapproval.

'Oh, I'm not denying he works hard all day," Nigd#bwed, 'but he
also spends a good deal of time with Vanessa, afl dertainly
know her cat.’

‘The thing seemed to know him very well, she madeattempt to
scratchhim,'Isobel said, rather rashly in the circumstances.

'l can believe it,' Nigel remarked, a bit sourlgeghought. 'Being a
female she wouldn't, would she?"

He seemed not to have noticed anything untowarthisand she
rather optimistically began to wonder if she midit,some miracle,
get away with not telling him about Lucifer's vikist night, although
it was a pretty vain hope one way and another.ifeusuggested she
might have been jealous of another female," she hoh, giving
nothing else away.

'He could be right,’ Nigel agreed, 'although | tdmhk why the thing
should have been jealous of you in your own hodsev did it come
to be in your cottage anyway?' he added.

Isobel shrugged, seeing dangerous ground loomirgge.lalt must
have run in when | opened the front door, | suppddeeard it
mewing outside and went to see what was wrongit lovas so dark



and wet | couldn't see a thing out there. The fikstew it was there
was when it ran out from under the kitchen tablel aearly
frightened the life out of me."

He frowned, still puzzled. T can't understand why wretched thing
was out at all last night,’ he said. 'Especiallyhiat storm.'

‘Maybe it stays out at night,' Isobel suggestetihleutshook his head.

'‘No, it doesn't. It's coddled and cosseted likalaybthat great brute,
and it's certainly never out in the rain.'

‘Well, it was last night.'

'‘Odd.' He frowned over it. ‘Mind you, it's not vdey coming across
the fields for an animal. It may have escaped.'

'‘Maybe it got out when Lucifer left Vanessa's, bislo said,
unthinkingly. 'They arrived about the same time.’

His expression told her that every chance she hadrad, however
slender, of keeping Lucifer's visit a secret fronmhhad just
disappeared. She felt him watching her closelyhoaigh she
preferred not to look at him at the moment, feehather as she had
once or twice at Frome's when she had been repdethfor some
small carelessness.

'‘How do you know what time Luke arrived home?' bleeal, and she
hesitated. Only fractionally but long enough, skaized, to confirm
his suspicions that she was keeping something friom

‘Well - well, as a matter of fact he came acros$ spoke to me.' It
was near enough to the truth and she could sebéé¢ieg honest was
no more popular than she had anticipated.



'‘Spoketo you?' Suspicion glinted at her from his blueswand he
regarded her sternly, as if she had been guiltgavhe dastardly
crime. 'l can't see why he needed to come anywieseyour cottage
at that time of night and in that storm. Why did ls®bel?’

'Oh, for heaven's sake, Nigel, does it matter?'

He frowned, unwilling to give even an inch, it seshil think so,' he
said. 'Unless of course you have any particulasaedornottelling
me.'

Isobel looked up, getting more angry with him tiséve would have
thought possible. 'Of course | haven't,) she toioh, hand you
shouldn't be so suspicious, it's not fair.'

‘Then tell me,' he said shortly, and Isobel sigtesignedly.

'l - | opened the front door when | heard that ainet cat mewing
outside,’ she told him reluctantly, ‘and - wel§uppose he saw the
light and was curious. Wasnearly midnight.'

‘All the more reason for not coming over, I'd hdkeught in the
circumstances,' he told her shortly. 'But he cotlldossibly have
seen your hall light from his driveway, Isobel,réis the main drive
and a couple of shrubberies between you.'

Isobel sighed resignedly and looked down at hegefig, tracing the
tell-tale scratches on the back of her left hakthybe he felt like
playing knight-errant,' she said lightly in an effto lift the air of
gloom that seemed to have enveloped him. 'To bestpNigel, | was
silly enough to tell Lucifer that thunderstormgyfrien .me to death
and he - well, he came over to see if | was O.K.'

‘You're frightened of thunderstorms?' He looked endisbelieving
than sympathetic. 'Why, for heaven's sake?' »



'‘Oh, how do | know?' Isobel exclaimed. 'They just that's all, I've
been frightened of them ever since | was a child.’

‘You didn't tell me.
'l -1 thought you might think | was stupid.’
'‘But you told Luke. Does he think you're stupid?’

She lifted her head, her grey eyes thoughtful.n&®asurprisingly,'
she said, 'he doesn't.'

‘And what was the object of his visit?' he aské€x. - perhaps |
shouldn't ask in the circumstances.’

'Of course you can ask,' Isobel told him, deterciiypeffhand about
it all. 'His term was to hold my hand. Metaphorigabf course,' she
added hastily. 'Actually it did help a lot just Iny someone there
with me.'

'If you'd let me know how you felt about storms,gé&l said
reproachfully, 'l could have held your hand, litgra not
metaphorically. Why didn't you come over to the $®mand let me
know?'

'Oh, Nigel, how could 1? It was pouring with raiand anyway |
expect you were in bed by then, not being a colikedme. | can
cope on my own fairly well when | have to.'

'‘But you obviously can't,’ he argued, 'and | ddiké& Luke taking
things like that upon himself, not with you. He'd nght to come
over to you. Damn him, why can't he run true tonf@tr

His vehemence startled her and she wondered how mace angry
he would have been if he had known about the moofenith when



she had dropped the tray and Lucifer had heldigkt in his arms.
'Isn't he running true to form?' she asked.

'Of course not. I've never known him care tuppemcether anyone's
scared of a thing or not. He's no patience with &saa rule, he's as
hard as iron.'

'‘He was very kind to me last night.’

It was perhaps rubbing salt into the wound, but feitebound to
speak as she found, and Lucifer had been kind, gamdle too,
certainly not as hard as iron.

'Oh, damn him!" Frustration at his own forced inatt welled up
and almost choked him and Isobel believed thahat moment he
really hated his brother.

'‘Nigel, please don't,’ she begged. 'There's no fuggau to feel that
way about it. He came over because he knew | vigisténed of the
storm, that's all. He comforted me as he would lthoree a - a child.
That's how he sees me, Nigel, as a child. He altvagss me as one.’

‘A child!" He looked at her, his blue eyes darkhwsbme expression
she found it hard to recognize. 'You're not a glall he knows it.’

'l am as far as Lucifer is concerned,' she insistgtly, he even calls
me a cheeky kid," she added to add convictionpalih she almost
despaired of ever convincing him.

'He's got more nerve than anyone | know,' he saiikllyl ‘and | wish
he'd marry Vanessa and get out of my way.'

‘Out of your way?' Isobel looked startled.

'‘Oh, you know what | mean.' He looked so disgruhtte a moment
that she was unsure of the best way to deal wghrtwod. Then he



suddenly looked up at her and pulled a face. 'psse the truth is he
gives me a real granddaddy of an inferiority compliee confessed.
'He's so smooth and unflappable, | loathe himtfor i

'Oh, don't do that, he's your brother.’

'l know,' he sighed, 'and that makes it worse wag. If he wasn't |
could hate him without feeling guilty about it." ktek her hand in his
and pressed his lips to her fingers. 'l suppos®uisl be grateful to
him for taking care of you last night,’ he saidfulig.

Isobel laughed, as much relieved as amused. 'ldcoale coped
without him, even if it does help to have compaslyé told him. 'And
| could well have done without his feline compani&he didn't like
me at all.'

'It's Vanessa's,' he said shortly, 'she wouldn't.’

'It's a vicious great brute,' Isobel remarked.Haligh it was very
fussy with Lucifer; it watched me with its big yalv eyes as if it
suspected me of heaven knows what.'

Nigel lifted her scratched hand and kissed its pam unusually
sentimental gesture for him, although he had takesuch gestures
lately. 'I'm sorry | snapped at you, darling, llg these damned legs
and the heat too, | feel so useless all the tikhe.leaned over and
kissed her mouth. 'But I'll personally stranglet tf@astly animal if it
hurts you again,' he promised.

After the thunderstorms the weather seemed to ivepagain and it
was warm and sunny without the oppressive humitayhad played
havoc with tempers for the past few days. Isobehdbit difficult to

believe that she had been working for Lucifer fon@st a month,
although she seemed to have known him for muchelotizan that.



He was not an easy man to know well, she thouglhtié®had such an
easy way with him that made short acquaintance seach longer.

She watched him now as he bent over a page of linesh
indecipherable longhand she would be requiredatastate when he
was satisfied with it, and frowned curiously. Nigald said he wished
Lucifer would marry Vanessa and settle down, babéd had her
own ideas about that, although she had, wiselfarssaid nothing to
Nigel about them. In fact she could not really imagLucifer
married to anyone at all, for, despite his extroweanner, he had a
strange air of remoteness about him at times.

He looked up suddenly and caught her watching Bmiling when
she flushed bright pink and hastily looked dowhet typing. "Why
the interestpiccola?' he asked quietly, and Isobel shook her he:
without looking up.

'l was just taking a breather,' she told him.

‘You were watching me,' he insisted. 'l know itould sense you
looking at me, that's why | looked up.'

'You flatter yourself,” she retorted, refusing te imveigled into
admitting it. "You just happen to sit in the winddhat's all, and | was
looking out at the sunshine, not at you at all.'

‘Liar," he said softly, and laughed when she loakedhdignantly.
'l begyour pardon!’

‘Granted,' he obliged with another short laughldd@ed his elbows
on the desk and looked across at her, his eyesimgéonlook right

into her as they always did. 'But your attentionswaandering,
whether you were looking at me or not,’ he insistadd she
shrugged.



'Only temporarily," she said, and looked at himlleimgingly down
her nose. 'Are you going to sack me for laziness?'

‘Not this time,' he allowed, apparently serious.dtledied her for a
second or two, chin resting on steepled fingense You bored with
your job?' he asked at last, and she looked diartle

'No. No, of course I'm not."
I'm relieved to hear it.'
She looked at him curiously. 'What made you askirat'

He shrugged, smiling wryly. 'Oh, | don't know, sjwondered, that's
all.’

'‘But why on earth should you wonder such a thirggBel demanded.
'l've given you no cause to think I'm bored, h&®/e |

"No.' He studied her again for a second or twot s of your age
seem to change their jobs almost as often as thapge their
boy-friends!’

'‘Well, in my case that's not very often, is it®lsl retorted, and he
laughed.

"No, it isn't, | grant you that, not while you'reomne or less going
steady, as they say, with Nigel, but | sometimeshhe feeling that
one of these days you'll tell Nigel where he gétand disappear into
the blue.' His expression challenged her to dergmd I'd hate you
to leave me in the lurch,' he added.

Isobel looked at him unbelievingly for a moment. cértainly
wouldn't leave you without due notice,' she tollshhand he smiled.

'‘No, being a nicely trained girl, you wouldn't.'



His slightly condescending air was beginning to@nher. 'Girls of
my age, as you term it," she informed him loftlgre no worse for
changing their jobs than anyone else. We're jubbas-working and
reliable as the rest, so you have no call to belasted patronizing!

‘And you have no call to cuss, my girl. | don'gliit.’

'l wasn't cussing!" She looked indignant and rditla surprised at his
tone. 'For heaven's sake, I'm not a baby, | carbkested if | like
without you going all righteous about it.'

Repeating the word gave her a certain amount @fspie when she
saw him frown again. 'I'm not going all righteoas, you call it,
heaven forbid | ever should, but you're not thellohgirl who should
swear at all, however mildly. It spoils the efféct.

‘Don't you approve of women being allowed a mildsiti she asked.
‘That's a bit of nasty sex discrimination, isr?t it

‘Not girls like you,' he insisted.

Isobel could scarcely believe he was serious, atdhe appeared to
be. The revelation of this unexpected streak oitgmusm in him, of
all people, gave her an elated feeling of havingly® upper hand for
once, and she would not have been human if shenbiachade the
most of it-

'I'm sorry | offended your sensitive ear,’ she @édlasim, and saw a
swift glitter of anger in his eyes which vanishéaast immediately.

'‘Don't behave out of character, Isobel, it doesnttyou.'

Something - some intangible something in his v@iod his eyes -
encouraged her and she laughed, her grey eyesndameschief at
the idea of being able to shock him.



'Si, papa!’

Revenge was very sweet and she watched his dakdadhrough a
gamut of expressions before he got to his feettanike across to her.
‘Say that again, if you dare,' he said softly, simelhastily lowered her
eyes, finding the black gaze far too disconcertioge to, wondering
If she had been too rash and he was genuinely amigjnyher. The
unfamiliar excitement she felt, however, eggeddrer

'l've been learning Italian,' she told him defigrathd untruthfully.
'‘Oh no, you haven't,’ he argued. 'Everyone knibvasmuch Italian.'
‘Do they?'

He nodded, lifting her chin with one finger althbushe still refused
to look at him. 'If youvantto learn Italian,' he told her, 'I'll teach yoL
with pleasure, but if you call me that again I'll—'

"You'll what?' she asked innocently, raising hexsey

He said nothing for a moment, simply stood beside s eyes

glistening with something she could only guesdat,which set her
heart racing wildly and brought the colour flooditegher cheeks.
Then he bent over her, his strong hands either sideer face,

holding her so that she could not escape him eadrshe wanted to,
drawing her to her feet so that she stood clodang and saw the
dark, glistening, almost hungry look in his eyefbe she closed her
own.

His mouth was firm but unbelievably gentle as tes&d her, her head
forced back against his fingers, holding her fotsay that she felt

her heart must stop. Only it didn't - it tapped pwaxiously at her

ribs as if it sought to escape. She kept her elgsed even after he
released her, and his lips brushed warmly agaarsionehead before
he moved away abruptly.



'‘Pack up and go home," he told her shortly, bestwe had time to
recover, and she saw that he was already oversbgvimi desk again
and standing with his back to her, looking outhaf tvindow.

'‘But - but it's only—'

'‘Go home, Isobel.' She scarcely recognized theeutbiat spoke to her
so shortly over one shoulder, and there was a willeess about him
as if he was waiting for her to go - wanted hegado

He did not even turn around when, several minwges,|she called
out a tentative goodnight. 'Goodnight." He answebedfly and

without his customary casual wave to her as she awgrof the door.
She felt suddenly and inexplicably sad as she lbddeek briefly at
the tall, dark figure outlined against the sunngpdaw.

Isobel's feelings were oddly mixed that eveninglessat with Nigel
after dinner as usual. She could not have saidnehshe was glad or
sorry that Lucifer had kissed her like that, althlounevitably it
would make her more self-conscious in his presence.

It was, she supposed, partly her fault that it hagpened at all, but
she had thought Nigel's assurance that she wasueder's type of
woman was a fact and the risk she took in teasmgals she had had
not occurred to her until it was too late. Alsog secognized ruefully,
she had not realized what her own response would be

Preoccupied as she was, she appeared much quiateusual and
Nigel, almost inevitably, commented on it. 'Is somey wrong?' he
asked, taking her hand, and she shook her healihgna reassure
him.

'‘No, nothing's wrong, I'm just a bit tired, thatls'



'Has the slave-driver been standing over you viaghwhip again?'

She shook her head again. "No, in fact he's besrgoad lately. Not
that he's ever as bad as you make him sound, dsteel dastily.

'He let you off early enough tonight,' he remarkeot, challenging
her on her last words as she half expected hitWtbat came over
him?'

She shrugged, making light of her early dismisShe had certainly
no intention of telling him of the outcome of heasing Lucifer. 'l

don't know what came over him," she said. 'Maybéelidired too

and thought he'd have an early evening for a change

'‘Hmm. Or more likely he's seeing Vanessa.'

'He didn't say so." She must surely have imagimed e€dge of
resentment on her voice, she thought, but evenge Mdoked at her
sharply.

'‘Does he usually confide in you about his off-dplgns?’ he asked,
and Isobel shook her head.

‘Not always, but he sometimes says where he's gdsige was
thoughtfully quiet for a minute or two. 'l expe@ib seeing Vanessa,'
she said at last.

The blue eyes quizzed her briefly, then he halfiesniYou don't like
her, do you?'

The question was unexpected and Isobel lookedlextafor a
moment. 'I've never really had the opportunityitw fout whether |
do or not,' she said. 'A five-minute meeting iraflay is hardly long
enough to judge, ig? I don't imagine I'd take to her very easily,' sh
added, and laughed. 'Any more than she did to me."



'‘Ah, but | would say her dislike of you was quitederstandable in
the circumstances,' Nigel told her. 'After all, ywark with Luke all
day.’'

Isobel looked down at her hands. 'She's jealousnyean?’

He nodded. 'Without a doubt, | should say. Sheaoyes of any
woman who gets within smiling distance of Luke, ahe& wouldn't
realize that she has nothing to worry about whererg concerned.'

'‘No. No, of course not,' Isobel agreed hastilyctong one finger to
her lips almost unconsciously. 'But I'm rather siggd they're still on
speaking terms if she's as jealous as you sayr Alftadidn’t you say
he had quite a few women friends at various times?'

Nigel shrugged, pulling a face over something heedigen up trying
to understand. 'Vanessa's the sort who never gipgshe said.
‘They've known each other about six years now hag\te been on
the brink of marrying for most of that time, as &l can gather.’

'You-mean Vanesdhinksshe's been on the brink of getting marriec
Isobel told him, rather rashly scornful of the at®man's optimism.
'‘But if she's waiting for Lucifer I'm pretty centashe'll be unlucky.
He isn't the marrying kind, he told me so.'

Nigel looked at her closely, his blue eyes narrowadpiciously.
‘You sound very sure about that,' he told her. 'Fdovearth can you
know? What made him even mention the subject to, wduall
people?’

Isobel laughed, a little uneasily now that sheizedl how rash she
had been. 'Oh, it was just one of those thingsdhai up,' she told
him. 'Actually he was teasing me about whetherulonarry you or
not.’

He frowned. 'Does it concern him?"



She shrugged. 'l don't know, | never know what farts thinking, or
very seldom anyway But he was teasing me, as lasal/| retaliated
by suggesting that he did something about himssfiire he started
worrying about me. He told me he wasn't the magysort - and
oddly enough | believed him.'

'So do |," Nigel agreed, rather surprisingly.

Isobel raised her brows, curious to know his reastou don't think
he's the marrying kind either?'

He shrugged. 'Well, he's shown no sign all thesesyef settling
down with one woman for life. Maybe he isn't.’

She smiled wryly, wondering if she was betraying mauch interest
and if he would notice it. 'From what you say hessl plenty of
choice over the years,' she said. 'So maybe héasst't found the
right woman yet.'

‘Maybe - God knows he's had enough choice.' Hedsmlas if he
envied him. He was silent for a moment, then hevified as if
something puzzled him. "You know, it's odd, bué lalways had the
feeling about Luke that he's a bit of a loner despis women.'

'He's not an easy man to know,' Isobel said sddtigl Nigel nodded
agreement.

‘No, | suppose he isn't.'



CHAPTER EIGHT

IsoBeL had an uneasy, fluttery feeling in her tummy wisde
thought about reporting for work next morning. $lae even, during
the early hours of the morning, wondered if Lucifieuld send her
packing altogether, playing safe in case anythinglar happened
again. She was not really surprised, however, vigegreeted her in
exactly the same way as he always did. He seemeavi® forgotten
their abrupt parting last night, a fact about whstte was unsure
whether to be relieved or disappointed.

He looked up with a wide grin when she walked, eathesitantly,
into the room. She could not have explained why Ise dressed
with such extra care that morning, only that shd et some
inexplicable urge to look a little different. Heaihwas not simply
drawn back and tied as it usually was, but liftezirf her neck and
falling into wisping softness that framed her fatbée sleeveless
white dress was one she had never worn beforeatabjt flattered
the pale gold tan she had acquired during thefpastveeks, making
her corn-gold hair look even lighter.

The grin, she noticed, was dismissed in favour rofappreciative
smile when he saw her, and she wondered how shkelwope with
comments on her appearance if he made any.

'‘Good morning,' she ventured warily, and he laugtwdétly, almost as
if he knew exactly how she felt and was preparadad&e the most of
it.

'‘Good morningpiccolo,it's a lovely day again.'
'‘Lovely," Isobel echoed, and sat down at her dgskng all her

attention to uncovering her typewriter and folditige cover
carefully.



He looked at her for a minute in silence. 'Are yoa working mood
today?' he asked, and she looked up, frowning asiyo

'‘As much as | usually am,' she agreed. 'Why?"'

He smiled. "You look far too beautiful to sit bethia desk all day," he
told her. The black eyes flicked upwards. 'Andkeliyour hair like
that.'

She fought against the wild hammering of her hdaartinake her
voice sound matter-of-fact. 'Thank you.'

She thought he was surprised at her apparent uecoand got on
with getting out the manuscript she was working "@vhy did you
change it?'

The shrug she gave was careless and she only wiséieder fingers
would feel less trembly as they clumsily sorted steeets of
manuscript. 'l like a change sometimes, and it'shnaooler like this.'
She looked across at him, as blandly unconcernedhascould
appear. '‘Are we going to be very busy today?'

He leaned his chin on one hand, the elbow restingig desk, the
black eyes watching her with a disconcerting stezsf. That's
entirely up to you,' he informed her.

‘Me? But-'

‘Whetheryou'rebusy or not,' he explained. 'l had an idea inetiudy
hours,' he went on, 'but I'm not sure if you'llegto it - not after last
night.’

It was most unfair of him to have brought that ughaut warning, for
she knew she was blushing like a schoolgirl. 'Lastht,’ she
declared, with deceptive airiness, 'was a - a nmeident that meant



nothing to anybody, and | refuse to let you emlssnae with it,
Lucifer, so please don't try.'

‘You're blushing!" he told her, laughter in his ye
‘Stop it, Lucifer!
He tried to look suitably solemn. 'But | like teagiyou.'

'l know you do,' Isobel retorted. 'It's a way obsimng your masculine
superiority - or so you think.'

He laughed then, and Isobel restrained the impuadsehrow
something at him. 'l don't think I'd better mentioy idea after all,'
he told her. 'Not in the circs. | don't suppose'ga@ome anyway.'

'‘Come?' He had captured her interest as he knewetagably would.
‘Come where?"

'‘Out,’ he said. 'l thought we could work until abten o'clock and
then sneak off." He laughed at her startled exmessStrictly on
business,' he explained. 'l have to see someoBdgamorton about
eleven and my bit of business won't take very longn | thought we
could have an early lunch.’

'Oh." The invitation was so unexpected that it kedt at a loss and
very unsure what she should do. Certainly Nigel oot view the

outing with much favour, but it would be nice toredunch out for a
change and if it was business then he could sma@gay too much
against it.

‘Do - do youneedme?' she asked, and he smiled.

'Of course | do.'



'In my capacity as secretary, | mean,' she expdaiaed he shook his
head.

'‘No, but it doesn't make any difference, surelyedd?' He knew
quite well it did, Isobel thought, but he was notrg to admit it. 'l
like travelling in pretty company,' he told hemdal certainly don't
like lunching alone, especially in a restaurantll Wou come with
me?'

‘Thank you, I'd like to.’

'l thought you might,' he said. "You don't go oeityoften, do you?' It
sounded very much like criticism of Nigel, the way said it, Isobel
thought, and frowned.

'l don't really mind," she told him. 'I'm quite lpgpgoing on as | am.’
She looked at him curiously. 'Are you sure | shae'tin the way
while you're talking to your - your business fri€hd

'‘No, of course you won't. | shall send you off tosbme shopping or
something equally extravagant, and pick you up witisrall over.
O.K.?' His eyes teased her. 'You're not scaredadkimg around a
strange town on your own, are you?'

'‘No, of course not!" She raised bright indignargseto glare at him.
'I've told you before, Lucifer, I'm not a baby haltigh you will insist
on treating me like one. I'm a grown woman andqmtly capable of
taking care of myself.’

'‘Except in thunderstorms,' he said softly, and ésdboked at him
reproachfully.

‘That,' she declared, 'was a low blow.’

'It was,' he admittedScusa, signorind, should have known better.’



'You should,” she retorted. She remembered suddenat
considering she was being taken out for lunchyseeperhaps being
rather ungracious and she smiled across at himldbking forward
to my lunch out,' she told him, placatingly, 'tham@u for thinking of
me, Lucifer.' She eyed him for a moment, musinlgu're very nice
sometimes,' she told him, and he looked doubtful.

‘Nice?'he queried. 'I'm not sure | can live that one down
‘Then don't try," Isobel told him, laughing at Bigression.

It was a little after ten o'clock when he told kefinish the page she
was doing and then pack up and, by a quarter thastwere ready to
go. She glanced along the drive briefly at Kandddmoyse as they
went out to the car, wondering what Nigel was daaridp himself.

He chafed more and more lately at his enforcedtivipcand she
thought, yet again, how he would hate the ideaeofgoing off with

Lucifer, especially as it meant he would not seedtdéunch time as
he usually did.

As usual Lucifer correctly interpreted her hasigngle and shook his
head as he saw her into the car. 'No, you doné taiet Nigel know
you're going out with me," he told her, and grinagdher inevitable
look of surprise.

‘You're reading my mind again,' she accused. hwmi wouldn't, it's
most discomfiting."'

'Only if you have a quilty conscience, surely,' $@d. 'And you
haven't, have you?'

'‘No more than anyone else,' Isobel allowed. 'But'rgomuch too
good at it, Lucifer, sometimes you - you bother'me.



He stood looking down at her, his hands on theloar, leaning just
above her and much too close for comforf when eheembered his
similar stance last night.

'‘Why does it bother youpella mi& | only guessed that you were
thinking of Nigel because you looked up at the leoullse told you
there's nothing magic or difficult about it. And'$eface it,' he added
with a smile, 'you're not very hard to read.'

'Oh!" She shrugged herself straight in her seat amded a
reproachful profile to him. ‘Just the sanghbuldlet Nigel know I'm
going out, he might wonder what's happened to rhe ifloesn't see
me at lunch- time.'

'He already knows,' he informed her, walking rodhd car and
tucking his long legs under the steering wheellisgiat her as he
slammed the door shut. 'l told him while you werg powdering
your nose ready to leave.'

'‘Oh. Oh well, | suppose it's all right, then."

'‘Quite all right,’ he told her. 'He wasn't verygded of course, being
Nigel, but he raised no worthwhile arguments, wmwk it that we had
his permission to go.'

‘You shouldn't tease him so,"' Isobel reproached Rispecially when
he's so unwell. Those legs of his worry him an &wdtin this hot
weather.'

'l know they do," he agreed, 'but at least he knbves't permanent,
and self-pity isn't going to help him or anyoneegls it?'

She looked at him reprovingly as they drove oudulgh the gates and
on to the road. 'Sometimes,' she told him, 'l thsgel's right about
you - youare as hard as iron.’



He laughed, completely undismayed by the criti@ssual. 'Is that
what he says?'

'He - he did once,' she admitted, wondering iftsde been too frank.
Knowing him, it was possible that he would mentioa fact to Nigel,
even if it was only to laugh about it. You - youmttatell him | told
you, will you?' she asked.

‘Don't worry," he told her cheerfully. 'l hardlyirtk that's the worst
thing Nigel's ever said about me, anyway, and I'ttelt him - unless
I'm pressed, of course,' he added, and she lodkachanxiously.

'Lucifer—'

'Relax,piccola.'He spared a hand from the steering wheel anddat
hers lying in her lap. 'We're going to enjoy owssl'

Edgemorton was bigger than Isobel rememberednt tlee one and
only time she had been there before, and she hadifirulty in
occupying her time in the variety of shops whilecifer was busy.
She was, as he had suggested, rather extravagasinbe she had
been living in the little cottage at Kanderby Hauser expenses had
been negligible and she had never been on a reppsiy spree, so
she delighted in spending some of her accumulakaltiv on two
new dresses and some shoes.

She kept a careful eye on the time and managedddér way back
to their appointed meeting place almost exactlyiroe, blinking her
surprise when she found Lucifer already there. éithis business
must have taken less time than he had anticipateise her watch
was slow. He appeared not to mind the wait, howdeemhe smiled
as he glanced at his watch when she joined him.

'I'm not late, am 1?' she asked anxiously, andhioels his head.



'‘Spot on time as usual,' he told her. 'It's alsthgears working for
Nigel, | suppose, you're an inadvertent clockwatthe

'If I'm punctual you have no cause for complasti¢ declared, and
he smiled, taking her arm as they started walking."'

'l've no complaints at all,' he told her. 'Far frarhHe glanced down
at her packages and relieved her of the two laoges. 'l see you took
me at my word," he said, 'and were madly extraviagan

'l thought | might as well while | had the opportyrt She flicked
him a brief look from under her lashes. 'l was doljowing orders,’
she added.

'‘Does that mean I'm expected to foot the bill?"

'‘No, certainly not!" She looked quite scandalizeitha idea. 'l buy my
own clothes, then there are no strings attached.’

He regarded her curiously for a second or two wihiégyy made their
way back to the car-park. 'You're an independéiie ldevil, aren't
you?' he said at last.

Isobel stuck out her chin, suspecting criticism.ptefer it that
way.'Surprisingly he said nothing for a minute wo but the hand
that held her arm hugged it close to him for a mana@d he smiled.
'‘We'll park your shopping in the car,’ he told hand then go in
search of lunch.'

The smells that permeated the restaurant they weot were
delicious and Isobel was reminded how hungry she Wavas a big,
luxuriously modern place and looked as if the d¢kén might be
expected to pay for the expensive decor as weheaslunches. The
waitresses, too, had that suitably reserved loak would never be
guilty of actually showing expression or addresdimgjr customers
as 'love'.



It was, Isobel thought, quite the most grand plsice'd ever been
taken to and she could not help but smile ovedifference in taste
between the two brothers. Nigel usually took heneahere small
and discreet, but quite cosy and with an excetlaigine.

'l suppose,' Lucifer said as they studied the miéa®ing such a little
‘un, you have an enormous appetite?’

'l can do my share," Isobel informed him, ‘and trwgou I'm hungry.
Do little girls always have big appetites?' sheeds&uriously a few
minutes later, and he laughed.

'l don't really know," he confessed. 'I've neverched with such a
diddy one before.’

‘You're being patronizing again,’ she warned him.not that small.
Anyway, good things come in small packages, so tagy

‘Do they now?' His eyes danced wickedly as he leaoedrtd her
across the table. 'Are y@ood,lsobel?' he added softly and in such
way that she felt the colour flood into her cheelsjing such
emphasis on the word that there was no doubt lais tmeaning.

T-1 try to be." She wondered suddenly if he foued &amusingly
different from his more usual type of companione Bophisticated
thirties, as Nigel had called them.

He nodded slowly, sweeping her with one expresgiaace that
made her feel even more gauche. 'Yes,' he saig.sbiigel wouldn't
want to know you if you weren't.'

"You make virtue sound like a vice,' she told hivay hands clasped
tightly together, lying on the table before her.

'l wasn't trying to," he denied quietly. 'lt's sfuvhat it sounds - a
virtue and it's part of youpella mia,as much as your youth anc



beauty.' His eyes swept over her again, this tintle & more gentle
look in them and he smiled. "You look very, verydly in that white
dress, it's most appropriate.’

She thought he was serious, but she could nevguibe sure with
Lucifer and she looked at him uncertainly for a nemtnbefore
shaking her head slowly, her eyes lowered whilesplo&e. 'l - | wish
| knew you better," she said, almost without réagjavhat she said,
and his hands reached out for hers and covered tiggtty, the

strong fingers curling round hers like a vice.

‘You wouldn't like what you foundgarissima,'he told her softly,
while Isobel's heart beat a rapid and uneasy tattoer her ribs.

He made no effort to explain this rather enigmagmark, but
dismissed the moment of solemnity with a deternmmahat allowed
no argument. It would be useless, she thought, vier é&ry to
understand him.

They took their time over the meal because, asféusaid, they had
no one to please but themselves, and Isobel enjderdelf,

chattering gaily, despite Lucifer's teasing thatulslp at any other
time, have made her silent.

It was while they sat over their coffee at the ehthe meal that she
noticed a swift flick of surprise on Lucifer's faaed a moment later
he got to his feet, smiling broadly, while Isob&bked round to see
who it was behind her. Her gaze clashed with thievaéent amber
eyes of Vanessa Law and for one wild, unreasomstant she felt
fear. A sickening cold fear that clutched at hensich like a tangible
thing, so that she instinctively put a hand to cotve

The thin gauntly striking face had little or no @ot even on such a
warm day, and there was not a black hair out otelan the
high-piled coiffure. Her dress, too, as it had b#enfirst time Isobel



saw her, was of some dark material that clung tahie figure and

looked most unsuitable for a hot summer's dayabtite same time
made it impossible to overlook her, even in a crotmt that, Isobel

thought a little uncharitably, was probably partlod exhibitionism

that made up a good deal of Vanessa Law's character

‘Lucifer darling, | didn't expect to see you here.' The rather har
voice drew several curious eyes and Isobel felt wal o©f
embarrassment which Lucifer apparently did notehar

He smiled at the woman and raised a brow. 'Helbm@assa, lunching
alone?'

He looked behind her, seeking a companion, and &&mpursed her
lips, inclining her head carelessly at a table satistance away
where a short, stout man sat alone and lookingeraheepish. 'I'm
with Freddy Gains,' she said, 'but | told him tat@ me at the table
when | spotted you. He bores me silly,' she confideut | thought

youwere busy, my darling.’

Lucifer ignored the jibe and smiled at Isobel. "Yeumet Isobel,
haven't you?' he asked politely, and Vanessa Laldeub shortly, no
doubt reading her own interpretation into the qoest

'l didn't realize you were coming into Edgemortoday," she told
him, 'and | certainly didn't know you'd be lunchingre. Why didn't
you let me know?'

'l never thought about it,' Lucifer informed heaibdlly, and even
Isobel felt a swift pang of pity for the look of iithat showed briefly
In the other woman's eyes. Lucifer could be hoyritvuel when he
felt like it. Either that or he was unaware of hvanessa felt about
him, and she could not believe that.

'‘Well, you should have,' Vanessa scolded him. 'Moow | love this
place and you haven't taken me to lunch for ages.'



He shrugged. 'As you said,’ he told her, 'l've beesy. Haven't |,
Isobel?’

'‘Oh - oh yes, you have,' Isobel agreed, not ddargld his first name
in front of Vanessa Law.

'‘Busy with your wretched book, | suppose,’ Vangsseed, though
she smiled when she said it. "You never let upyalg darling?’

'‘Why should I?' Lucifer asked. 'l enjoy work.' Thlack eyes turned
to Isobel and he smiled. 'l enjoy my work very muahfact.'

To Isobel the meeting had gone on far too longsir&could almost
feel the malice that emanated from Vanessa Lavghaswatched
every move and word Lucifer made. Isobel shiverasluntarily,
her lightheartedness quite gone, the clawing calslnethe pit of her
stomach again when the amber eyes turned on her.

'l see you still employ Miss Hendrix," she saidediyi, and Lucifer
smiled.

'Of course,' he agreed. 'She's the best secrétamgMer had, and she's
decorative too, what more can any man ask?'

'l wouldn't know, darling." The cat-like eyes lodkeip -at him
possessively. 'When are you coming to see me dgduaasked. 'It's
weeks now since | saw anything of you.'

The statement so surprised Isobel that she loakibe #hin, dark face
curiously. Surely Lucifer would not absent himdelf so long from
his usual haunts unless - unless he was seeingh@natoman.
Having yet another affair. She bit her lip and wasprised to find
herself unwilling to accept the idea.

''ve been very busy,' Lucifer repeated. 'You knowne isn't a
nine-to-five job, Van.'



'‘Don't call me Van!" Her vehemence crackled shamlylsobel's
nerves, but the moment was short-lived and a selevedshe smiled
reproachfully, a hand on his arm. 'You know | ddiik# it," she told
him.

Lucifer grinned unconcernedly. 'l forgot,’ he saidbviously
untruthful. He looked across at the man seatedatother table
waiting for Vanessa and raised an expressive Bkadn't you better
go and join Freddy?' he asked. 'He looks as ifdi®sit to die of the
miseries.'

'Lucifer—'

"You don't want him to get up and leave you on youn do you?' he
asked, and Vanessa was silent for a moment, seensglf beaten,
Isobel thought, but reluctant to recognize it.

'I'd better go,' she said at last. The amber ay@&d on Isobel again
and she held her gaze until Isobel shivered amntakce she saw
there. 'How's Nigel?' she asked meaningly.

'He's very much better, Mrs. Law." She knew shended stiffly
formal, but her throat felt tight and dry and simyavished for that
malicious gaze to be withdrawn.

‘Shall we be hearing wedding bells soon?'

The question was so unexpected that Isobel coljydstere at her for
a moment or two and it was Lucifer who answeredn 'It's much
too soon for wedding bells yet," he informed Vaaesgh an air of
certainty that surprised Isobel as much as it chdassa. 'Isobel's far
too much of a baby to be tied down to domesticity.'

'Oh." Vanessa looked from one to the other, hers dgeking
genuinely puzzled, while Isobel, for some inexgileareason, was



obliged to smother an insane desire to laughtherahought it was
more or less settled,' Vanessa said.

Lucifer shook his head, his eyes blackly wickedthihg's settled,’
he informed her profoundly, 'until it happens.'

The following silence could have been cut with @&mand Isobel
wondered, somewhat dizzily, what would happen nédixtwas

Vanessa who spoke, seeing the futility of furtheesgioning. 'I'd
better be going,' she said again, and Luciferntakier at her word,
sat down to resume his leisurely lunch.

‘Goodbye, Van.'

He poured himself more coffee and Isobel watched téil, thin
gauntness of Vanessa Law move smoothly across estaurant
towards her neglected partner, unable to do anytlbout the
unbidden sense of pity she felt for her.

She lowered her gaze when she turned and met I'sdiiack eyes
watching her curiously. 'You don't have to, you Wridhe told her,
and she shook her head slowly, knowing he had @eg@mecognized
the momentary pity she felt for Vanessa.

‘You 're cruel and — and unfeeling,’ she told hrmmai voice that
sounded a little breathless, 'andHateto be in love with you!'



CHAPTER NINE

Despite Nigel's complaints that he was not yet able taatkwnore
than the length of the garden without discomfod &g liked her to
stay with him, Isobel often went for quite long Wk&lalone and, in
fact, quite enjoyed the solitude of the meadowsgheead out around
Kan- derby House like a pattern of every shadereéig and yellow.
Sunday morning was her favourite time for walkimgl &he loved to
hear the distant summons of some hidden churclabslhe made her
way through the warm-smelling fields scattered Kiyicwith
buttercups and clover.

On previous Sunday walks she had noticed a bebhutkd
Cotswold-stone house, tucked away behind a clo$tancient elms
and standing in an almost straight line, as thevcilees, behind
Kanderby House. With the little she knew about &ecture she had
decided that it dated from Tudor times or perhagsearlier, and it
stood, mellowed and quiet, as if it basked in tbeshin. Enthusiastic
mention of it had produced the information thatb&longed to
Vanessa Law and was part of the vast inheritarfcédder by her
late husband.

Learning that had discouraged Isobel from a vadaa she had had
of one day walking right up to the old house andryp admiring it.
She would never have dated do such a thing withe¥ga Law in
occupation.

Seeing the house now, in the mellowness of sumisaoel found it
hard to picture it either as Vanessa Law's honssdhe headquarters
of a rather bizarre club that both she and Ludiédonged to. Nothing
looked less like a home for witchcraft, althougk shipposed that on
adark night and with a north-east wind howling asrtig open land
around it, it could look quite alarmingly differei®he wondered, too,
how many and much more serious witching ceremdhgsld house



had seen within its walls than the mere curiosityaogroup of
inquiring minds.

Both Lucifer and Mrs. Grayson had assured herdkdbng as she
kept a respectable distance from the house, novoéd mind her
walking in the fields, and she had done so on séw&casions. She
always gave the house a wide berth, although skenwsae than ever
curious about it since she had learned to whoreldrged.

The tall slim chimneys of the house showed, sofdifow, against

the blue sky and above the tops of the trees wivite on slightly

lower ground, and once again Isobel's curiosity wamised. Just
once she would love to go closer to it and readlyable to see it, but
the thought of perhaps being caught by Vanessa deterred her
today as it always did.

The village of Green End itself lay in the opposde&ection
altogether, so that there was little likelihoodhefr meeting anyone
else, and she walked slowly, enjoying the sun &edstmell of the
drying grass and clover. It was idyllic, she thatighmost too idyllic,
for she could never quite decide what there wasitaih@ charming
and beautiful countryside that gave her a feelihgiroest. It was
almost as if she had strayed into some lovelynddad and might at
any moment come across the unexpected.

Adding to the sensation of unreality were seveh talghly hewn

stone pillars that seemed to grow out of the sumnmezadow, ugly
and somehow menacing. She looked across at theity \warshe
usually did when 8he passed them, scolding herfeelfbeing

ridiculously fanciful, but they always seemed omisceven in the
bright sunshine. She remembered Nigel's reluctachthalf- scornful
explanation for them being there.

They were, he had informed her, supposed to beewen witches of
Greenwick, a village on the other side of the faiid they had been



magically turned into stone when they attemptedit@ate the young
sister of a good priest into their coven.

It was, of course, all utter nonsense and shedaghked when Nigel
told her the story, but nevertheless she always&emry eye on the
huge yellow pillars of stone whenever she passesinthand
wondered how they really came to be standing theoéd and
gloomy, in that tranquil meadow.

She could never quite Suppress the shiver thatedacily along her
spine, and she thought ruefully how Lucifer woul/é laughed at
her and pointed out, yet again, how powerful psiaiy and

auto-suggestion could be.

She passed the seven witches and went on towagdgrdmising
shade of trees only a few yards ahead. It was s gud peaceful
that the soft sound of voices immediately drewdttmtion, growing
more plain as she walked on. There was, she decsisdething
vaguely familiar about both voices, although sh@adistinguish no
actual words.

The very fact that there was someone else abroage\fer, made her
cautious and she decided to go no further thafethe@xtra steps that
would bring her to the edge of the trees where theyed round as
the spinney widened. Then she would turn roundganbdack before
she was seen and perhaps accused of trespassing.

Knowing how sound carries in the open country, s anticipated
that the talkers would be some distance off -yethaps somewhere
deeper in to the spinney, and hidden from her vi@aming upon
them suddenly as she did, when she walked to tiwinguedge of the
trees, she blinked in surprise, for there were p@ople so close that
she felt sure they must have seen her.



Only the fact that they were so engrossed in tbem affairs kept
them from paying her more notice. The man Isobsgaized as Gal
Ford, the artist who had sketched her portrai@County Show, and
there was certainly no mistaking the sleekly coitddck hair of
Vanessa Law.

Obviously she had been riding, for a big bay mao®d waiting
patiently nearby, but whether the meeting had besmdental or
planned was debatable. Certainly it was not th¢ sbplace one
would normally expect to meet people except byraeanent, and
Cal Ford had frankly admitted to being no countyelr.

Their actions, too, spoke of a rendezvous rathan thccidental

meeting. The man, not so much taller than his congpa held her in

his arms, the knuckles of his fingers showing batée as he held
her tight, his mouth covering hers in a kiss tredtilihem both silent
for as long as it took Isobel to register the scame then draw back
hastily behind the trees again.

A low, blatantly seductive laugh reached her a nrteter and the
sound of the man's harsh, erratic breathing, remgndsobel of
Lucifer's half-scornful pity for the man's obviousfatuation for
Vanessa. She wished she could turn and go, leavatilmate scene
to the participants and forget she had ever sesn,thut before she
could move off the mare raised her sensitive nosiéneé wind and
whinnied a warning."

There was nothing for it but to come out into tipemm much better
that than have Vanessa Law come over and findheeet Cal Ford's
artistic eye at once recognized her and he lookeld startled and
wary.

'It's - it's Miss Henderson, isn't it?' he askemlystanding a restrained
two feet away from his companion. 'l remember gpaiou with
Lucifer Bennetti at the County Show.'



'Hendrix, Mr. Ford, Isobel Hendrix," she correctedn, uneasily

aware of Vanessa Law's strange cat-like eyes fomedher as she
turned her head. 'I'm sorry if I'm trespassing, .Nlesv,' she said, 'but
both Lucifer and Mrs. Grayson said it would be Oibt. me to walk

in the fields as long as | didn't go too near tbade.'

‘That was very generous of them,” Vanessa drawhed, eyes
suspicious. Wondering how much | saw, Isobel thouggfully. 'But
I'd call this too near the house, wouldn't you?'

'l - I'm sorry.' Isobel had scarcely expected acale, especially in
the circumstances, but the sheer malice with wthiehother woman
looked at her sent shivers down her spine.

‘Then | suggest you go back where you came froanegsa told her.
‘Yes. Yes, of course. I'm sorry, | didn't realize.'

'Realize?' The voice was sharp and almost shnll, she was far
more uneasy, Isobel thought, than she would hapeated, until it
occurred to her that Vanessa would certainly nattlae scene she
had just witnessed relayed to Lucifer.

'l - 1 mean | had no intention of intruding on yqarivacy.'

‘Then don't,’ Vanessa said shortly. 'I'll informcifar that | object to
having every little chit he employs being given fhee run of my
land.’

'‘But | had no—' Isobel began, and was waved tonesdeby a
dismissing hand.

'Oh, spare me the excuses, for heaven's sake,s8@aseaapped, ‘and
in future stay away from my property.’



It was not just the land they stood on either, éabought, that was
included in that autocratic order, but if Vanessalationship with
Lucifer was so precious to her why was she heré Wial Ford?
Almost automatically she glanced at the artist whes stood, eyes
downcast and half-ashamed of his silence.

Isobel shook her head slowly. 'l certainly shaorhe on to your land
again, Mrs. Law,' she said. 'Good morning." Sh&kddoagain at
Cal'Ford. '‘Goodbye, Mr. Ford.'

She turned around and would have walked off, butegaa had
apparently read something more into her answer sheccalled her
back. '‘Miss Hendrix!" Isobel turned again, relutigrand met the
slitted eyes that regarded her suspiciously. 'Hst't get too
ambitious,' Vanessa told her, after a brief siletagcifer Bennetti is
far more than a silly chit like you can handle.’

The crude, obvious warning made Isobel crawl wittbarrassment,
but she lifted her chin, her cheeks flushed andryganglmost
unconsciously noting Cal Ford's halfhearted attetopstem any
further abuse.

'l only have ambitions to be a good secretary, Mmw, she
informed her. 'l leave anything else to you.' Siekéd meaningly at
the artist, miserably inadequate in the situatierfdund himself in,
and Vanessa Law's strange eyes glittered angrily.

'l don't know how long you've been sneaking behureks,' she
warned, 'but if you're wise, you'll forget you'vees anything here
this morning.'

Isobel shook her head, anxious to be gone. 'ltrdbesncern me.'

You're right, it doesn't." She walked towards I$plvao felt a sudden
urgent desire to run as fast as she could away frare. 'If you
mention one word of what you've seen, or think yeuween, to



Lucifer,” she said quietly, her voice as hard anitl as steel, 'you'll
besorry, Miss Hendrix, believe me, you'll be vessry sorry.'

Isobel's nerves tingled warningly and she founddiiticult to
summon even enough courage to turn her back omémace that
looked at her from Vanessa Law's eyes. She begikmgaway, her
chin high, even though her knees felt as weak asnaad threatened
to collapse under her at any minute.

It was cowardly and ridiculous to feel so afraide $old herself, out
here in the open with the sun shining warmly on lteegk, but that
steady, malignant gaze had held more than a tof@dtysical danger
and, at the moment, she could believe almost amytbossible.

The smooth silky black head and the strange, distgr
amber-coloured eyes were all too familiar in ano#reemy of hers,
and for one crazy, incredible moment she could Hseleeved that
she was again face to face with a big, black, nmigzeyed cat,
called Pyewacket, who sat contentedly enough infexis arms, but
lashed out viciously when Isobel tried to makerfdg with her.

Isobel said nothing to Lucifer about her ignomirsawetreat from
Vanessa's anger, but she did tell Nigel about émwthey were alone
that evening and sitting on the bench at the enbleogarden.

Now free of strapping of any sort on his legs, $iuk needing a stick
to help him to walk, Nigel was getting about mudttér now, and
had even been driven to London once or twice taffise. He had
been annoyed because Isobel had refused to astet tan the time
off to go with him, but it would not be right, skg&plained to him, to
expect special privileges just because he was é&tgibrother. It
would not be very long now, she thought ruefullgfdse he asked her
about moving back to Frome's and leaving her jah wucifer, and
she was determined to be firm about it.



'l never knew Vanessa had an interest in anyoreelels Luke,' he
told her, when she mentioned Cal Ford. 'Althoudgindw he's been
potty about her for years. | was told so by a miutigguaintance,' he
added, when he saw her curious frown. 'Quite frgnikrling, you

surprise me when you say that Vanessa was a wplanmer.'

'‘Can you imagine her being a partner at all if slesn't willing?"
Isobel asked dryly. 'I'm not sure whether I'm sisgd or not,
although | knew Cal Ford was what you call pottpatiher.'

'Did you?' He arched a curious brow. '"You're vempwledgeable
about such matters, considering. Howydo know?'

Isobel shrugged. 'Something Lucifer said when we Gal Ford at
the County Show last month,' she said. 'Lucifeit baiwas a fool, but
it wasn't so much what he said as the way he saldust got the
Impression that he knew the man was in love witméssa and he
thought him a fool for it. Being Lucifer, of courssehe added, 'he
didn't think twice about telling what he thought.'

'‘No,' Nigel agreed, 'he wouldn't.' He frowned ocs@mething else she
had said, and looked at her curiously. 'l didndwryou knew Cal
Ford,' he said.

'I met him at the show, as | said. | didn't imagyoe knew him either,
| thought he belonged to Lucifer's world, not yours

'He does,’ Nigel agreed. 'l met him once, thougd,ldhought he was
rather an odd bird. What was he doing at the sHdh®ught he was
strictly a town-dweller.’

Isobel made a wry face. 'As far as | could gatleewhs killing two
birds with one stone,' she told him. 'He was wagkihoing sketches
and selling them, and hopingdee Vanessa while he was there.’



'Oh, | see. I've heard he's a very clever artistigh I've never seen
any of his stuff.' He smiled at her. 'If I'd knowe was going to be
there and working, I'd have got you to have harhaviohg of yourself
done.’

'Oh, but he did—' She bit her lip hastily, remenntgtoo late who
had both commissioned and kept the rather goodlisiather that
Cal Ford had drawn.

Nigel's eyes narrowed suspiciousiyid he do one, Isobel?’

There was no other way but to answer him truthfehe realized, for
If she denied it now he would almost surely askitan@bout it, and
Lucifer, she felt sure, would have no qualms abadmitting to

possession of it.

‘Yes, he did, actually,' she said, not lookingiat.h
‘And you didn't say anything about it,' he accused.

She shrugged, hoping to make it appear far lessriaupt than he was
bent on making it. 'l didn't think it was worth sgp@ mention,' she
told him.

'Have you still got it?' She shook her head. 'Wai?nNasn't it any
good?'

'Oh yes, it was very good.'
‘Then why—'

'It wasn't mine to keep,' she said, a little imgxatlily, for she was tired
of being questioned.

When she looked at him again, his eyes were a diagk blue in the
evening light and it was difficult to judge what Wwas thinking, but



there was a familiar warning tightness about hisitimo'l don't need
more than one guess to know whasgot it,' he told her, and she
sighed.

'It was Lucifer's idea to have it done," she taiah.Hl think he felt
sorry for Cal Ford one way and another, and he edhtd kelp.'

Nigel's lip curled dubiously. 'Charity isn't Lukessong point that |
know of,' he said bluntly. 'And if he wanted to h&Tal Ford, he
needn't have kept the drawing. Why did you let Hsabel?'

She looked a little surprised at the questionad fery little option,'
she declared, truthfully enough. "You know what iferts like, and
anyway, he paid for it, so | couldn't very well lelgim to it.'

‘What | want to know," Nigel murmured darkly, 'iqiwthe hell he
wanted it in the first place.’

She pondered on that question herself for a mioutsvo. 'l don't
know,' she admitted at last. 'Maybe he just likeslgicture.'

'‘Or maybe he wanted it for some wretched trickéthat idiotic club
of theirs.'

Isobel looked briefly uneasy. '‘Oh no, Nigel, thatlly.'

'Is it?' He shrugged. 'They get up to some prdtiythings as far as |
can gather, and | wouldn't put anything past him.'

‘Well, I'm quite sure he wouldn't use a perfectyrhless drawing of
me to - to raise his devils or whatever it is tdey It's ridiculous!

'l suppose so,' he allowed grudgingly. 'But | woliké to know why
he had it.'



'‘Well, it was rather a good drawing,' she said, ligkl snorted his
opinion of that idea.

'I've never known him as patron of the arts either remarked, and
Isobel felt a flash of rising temper at his detered ill-humour.

'It's quite likely still rolled up into a tube theay he carried it home,'
she retorted. 'And | really don't see why you'r&img so much fuss
about a - a hasty sketch.’

'It's his reason for having it that I'm questionimMggel insisted. '‘And
| wasn't aware thatwasmaking a fuss abut it.'

‘Well, you are.’

They were silent for several minutes, a brittle agyesilence, then
Nigel leaned over and took her hand in his, makiegturn and face
him. 'If I'm fussing, darling, there's good readonit,’ he told her,
'but I didn't want to upset you. I'm sorry.'

Isobel sighed. 'Oh, I'm not upset, it isn't wotthtt it just seemed a bit
like making a mountain out of a molehill that's'all

He kissed her mouth, his eyes apologetic. 'Weillway, I'm sorry.'
He put an arm round her shoulders and hugged heloae to him on
the bench seat. 'lIt won't be long now,' he tolq faad I'll be back full
time at the works and we can both get away from-tttee rather
dangerous atmosphere of this place.’

'‘Oh, but it's lovely here,' Isobel objected, arehkd away from him
to look up into his eyes, feeling a strangely updaesat in her heart
suddenly. 'And I'm not at all sure that I'm comimack to Frome's,
Nigel.'



He looked at her as if he found it impossible tbeye he had heard
her aright. 'But of course you will," he told h@ihis arrangement was
only temporary, you knew that.’

'l didn't,’ she denied firmly. 'You said nothingak about it being
temporary.’

'‘But surely you understood that," he insistedvds only while | was
here and | wanted you here with me.'

‘You didn't point that out to me or to Lucifer,'estold him.

'‘Lucifer?' he asked, his eyes narrowed suspiciolflyat the hell has
it got to do with Luke?'

‘Everything, | should think," Isobel retorted. 'Happens to be my
employer and he pays me very well. Also,-she addlddthppen to
like my job.'

'You - you mean you want to stay on?' She nodidedy. 'Even after
I'm gone?'

‘Yes. Oh, Nigel, be reasonable. | have a greattddake by leaving
here.’

‘Including me," Nigel said gloomily.

‘That's silly," Isobel told him shortly, ‘and yooduw it. It isn't as if this
Is the end of the world, it's only quite a shotirjgey from London by
car and you could see me every week-end, if youedaio.'

"You know | want to.'

‘Then why are you making so much fuss about myrgg&yshe asked
reasonably. 'After all, | only ever saw you abou br three evenings
a week when | was in town, so if you come here eastk-end | shall



see you for actually longer than | did then, akddw Mrs. Grayson
will be delighted to have you here more often."'

'l know she will," he allowed, but he still had tliscontented look
that showed how much he disliked the idea of leawer behind
here. 'But | saw you all day as well,' he saidhat, linsistently. 'Isobel
- pleasewon't you reconsider? For my sake?'

She shook her head. 'l - | told you, Nigel, thaeked more time to
think about - about what you asked me, and | thinat being away
from you for a bit will give me the chance | neektow how I really
feel." She smiled at him wryly. 'See how much llilsiméss you when
you're not here.'

'l suppose you're right,' he allowed grudginghdid promise not to
rush you, didn't I?'

‘You did." She smiled at his sober face. 'We'llhbbave more
opportunity to find out whether absence really doedke the heart
grow fonder, or if it merely breeds indifference.’

'It certainly won't breed indifference as far as €oncerned,' Nigel
assured her confidently, and Isobel wished shedcbale been so
certain.



CHAPTER TEN

It was several days after her rather eventful meefirtiy Vanessa
that Isobel again got into difficulties with Vanassaw's cat,
Pyewacket, and yet again, it was Lucifer who camneetr aid. It was
while she was alone in the office, working on soateer worse than
usual manuscript, that something caught her eye.

She glanced up, startled by the sudden movemethtsam the huge
black cat standing on the sill by the open windiwsvback was arched
and the malevolent yellow eyes, so like its mistieswatched her
steadily and very disconcertingly. Lucifer waslstibt back from

lunch or she would not have bothered herself, kit the cat's

eviction to him; as it was she got up from her chaid approached it
cautiously.

'‘Shoo!" she told it, clapping her hands togethscaliragingly. 'Go
away, you horrible great brute. Go home!'

Pyewacket looked at her, unmoved and quite unafreed smooth
black back still arched threateningly. 'Go awagbldel told her
sharply, hoping to impress the animal with herrstess. 'Go home!'

She reached out, meaning to use a bit of gentlsupeion, since
verbal command seemed to be having no effect. 8hégr hands
round the sleek, furry body and pushgently towards the open
window. 'Go on,' she instructed, 'good pussy, gmdéioGo home,
Pyewacket, or whatever your silly name is.'

It was not to be as simple as that, however, ferdat resisted her
efforts and in no uncertain manner. It turned,tswtfuriously, one
paw raised to lash out with claws extended, drawiongd with one-
vicious rake down Isobel's right arm. She droppedcat with a yell,
instinctively putting the injured arm to her mouwthile she stared at



her assailant in momentary fear. "You vicious drstee told it, while
it glared at her maliciously. 'That's twice yousaezatched me!

Pyewacket stood her ground, her tail swishing baickt forth in
righteous anger, yellow eyes narrowed in warningiresj further
liberties. Isobel stood for a moment, indecisieernt stubbornness
made her determined not to let a mere cat haviashevord, and she
waved her hands and tried her original methodsnag@hoo!" she
said firmly. 'Shoo! Go home, you horrible, spitefyieat monster
moggie, go home to your mistress and - and scregch.’

She was so occupied with getting rid of her unwelewisitor that
she did not hear the door open, and it was notsheiheard the laugh
that greeted her uncharitable exhortation to thdhet she realized
Lucifer was there, and turned round. She lookedt @&Heepish at
being caught so openly hostile to Vanessa, andniiedknowingly.

‘Are you having trouble with Vanessa's Pye agawe?asked, and
came across to the window, picking up the cat, prdoonptly became
all soft and Kkittenish, closing her yellow eyestatisally when he
rubbed her throat with his strong fingers.

'She hates me,' Isobel told him, glaring at theesentfully, 'and I've
never done anything to harher. She just doesn't like me, for some
reason or other.’

'She's just jealous, as | told you before,' he.sAr@én't you, Pye?'

'‘But all soft and fussy with you,' Isobel retorted,indignantly that he
laughed and pushed the cat unceremoniously obeoiiindow.

'It sounds to me as if the dislike's mutual,’ Hd teer. 'Don't you like
cats?'

'l like cats,' Isobel informed him, 'but I'm notadit sure thathatthing
IS just a common or garden moggie as you claim.’



'Oh?' He gave Pyewacket a discouraging jab in itbee when she
attempted to come back through the open window|sotael looked
vaguely uneasy.

'Oh, it's ridiculous, of course, an#étiowit is. The trouble is when she
looks at me with those great, evil-looking yelloyes | can believe
she's anything from a - a wild animal to a reineéed witch, which
only goes to show how strong the power of persuasio

'‘Or how strong your imagination is,' he teased.lalighter did little

to pacify her, but at least he did something albioeicat. He gave it a
none too gentle shove and pushed her off the siindon to the

garden outside. 'Go on, you prowling fusspot,'dieé the indignant

Pyewacket, 'go back where you belong!

Isobel leaned forward in the window, watching tre¢ move off
reluctantly along the drive. It turned once to ldi#Eck at her with its
yellow eyes narrowed and spiteful so that she draek her head
hastily. The scratches on her arm were much wdase before and
ran from elbow to wrist, red and angry-looking.

Lucifer looked at them, tut-tutting impatiently, ke considered it
as much her fault as the cat's. "You just donthledo you?' he asked.
‘Come on through to the bathroom and I'll mop ypu u

‘There's no need to mop me up,' Isobel told himtshd'll survive
with a hankie tied round it until it stops bleedirfghe had never been
through into the rest of the cottage and somehanskled nervously
away from the idea now.

He made no effort to argue with her but simply @dttand firmly in
the middle of her back and propelled her throughdihor and on into
the hall, with no more ceremony than he had shotennevicting her
attacker.



'You," he informed her briefly as they went, 'arfargtoo much - it's a
distressing habit in the young. Beppo!" The last walled at his
manservant who appeared with remarkable speed thierkitchen,
his eyes curious, noting the marks on Isobel's arm.

'Si, signore?'

There followed a string of what was presumablyringtons in, to

Isobel, rapid and unintelligible Italian, then th@an disappeared
again to return a few minutes later with a firgt box. He made what
Isobel took to be an offer to help, but Luciferrdissed it briefly and
turned to her again.

'In here," he told her, and opened the door of alldmt luxurious
bathroom.

'l wish you wouldn't make so much fuss aboutstblel protested. 'l
know it was my own fault, and you're rightjdn'tlearn. Not where
that wretched cat's concerned anyway, but I'm rastatlty wounded.'

'‘Why don't you just stop talking for just@vminutes and sit down on
that stool?' Lucifer asked, as if his patience faas running out, and
he opened the lid of the first aid box, frowningeothe contents.

'But |-
‘Shush!’

‘Lucifer, I'm not—' She stopped when he drew a \d&gp breath and
looked at her steadily for a moment before launghmo a spate of
rapid Italian that lasted for several seconds, evidobel sat and
looked at him wide- eyed.

‘Now sit down and shut up! he told her.



She looked at him silently for a moment, then sthii@schievously.
'Si, P—'" A warning glint in his eyes cut short the rephat had
proved so provocative before and instead she gidgglefly before
subsiding on to the stool.

‘That's better,' he approved, and bent over to koker arm. He
bathed it gently, although the stuff he used atuhg sharply for a
few seconds, while Isobel eyed him curiously.

'What did all that mean?' she asked after a mioute/o.

He grinned at her ruefully. 'l hope you never kiidwe,told her. 'l can
safely cuss at you in Italian because | know yon'tdonderstand
what I'm saying and therefore you don't know howamplimentary
I'm being.’

'l can guess,' Isobel retorted, surveying her weurvbu'renotgoing
to bandage it?' she added a few seconds later méhproduced a roll
of white cotton from the box and proceeded to hincbund and
round her arm with a dexterity that surprised her.

'Of course | am, to give that stuff a chance tolkwor

She surveyed the stark white wrapping with disfaviulooks as if
I've broken it at least,’ she complained, and lo®klhis head slowly
as he put the things back into the first aid box.

'Stop complaining, you ungrateful little wretchg bold her, and
grinned at her suddenly. 'You and Nigel can compates now,' he
added, 'and see who moans most.’

Isobel looked at him indignantly for a second, timest the wicked
glint in his eyes and almost inevitably smiledn:korry if | sound
ungrateful,’ she said. 'I'm not, really. Thank youdressing my war
wounds.'



‘You're welcome, but if | were you I'd give Pyewatk wide berth in
future, certainly don't attempt to pick her up agai

'l won't, don't worry,' Isobel assured him fervgntl

'‘Good. She's obviously chosen you as the objebeppecial hate
and she'll probably swipe at you again if she getschance, so don't
give it to her.'

'‘Does she treat every female like that?' Isobe¢@sturiously, and
Lucifer smiled, walking with her back to the office

'‘Not every one,' he said. 'That's why | said sleeseto have singled
you out.'

Why?"

She looked at him suddenly more serious, someicdiear striking
coldly at her heart as she recalled the awful sintyf between
Vanessa Law and the big black cat. Both of theneapgd to hate her
with equal intensity, and she had the uneasy fgdhat it was for the
same reason - Lucifer.

'‘Who knows?' he said, and shrugged. 'Now forgewwBgket and
Vanessa and let's get on with some more work, setl

It was only as she rolled the first page of pap& her machine that
she realized he had mentioned Vanessa and thetb&t same breath,
almost as if he had followed her thoughts, andssineered again at
the coincidence.

It was later that day, after she had finished wir&t Isobel sat with
Nigel and tried to explain how her arm came todbadly scratched.
'It's not nearly as bad as it looks,' she told hmen he exclaimed at



the sight of it. 'lt's because Lucifer insistedputting this wretched
bandage on it that it looks so serious.’

‘It must be pretty bad," Nigel told her, 'for Lukehave made so much
fuss. He's not given to being over concerned aaoyone.'

'‘Well, it isn't, | assure you,' she said. 'Undethehis bandaging it's
just a cat scratch, pure and simple.’

'‘Pure and simple?' He questioned her meaning wi¢hraised brow
and she laughed, determined to have no more fude afzout it.

'‘Well, maybe it's a bit deep and it was rather méssause it bled a
lot," she admitted, 'but it really doesn't warraatmuch fuss being
made and it certainlgoesn'twarrant all this bandage wound rounc
it.

'Have you something on it beside the bandage?! Hgked, as if he
mistrusted his brother's ministrations.

She smiled. 'Yes, | have. He used some horrible thtat stung like
fury and felt worse than Pyewacket's claws wheifirse put it on,
although it's much better now. He's a very effitwoctor.'

'He should be," Nigel retorted, as if he partechwitte information
only reluctantly. 'He did three years as a medstatient and then
changed his mind.’

'Did he?' Isobel absorbed the new piece of infolenahoughtfully.
'l wonder why.'

'‘God knows," Nigel said impatiently. 'He said sdmmeg about not
being cut out for it. Personally | believe him.'

'‘Oh, | don't know," Isobel mused, then hastily Heca herself,
reproached by his frown of disapproval.



‘That damned cat seems to follow you around,’ laehter. "You must
have a fascination for it.'

Isobel shook her head. 'It's not me who's thediitra,' she denied.
'It's Lucifer, she's as potty about him as her masst is.'

'‘Vanessa?' He raised a doubtful brdwVanessa potty about him?'
he asked, obviously doubting it.

‘Very definitely.’

'I'd have said she was more possessive than agylsa.' He seemed
prepared to argue the point and she thought ryethdit another hot

day had done nothing to improve his temper. 'Algigune admitted,

'she has to take a back seat every so often whéakbe a fancy to

someone else.’

Isobel nodded quite convinced she was right. 'Gévery definitely
Is potty about him," she assured him. 'She's ie lwith him, Nigel,

It's not just possessiveness, I've seen her fatéharhurt look in her
eyes when he's been thoughtless in what he sédnes.to

Nigel looked at her for a moment thoughtfully. "Yeeem to have
been very observant,’ he remarked, and almost maoend like a
vice he disapproved of.

'‘Not really," Isobel denied. 'l just happened tdiceothe way she
looked, that's all. | thought it was - well, rathort of character for
her, but it showed, quite plainly, for just a setowhen they were
talking once.'

'‘Hmm.' He rubbed his chin, his eyes thoughtful.aflsh quite a
revelation.'

'l thought so,' Isobel said quietly. 'Actually Itfquite sorry for her for
a few seconds.’



‘It wouldn't be for very long, | can imagine,' rmdswryly.

She looked at him for a moment, curious and onliyd&ious. 'As a
matter of fact,’ she said, watching his face towbkat his reaction
would be to the suggestion, 'l wondered why, ifskse practised in
the arts of witchcraft, she didn't concoct someravbrew that would
make sure he stayed with her and didn't go wangleosih after
someone else all the time.’

'‘Good grief!" Nigel exclaimed, in something akinhorror. "You're
not seriously suggesting that she'd use a - apotien or whatever it
Is they brew up, are you?'

'‘Why not?' Isobel asked defensively, and he stateter for a
moment, shaking his head slowly in disbelief.

'‘Because you surely don't believe in such thingshel, you're not so
naive.’

'Of coursel'm, not,' Isobel agreed with a smile, 'but Vanessa'sav
supposed to believe in it, isn't she?’

‘Not believe in it, no,’” he denied. 'They merelydst the old
witchcraft methods with the object of discoveringnhthey were
made to work - or appear to work, because obvioty didn't in
fact, it was all psychological.'

'So Lucifer says.'

‘Well, for once | agree with him.' He looked at Imarrowly. 'Don't
you believe it's all psychological chicanery?'

‘Yes, | told you | believe, but I'm not at all suhat Vanessa does.’

He was silent for a moment, as if the idea gavefbd for thought,
then he shook his head. 'l find it hard to beliédva a woman like



Vanessa ishat gullible,’ he remarked at last. "What makes younkth
she is?'

Isobel shrugged, not really prepared to put hemmnganto words. 'l
don't know exactly," she said. 'lt's just - jus¢ thay she behaves
generally. She even dresses the part. Those dadsel and the
high-piled black hair, which doesn't really suit it which - well,
gives her an odd look, all weirdly exotic. You saarself, she gives
you the creeps.'

'So she does,' Nigel admitted, 'but | hadn't gag deeply into the
reason for it." He was thoughtfully silent agaim éowhile, then he
looked at her with eyes that had a curiously blaok, as if the full
meaning of what she had said had only just pemetlraGood God!
'he said, half under his breath, 'it doesn't be@king about in this
day and age.’

'It's - it's nonsense, of course,' Isobel saidit aiticertainly for she
was not at all sure that she had not raised soméaféher own by
starting this conversation.

'Of course,' he echoed, and was silent for so tbagshe fait sure he
must be taking her seriously about Vanessa. Afighiée, however,
he seemed determined to shake the idea and he gsdrugs
shoulders, leaning across to take her hand iri®iswell, | suppose
she and Luke will sort out their own salvation afi¢hese days,' he
said, and Isobel nodded absently. He smiled aséeous face and
squeezed her hand. 'You're very preoccupied tohightold her. 'Is
it your arm?"

'‘My arm?' She blinked for a moment. 'Oh no, not'sha.K. Just a bit
sore, that's all.’

‘And he didn't offer to give you any time off tacowver, | suppose?'



Isobel smiled wryly at him. 'Would you have dor&® asked. 'For a
cat scratch?'

He shook his head. 'No, | suppose not,' he admitiBed if it isn't
because your arm's paining you, what's making pahacughtful?'

She shrugged. 'l didn't know | was.' That wasntequue, in fact, for
ever since she had left the cottage that afterribere had been a
strange sense of uneasiness troubling her thatcshlel neither
identify fully nor find a reason for.

‘You've had an air of not-quite-with-me, all evemlrne told her, and
she smiled apologetically. 'And I'm wondering ifuye tell me what
was worrying you, even if you knew.'

Isobel looked surprised at what sounded almostdikeaccusation.
'Of course I'd tell you if I knew myself.’

'‘Would you, darling?' He held on to her hand tightOr would you
run to Lucifer like you did when the prospect othainderstorm
frightened you?'

She saw his reason at last and shook her headtoVelidn't run to
him," she reminded him quietly. 'He ran to me ,afiyemember, and
without my asking.'

'Only because he knew you were frightened,' Niggbted. 'And you
hadn't seen fit to tell me about your fear.'

She sighed, not prepared to argue that subjeat agher. 'Oh, please
don't let's go into all that again,’ she beggedoldl you how it
happened, Nigel, and it's ancient history now.'

For a moment she thought he would carry it furthoer, then he
smiled and kissed her fingers lightly. 'I'm somy darling.’



Isobel shook her head. 'There's no need to be,tattiehim, and
laughed uncertainly. 'l don't know, it seems toehbgen a funny sort
of day altogether somehow. First that wretchedcedtched me and
gave me the creeps, then when I—' She hesitateagevimg if her
vague, groundless fears would bring his scorn domwher head.

'‘When you?' he prompted.

She laughed, trying to make light of it. 'lt's tgaioo stupid for

words,' she admitted, 'but ever since | left mytaxpg to come over
here, I've had the strangest feeling that - thatetbing's going to
happen.'

‘Something's going to happen?' It was obvious ftbm way he
repeated her words that he had no conception ofdh@wvas feeling
and she wished, though she would never dare hawited it, that he
had some of Lucifer's understanding of things thaten't always
down to earth and easily explainable.

She shrugged, trying to appear off-hand aboudit, yyou know what

| mean,' she told him. 'People often say they #&dkekhurned up
inside, as if something's going to happen. It saeldmes,' she added
optimistically.

'Of course it doesn't,’ he declared bluntly. "Yeylust letting the
atmosphere of the place, and Vanessa's ghastlygeatpn your
nerves, darling.’

'l suppose so,' Isobel allowed, unconvincingly.

Nigel looked at her sharply, disapproval plain a® d¢pood-looking
face. 'Well, | hope to heaven you're not goingantdelieving in that
ridiculous hocus-pocus that Luke and Vanessa praltbut,’ he told
her shortly 'l don't think | could stand it if yauent mystic on me,
too.'



She flushed, cross because he was so lacking erstadding, and
would not even pretend to humour her. 'For heavsaks,' she told
him, 'there's nothing mystic about me. | just ddedt as if something
was going to happen, that's all.'

'‘Well, | hope you're wrong,' he told her shortlyhen you'll realize
how daft the idea is.’

Mrs. Grayson sat on the other side of the room.r&lver sat actually
with them unless she was specifically brought th conversation,
but made herself as inconspicuous as possible whédg spoke

quietly together. At the moment, however, she seetnesense that
something was amiss between them and her heachisad rher blue
eyes looking across at Isobel inquiringly™ as & skalized her need
for understanding.

'Is your arm very painful, Isobel?' she asked, mothel knew quite
well that the question was only a way of admittimgyself to the
conversation.

'It's not too bad at all, Mrs. Grayson, thank yshe¢ said, smiling her
thanks.

'l know how it can be,' the old lady said gentlyt twith a meaningful
glance at her grandson. 'With this hot weathetla@ss or a pain can
seem very much worse and it can make one quitehatt at times,
which is quite understandable.’

Nigel glanced sharply from one to the other of thémen pulled a
droll face, that was part apologeticathbeing a bit of a so-and-so, |
suppose,' he admitted, and his grandmother snekeskuringly.

‘You did look rather crotchety, dear," she told mmidly, ‘and |
suspect you were taking it out on poor Isobel.’



He leaned over and kissed Isobel gently besidenoeth. 'l suppose
| was doing that too,' he confessed, 'but the wlebsobel having
mysterious feelings was too much for me to contateplvithout
objection.’

Mrs. Grayson looked at Isobel inquiringly. 'Are yduaving
mysterious feelings, my dear?' she asked with desrkow very
intriguing.'

‘Nigel's exaggerating,' Isobel told her. 'l mersdyd that | felt that -
that something was going to happen. You know whatén," she
added, confident the old lady would be less impati@th her than
Nigel had been. 'lt's nothing definite and mostgbedeel like it at
some time or other.’

'l know exactly what you mean,' Mrs. Grayson agréestmember
that's how Madge was the day before Andy Fromekiliasl - Nigel's
father, you know.'

Isobel looked startled for a moment, especially nveae saw the
black frown with which Nigel greeted the informatidShe felt - she
felt something was going to happen?' she askeertamc if it would
be wise to pursue the subject in view of Nigel'giobs dislike of it.

Mrs. Grayson nodded. 'She told me the night bejast,as she was
going to bed, that she felt as if something ungleasvas going to
happen, though of course, like most people, stghlediabout it, but |
could tell it disturbed her." The old lady sigheekdly. 'Of course
with Andy being in the profession he was, it wasrfeore likely to
become a fact than most people's intuitions aiéjrathis case it did.
Poor Madge!"

Nigel looked at her narrow-eyed, as if he suspelrdf making it
up just to support Isobel. 'l never knew about,thattold her, and the
old lady smiled.



'l don't suppose you did, dear,' she told himstt the kind of thing
one tells one's children about, and especiallywt#rg practical little

boy that you were.' Her smile took the sting outhe words. 'The
very practical person you still are,' she addethitik after that, she
was always afraid to admit to any such feeling mgaicase it came
true as it did that time, but of course it was nmesmcidence as it is
with most people.’

'Of course it's coincidence,' Nigel retorted. 'Ahe never realized
before that Madge was fanciful at all, quite theerse, in fact.'

'l don't think she is fanciful,' Mrs. Grayson cated him gently. '‘But
it did frighten her a little, being such a traumatxperience for her.
She was very much in love with your father, you Wwndear,' she
added, as if that would be some comfort to him.

Nigel's facial expression when Isobel looked at guite shocked her
with its bitterness. 'So much so,' he said shargtat she married
John Patterson after only fifteen months of beimgdow.'

His grandmother shook her head reproachfully. "viaustn't judge
so harshly, Nigel,' she told him softly, regrettihg bitterness as if it
was directed at herself and not at her daughteadgd is a woman
who needs a man to lean on, she never had my indepenature.'

'Hmm.' Isobel had the feeling that, had she nohlikere, he would
have pursued the subject further and not in faebdimws mother. She
had not known before that Madge Frome had margeshaso soon
after Nigel's father was killed, or that Nigel fett bitterly about his
mother. He had never revealed quite so much téfre, and she
wondered, briefly, if Lucifer's opinion of their rier was as
uncomplimentary as Nigel's was.



It was sheer disloyalty, she decided a few minlates, that gave her
the idea that Lucifer would be much more tolerart Bess ready to
condemn.



CHAPTER ELEVEN

It was quite late when Isobel left the house theotathg night and
made her way along the gravel drive and past thabblery to her
cottage. The night was clear and cool after a wdagnand the earth
smelled loamy rich, tickling her nostrils and blewd with the

perfume of the late flowering roses that grew andther side of the
shrubbery.

A full, fat yellow moon sat in a starless sky arabtclong black
shadows that danced in front of her all along * dnee, her own

shadow, tall and lean, leading her silently onvds a beautiful night
and yet she shivered involuntarily as she turnembraer and her
elongated, silent other self moved swiftly roundhéo left as if trying

to lure her from the path and into the rustling snalsrhododendrons
and berberis.

She would, at almost any other time, probably hadgenissed her
own nervousness as sheer fancy, but all eveningpathdeen edgy,
plagued by that elusive feeling that something g@ag to happen.
This time, however, she had said nothing to Nigel it, thinking it
rather unwise after his scornful reception of thens instinct last
night.

A break in the shrubbery revealed the narrow pa#idihg to her
cottage and she breathed a sigh of relief, scoldergelf a moment
later for being so childishly imaginative. Therer&zémes when she
viewed with some favour Nigel's wanting her to gehbto London
with him. At times the atmosphere of this place dme almost
unbearably overpowering and the full moon merelyvesg to
emphasize it.

It was ridiculous to believe in witches and witcftyor to think that
Vanessa Law's Pyewacket was anything but a perfeadinary cat,
but on nights like this and in this particular sejtshe could believe



almost anything was possible. As Lucifer had serotbld her, the
success of witchcraft depended largely upon crgathe right
atmosphere and the right state of mind in the gcisge victim, and
at the moment both existed for her.

The little cottage appeared, small and squat, gteaie windows

winking in the bright moonlight, and she pulled lemt door key

from her purse as she walked towards it. She hadespthe door and
switched on the hall light when something caughtdye. It showed
whitely in the long beam of light when she turnectiose the door
and she paused, the blood pounding heavily agdiesttemple

although there was nothing as yet to cause it.

How long she stood in the familiar comfort of thedlWway looking at
it, pale against the rich brown loam beneath tlelokendrons, she
had no idea, but she knew she must go and fetehatever it was. It
was only feet away and she ventured out at lagisa¢he gravel path
and looked down at the grotesque little image afdw.

She bent and picked it up and, almost as quickbpked it again
when the cold clamminess of clay clung to her frsgddiot!" she
whispered scornfully to herself, and once againewetd the ugly
little figure from the ground, turning it over irhhands, although her
instinct was still to throw it as far away as sloeild and wash her
hands to get rid of its clammy coldness. She wadl@ow long it
had lain there unnoticed, and a new kind of feakped her scalp,
something which she could not yet identify for aart

Surely if it had been there at lunchtime she wdwdge seen it, or
yesterday. If it had laid where it did now she wbalmost certainly
have noticed it. Nevertheless she shivered agaoking at it with
eyes wide in disbelief.

She carried it into the lighted hall and studieohdre closely. It was
several inches tall and the figure itself was clyaeodelled from



yellow clay, it was also quite obviously meant eofbmale. It had a
face of sorts and a swathe of blonde hair crowrred Hideous
features, but it took Isobel only seconds to realiho it was meant to
represent.

'‘Oh no!" she shook her head slowly, a choking pgivitig her voice

a harsh timbre, and her fingers trembled when tbeghed the long,
sharp pin that stuck up from the arm of the fig@everal long, deep
scores ran the whole length of the clay arm andrstmctively put a

hand to her own bandaged arm.

She stared at the grotesque effigy of herself witthe, blank eyes,
her breathing shallow and erratic, as near to pasishe had ever
been in her life. Sheer hatred must have goneti@anaking of it,
and she had no hesitation in allotting the blam¥anessa Law, for
she could think of no one else who hated her endoghdulge in
such a vicious and frightening practice.

She held the image at arm's length, her mind gswidtly back to

Vanessa Law's warning only a few days before. Tdteyéllow clay

face with its crude features and the swathe ofd#dmair that hung
down over her hand and felt horribly real was, fé@tte the outcome
of that warning.

Her head still throbbed in panic and her heart haniefed
relentlessly at her ribs, then, before she propex&lized what she
was doing, she sped from the cottage and ran #hengravel drive as
fast as her legs would carry her. She did not @aerse to consider
why she ran on, past Kanderby House, where Nigetisoom light
still burned, and on to Lucifer's cottage. Nigel ukb never
understand her fear; Lucifer was the only one whmld/ both
understand and explain. Neither did it occur tothat she was doing
exactly what Vanessa Law had warned her against.



It was nearly midnight, but a light still burnedtive hall of the lodge,
and she ran straight up to the front door withoesitating, her

breathing short and anguished as she rapped wgamtthe solid

wood. It was only seconds before the door was apesiéhough it

seemed like an eternity to Isobel, and when helsawace Lucifer

drew her quickly into the hall and closed the doefore he uttered a
word.

'Lucifer, |—'

A strong arm encircled her shoulders. 'Easy reara mia,easy.' The
guiet soothing voice was already helping to calmamel she strove to
control her rapid, noisy breathing as he led heprotesting, into a
room she had never seen before.

His manservant, the liquid-eyed Beppo, looked athdously when
they came in, but a brief nod from Lucifer dism&em as she was
gently pushed down into an armchair. Lucifer cradtibeside her,
his black eyes curious but also more gentle anebaathan she had
ever seen them. It was when he went to take hetshanhis that he
saw the effigy she still clutched tightly, and lo®Kk it from her
unresisting fingers.

He frowned over it for a second or two. 'Where yba get this?' he
asked quietly.

Isobel swallowed hard. 'It - it was lying on thedgn opposite my
cottage,' she explained as best she could forntiadl srembly voice
that issued from her throat, and he nodded, turthiegrotesque little
figure round in his hand, then surprisingly he swohil

'It doesn't do you justicéella mia."”

‘It - it is meantto be me, isn't it?' she asked, and he nodded.



'l should say it's meant to be you,' he agreed lgamth another
smile. 'Although | wouldn't have recognized youb®quite honest.'

'Oh, Lucifer, don't!" she begged. 'Please don{jltaat me.'

He shook his head slowly and she realized tharhike was as gentle
and understanding as the look in his eyes. 'I'mlangghing at you,
piccola,'he said softly.

'l - I know it's idiotic,' she said, seeking to &dp her fears. 'l know
it's - it's only superstition and | should have exsense than to take it
seriously, but—' She looked at him with her gregsegiready shining
with tears and looking as vulnerable as a chilidhs - I'm frightened,’
she confessed.

‘There's nothing to be frightened of,' he told hpretly. 'I've
explained it all to you before, Isobel.’

'l know. | -1 was just being silly,dnowthat,' she said, half fearing he
might lose patience with her.

‘Not silly, bambinellg he argued gently, 'just feminine, and no or
minds that, most of all me.’

‘You didn't - didn't mind my coming here?'

He shrugged as he straightened up from besidenkrfar a brief
moment, the old devilment glittered in his eyefi@sooked down at
her. 'Why should | mind?' he asked.

It - it was just that | was so uncertain and - aadrightened.’

He nodded, understanding, as she had known he wobukltbw,' he
said. 'These things are meant to frighfgocola.’



'It's - it's meant tonakesomething happen, isn't it?' she asked, and
nodded.

‘But it's all nonsense, of course,' he told hed ‘gou're not frightened
any more, are you?"'

It was so difficult to meet his eyes and not fd@ldish and silly, so
she kept her gaze lowered and deliberately lookgdhaat the clay
figure that now looked so much less ominous endasdis strong
fingers. She shook her head. 'Not - not so mubp,said.

'You needed reassurance, is thaamant®' She nodded. 'And you
thought | was the best one to come to?' It wasausvivhat he was
carefully avoiding putting into words, and agairoldsl nodded

realizing for the first time that she had not egeren Nigel a thought

as she ran past the house.

'l - I knew you'd understand,’ she explained. "¥aaw about these
things, Lucifer.'

He looked down at the figure with its long blondairhand half

smiled. 'Yes,' he admitted quietly, 'l know abdwdde things.' He left
her side and walked over to sit in another armchut you knew

enough about them to be frightened, didn't you?'

'l know that making an effigy of someone and - amatking it or
sticking a pin into -it where you want to do hasrsupposed to bring
that same injury to the person it represents.’ ®@heched how
carelessly he held the effigy by one leg, in caitta her own almost
reverent handling of it.

He looked down at the thing again and laughed hdits meant to
harm you," he agreed grimly, then looked acro$&athallengingly.
'‘But mostly it's meant to frighten you - which itddl did warn you
what might happen, didn't piccole?' he added softly.



‘That | might get involved in - in this witchcradfting?' she asked, and
he nodded. 'Yes, you did, but | thought it all fao-fetched to be
true.’

‘And now you know it isn't, hmm?'

'It must have been—' She stopped short, bitindipgrbut he knew,
as always, what she had been going to say and iledsmyly as he
said it for her.

'‘Vanessa,' he said bluntly.

Isobel looked uneasy. 'l - | couldn't think whoeelscould be,' she
confessed. She looked up then and frowned for aenartshe hates
me," she told him, 'although I've never given leason to.'

He smiled wryly, gazing at her with that slow, déskk that played
havoc with her self-control. 'You're very young aredy beautiful,’
he said softly, 'that's reason enough. Especialla twoman like
Vanessa, who isn't over fond of her own sex anyway.

'‘But she has noeed,Isobel insisted, and stopped when he shook |
head slowly.

'It's possibly my fault, Isobel, and I'm sorry.’

'You're—' She stared at him unbelievingly, both #aeission and
the apology taking her by surprise.

'l shouldn't have—' Expressive hands lent mearonipé unspoken
words and for a moment he seemed wholly Latin amgdhhmore
dangerous. 'l should have realized how young yotevead how
very, very vulnerable. It was selfish of me.’

'Lucifer—'



He raised a hand to silence her, a trace of theimtaring insolence
in his smile. 'l should leave thmmbinito Nigel and stay in my own
league,’' he told her, 'please see that | do inrdutwill you? Then
Vanessa will leave you alone.’

She was sufficiently recovered from her frightranslate and resent
his reference to her as a baby and she flushédgliher chin, her
eyes no longer tearful. "You don't need to kee@rrelg to me as a - a
baby," she told him, 'and even if | was as oldadills, Mrs. Law has
nothing to fear from me in the way you're implyirag, I've already
told her.'

‘Haveyou?' His eyes glowed like coals in the yelloviticgand Isobel
resented what she suspected was admiration ofisthijgluck in
defying the grown-ups. "No wonder Vanessa made géiigy,' he
added, and laughed.

'l saw her on Sunday morning with—' She stoppedtsifaactually
betraying the confidence she had accidentally laeenitted to, and
lowered her eyes hastily before the compelling ggomosite.

'‘Cal Ford?' he guessed, and laughed again, wioibelstared at him
wide-eyed.

'l didn't tell you,' she said, suddenly wary.

'l know you didn't.' He grinned knowingly. 'And I'll maksure
Vanessa knows it wasn't you. You don't want anyendwllies on
your doorstep, do you?'

Isobel shook her head, reminded of the obscenelgggue warning
again. 'l - | still don't see how she knew about ey being
scratched,' she said slowly. 'It couldn't have e sbuldn't have—'
She could not go on with the idiotic suspicion tiat effigy had been
made before the cat's attack on her, but she loakigidh appealingly,
begging him to confirm that wasidiotic. "'The arm of that - that thing



Is marked in exactly the same way as her cat mamke@rm,' she
said.

He shook his head, holding the effigy where shddceae it more
plainly. "Not quite exactly,' he told her quietlyhere's a significant
difference, hadn't you noticed?’

She stared at it for a moment, her hand on heriojured arm, then
her eyes widened. 'Of course,' she said. 'It's the left arm on there
and mine's my right. | didn't notice that." Sheahber head. 'Just the
same, Lucifer, it's a coincidence. How did she katnout my arm?'

'‘Because | told her.' She blinked at the blunestaint, and he smiled.
'l warned her about keeping Pyewacket away frone,h&nce she
seems to have taken a dislike to you.'

'Oh, | see.'

'l told her you'd been badly scratched, but | disay which arm, she
obviously took a chance and guessed wrongly, sosgeushe's not
much of a witch, is she?"

'‘No, no, | suppose she isn't.' She hesitated,@maiin case he laughed
at her. 'But it would have been different if titbe doll had been there
before yesterday morning, wouldn't it?"

'It would,' he agreed solemnly, 'but it wasn't.'gidled the pin out of
the clay arm and Isobel winced.

She looked down at her hands, silent for a montbat) she raised
her eyes and met the black gaze as steadily asahable. 'It's - it's
rather frightening when someone hates you so mueyillt resort to

that,' she said, indicating the effigy with a nddher head.



'Yes, | can imagine it must be.' He smiled at Iigart now it's all been
explained,' he said, 'and you know there's abdglutathing to be
frightened of, don't you?'

She nodded. 'Yes, thank you. | - I'm sorry | camerdchere and
behaved like a silly child, | shouldn't have been selfish and
troubled you at this time of night.’

'‘Please!" He held up a protesting hand, and snifedi've been no
trouble. | hadn't even thought of going to bed géhough it's time |
did think.' He stood up and smiled down at hert st I'll take you

home and see you safely in.’

'‘Oh no!" Isobel protested. 'l wouldn't dream ofit&t ycju come out
again tonight, I've been enough trouble and itlg arfew yards. I'm
guite over my heebie-jeebies now.'

'‘Nevertheless,' he insisted, putting a hand underetbow, 'l shall
take you home. Come along.'

She went, without further argument, partly becalsethought that
the garden with its shadows and whispering shrubsldvbe less
disturbing if Lucifer was with her and partly shénatted, because
she wanted him to come with her purely and simphtlie pleasure
of his company. The latter was something she razedrwith some
surprise and she wondered what Nigel would have i$die had
known only a fraction of what had happened aftez Bft him
tonight.

The moon still shone, fatly yellow, in the sky, ymlow it had, so it
seemed to Isobel, a more benevolent look, and tiveishadows fell
together across the gravel drive, intimately clasasjlent company.

'It's a lovely night," Lucifer said, and she nodded



'It is really,’ she allowed, 'although | didn'trtkiso earlier on when |
was coming back from the house.'

'You were nervous?'

Isobel nodded, and laughed, half ashamed to corif@ssuch
weakness. 'l - | had a strange feeling that somethias going to
happen,’ she admitted, ‘like | did last night.’

'Oh, | see.' The black eyes gleamed down at hénammoonlight.
‘You already had the heebie-jeebies before youddlanessa's little
toy?'

'In a way | suppose | had," she said. 'Althougitdh'dl say anything to
Ni—' She stopped just short of making Nigel seerayampathetic,
but she should have known that he would see thramything as
simple as that.

'‘Nigel doesn't believe in feelings,' he guessellndw, he's strictly
practical, that brother of mine, and it can give tuite wrong
impression that he's insensitive.'

'Oh, | know he isn't that,' Isobel hastened to @&s$um. 'But he
laughed at my fears last night, so | decided t@laeet tonight.'

'‘Wise girl." She thought he looked a little disapjing as near as she
could tell in the shifting shadows cast by theon. 'Doesn't he feel
up to bringing you home yet?' he asked. 'He cowtage that far,

surely.'

'l suppose he could," Isobel agreed, 'but | woulh'him. It isn't
necessary for such a short distance.’

His laugh sounded deep and soft and it vibratethagjgher where he
held her close to his side. 'He doesn't use higima#ion, that lad,' he



said. 'I'd have thought a moonlight walk home isetting like this
was worth it, however short the distance.'

Isobel smiled, despite the implied criticism of Blig'Nigel doesn't
need an imagination,’ she told him. 'As you sas Istrictly a
practical man.'

‘And you don't mind?'

'I'm used to it." She had answered without thinldnd she heard him
laugh again.

‘That, if | may say so," he informed her, 'doesound very
complimentary.'

'l didn't mean it to be complimentary or anythingeeother than a
statement of fact,’ she said. 'Nigela practical man and none the
worse for it, | expect.’

The cottage stood before them, cosy and reassamugshe released
her arm from his hold. 'Your little grey home iretivest,’ he quoted.
'‘And no more spooky little dollies around as fal eaan see.’

She realized for the first time that she had ledt ¢ottage door open
when she ran out to him, and she smiled - rueflillyey'd have had
free access if there was,' she said, and turnd¢ohim. "'Thank you,
Lucifer.’

He looked through the narrow opening into the kghhball. ‘'Shall |
make sure Pyewacket hasn't decided to pay you angtkit?' he
asked. 'As your door's been open.'

Isobel shook her head, shining gold in the ligbtrfrthe hall. 'She
won't be here again at night, | shouldn't thinkg $old him. 'Nigel
says she doesn't usually go atihight.'



‘That's true.' He grinned at her wickedly. 'And ishremember to
stay in my own league, as | said earlier. No tritkgjain access to
your maiden bower." He pushed the door wide fordret smiled

down at her, his dark face very hard to read in shadowy

moonlight, even with the yellow light from the halhining on one
side of his face. Only his eyes glowed deeply amd a brief, tingling

shiver down her spine. 'Goodnigptccola,sleep tight.'

She had half expected him to kiss her, howeveflypriend when he
didn't even attempt to she felt a swift twinge adagppointment.
'‘Goodnight, Lucifer,’ she said, 'and thank you ag&he tiptoed and
brushed her lips lightly against his chin. 'Gooditig

He looked at her for a breathless second or twsl@mce, then his
arms swept her against him, so tightly she coul laad feel the
strong steady beat of his heart, and her" own pulaeing wildly
when his mouth closed on hers and held her foorsg that she felt it
would never end.

'You make it very difficult for me to remember myws,' he
whispered against her ear, while she clung to [ghtly, her cheeks
burning and a warm glow all over her body. 'Nowalgood little girl
and go into your dear little house before | fonghtit a baby you are.’

Isobel raised her head from his chest, her eyes hnog bright in the

light, so lighthearted it seemed to affect her haad she laughed
softly. 'Si, papa,she said demurely, and ran through the door quicl
and closed it before he could voice his objecti@re leaned against
it for a second or two listening to the soft sowndiis laughter as he
walked away.



CHAPTER TWELVE

Lucifer, so it appeared, firmly intended keeping to his vowatthe
would, as he had termed it, stay in his own leagigetreated Isobel
with friendly politeness, but never once during theek or so that
followed her panic- stricken visit to the lodge &l call her anything
but a very proper Isobel, and she had to admitgthatmissed the
various ltalian endearments he had regaled herhethre. Perhaps,
she thought, he cared about Vanessa Law's opinme than he
cared to admit.

Nigel, now increasingly mobile, demanded more andenof her free
time and she knew that sooner or later he wouldsirmevitably

repeat his wish that she should go back with hifartone's when he
returned himself, full time.

They had walked together towards the seat at tHeoéthe garden,
overlooking the valley. With September already g @latwo old, the
evenings were drawing in and, even so early as thesvalley was
too hazily dark to see anything other than thelbladk of the hills
against the sky, although an old moon would sond ke pallid light
to the scene.

Now that he needed only one stick to help him t¢kviagel could
spare an arm to encircle her shoulders, huggingclose as they
came to the seat and stood for a moment undealitiedrh that shaded
it on sunny days.

‘You're very quiet,’ he told her, turning her roundface him and
managing very well with his one free arm.

Isobel smiled. 'Am I? | didn't realize.'

'In fact," he informed her, peering down at hetha dusk, 'you've
been more than usually quiet for the past few daksre's nothing
wrong, is there? | mean nothing to do with your gob Luke?'



"No, of course not!"
‘You're quite sure?"

'‘Quitesure,' Isobel insisted. 'I'm maybe just a littlgetier than usual,
that's all, Nigel." She laughed softly, trying ®eshis face. 'lt's the
autumn coming on, it always makes me feel rathdrssanehow,
though | can't think why it should.'

He hugged her closer again and his lips brushedbtosy gently. ‘|
wish | could persuade you to come back with medodon, darling.
| shall miss you terribly, you know.'

'l think | shall miss you quite a lot too,' Isolm@infessed, 'but | shall
see you at week-ends, so it won't be too bad it®ill

'‘Bad enough,' Nigel retorted, '‘especially whenrtheds get snowed
up in the winter. You know,' he added, 'l don'hkhyou realize how
bleak and inhospitable it can be here in the midésinter.'

Isobel laughed. 'Oh, really, Nigel, anyone wouldhkhit was the
North Pole instead of the west midlands! You doggesiate so.'

'Indeed | don't,' he denied stoutly. 'Don't forgetas brought up here,
| know it better than you do. It's like the Antacatvhen the weather's
really bad.’

'‘Does Lucifer go away in the winter?'

She could sense him looking at her curiously alimoshe could no
longer see him very clearlyNo, he doesn't. Why?'

Isobel shrugged. 'Well, | just wondered, becausedsemore or less
brought up in Italy according to you, schécan stand the Cotswold
winters, so can .’



He sighed his regret and sat down on the benchinguier down
beside him. 'I'm fighting a losing battle, aren? lhe asked,
resignedly. 'You'll never change your mind.'

'l don't know about never,' Isobel demurred. 'I'tlomagine for one
minute that | shall spend the rest of my life héxg,at the moment it
suits me to stay, Nigel, and | shall. At least luaticifer gives me the
sack anyway,' she added, and laughed at the uhtikkel of that
happening.

He sighed again, holding her hand and squeezingrd. 'l wish I'd
never even mentioned that wretched job to you,oortp Luke,' he
declared. 'Things aren't working out at all asainpled they should.’

'I'm sorry, Nigel.'

'So am |,' he retorted, his arm tightening on Heutders. '‘Damn
Luke, anyway, why can't he give you the sack, them'd have to
come back with me."

‘That's very unkind and very selfish,' Isobel toiah.

'It's the way | feel." He sat for a moment silemil ancommunicative,
then he turned her to face him and lifted her chaobel. Isobel, |
know you've more or less made up your mind alredmbhut staying,
but | mustask you again. Will you marry me?'

She was silent for several seconds, seeking théwigrds, knowing
that whatever she said he would misinterpret itabee he wanted
only to hear one thing. 'l - | can't, Nigel.’

‘Can't or won't?' Disappointment put a hard edgkiswoice and the
arm that held her tightened possessively. 'l Jge ksobel, and you
can't say that | haven't known you long enoughdaértain about
that. As you reminded me yourself, it's four yeaosv, and I've



grown more and more certain in all that time. | wammarry you,
and | will eventually, no matter how long you preegate.’

'I'm not prevaricating,' she objected. 'l just hvbe certain | want to
get married, and at the moment I'm sure | don't.’

He sighed, resigned again. 'All right, | acceptryppuaigment, but I'l
wait. I'll wait until you're old and grey if | hawe, but nothing will
ever change my mind.’

She sought to lighten the somewhat tense atmospkdrad created,
and laughed softly. 'I'm very flattered,’ she toioh, 'but if | keep you

waiting until I'm old and grey you'll probably hatf@und someone
else to marry long before then, and it will serve mght.’

'‘Never,' he vowed. 'I'm not Luke, I'm a one-girlma

Isobel smiled, wondering how Lucifer had managedagmin to get
into their conversation. 'l can't believe thatge shid. "You must have
taken out other girls before me.

'Of course | have,' he agreed. 'lI've taken outegaifew at various
times, but that was before | met you and befoealized how | felt
about you. When | say I'm a one-girl man, | meae hever been
really serious about anyone but you.'

'Oh, | see." She was thoughtful for a while. 'Dtiest mean that
Lucifer is serious about more than one woman?' she asket\iged
frowned his dislike.

'How in heaven's namdo | know when Luke's serious about hi
women?' he asked shortly. 'l seldom see him andentainly never
discuss anything as intimate as that. Anyway,' dded, ‘'we're not
discussing Luke, we're talking about you and me.'



'‘We've already talked about you and me,' Isobel. dan staying on
here, Nigel, for as long as the job lasts or uhget tired of it,
depending on which happens first.'

‘Well, in that case | hope you soon get fed upgéxtared, then got to
his feet again, ready to walk back, his arm goomghd her waist.

They walked in silence for a while, then Isobelkded up at him,
better able to see his face now that they wereenéae house. 'You'll
probably find there've been some changes when gobark, she
told him. 'Some new attractions, maybe. Afteryli've been away
getting on for six months.’

'‘And I've been back once or twice lately," he radathher. "There was
nothing excitingly different that | noticed.’

'No blonde dolly-birds?' Isobel teased.

'You know | don't fall for dolly-birds,’ he retode and Isobel
laughed.

‘Thank you. Ihavebeen referred to as one in my time, but if you s:
So—'

He shook his head, taking her quite seriouslyatsed. "Well, you're
not," he said firmly. 'l know you're young, but y®ualso clever
enough to know that an excess of anything is |abighaather than
attractive.'

‘Thank you.'

'Oh, you know what | mean,' he insisted. "Your siare just mini
enough and your midis are never frumpish.' He hddgp close and
kissed her as they came across the lawn to theehduosfact,’ he
added, 'you're utterly and completely adorable.’



'You are in a flattering mood tonight,’ she smiled. Usudll\gel's
compliments were few and far between and alwaygeraestrained.
It seemed almost as if he was ..hoping to infludrereto change her
mind about going back with him, by changing higitsc

'I'm not flattering you,' he insisted. 'I'm tellingou the truth.' He
stopped them just short of the long rectanglegsft|ithat fell across
the lawn from the open french windows. He turnedtbdace him,
lifting her chin, his eyes a deep, dark blue indHtised light. 'l shall
dream about you every night,' he vowed earnesihyl live only for
week-ends.'

‘And let your business suffer,' she teased hiparilt have you doing
that, Nigel. | tell you what I'll do, I'll give yoa life-size photograph
of myself and then you can gaze at it as long adilge until you get
tired of looking at me.’

"Never!" He gathered her close to him in his oreefarm, and his
mouth on hers had an urgent, hungry appeal asdsediher. 'I'll
never get tired of looking at you,' he vowed, aettier close, his
face resting on the softness of her hair. '‘Butll lmave a picture of
you, my darling," he told her. 'A big one so thaahgaze at you as
often as | like.' They stood like that for severahutes and only the
soft, secret sounds of the autumn night brokeitbece, surrounding
them like a dark shawl. 'Darling.' 'Hmm?"'

‘There's something I'dhther have. Better than a photograph.’
Isobel raised her head and looked up at him cusioghat's that?"

He brushed his lips against her forehead and shath there was a
curious, slightly malicious smile touching his moutThe drawing
that Gal Ford did of you.'

'‘But | haven't got it, Nigel, you know that.'



She wished she was more sure, suddenly, of thefi#ite sketch that
Lucifer had had done of her and she wondered thiagl had asked
for it with any ulterior motive in mind. 'l know yohaven't got it,' he
agreed, 'but you could get it for me.'

'From Lucifer?'
‘You said he'd kept it,' he pointed out. 'l exgees still got it.'

Isobel traced a line down from his collar to the tautton on his
jacket, her eyes following its progress. 'Then whp't you ask him
for it?' she said.

'‘Because | think you'd stand more chance of suaogdaan | would,'
he told her bluntly. 'He'd never part with it if tteught | wanted it.'

'‘Oh, I'm sure he would," Isobel argued, ignoring fiown at her
defence of Lucifer. 'He's not petty like that, Nigéyou really want
the drawing, I'm sure he'd let you have it.'

"You won't ask him for me?"
She shook her head. 'l'd rather not.’

'0O.K." He kissed her again before drawing her aleit him again.
'I'll ask him myself, but he won't let me haveybu see. | know my
big brother much better than you do, my darlingl he won't let me
have it.'

Nigel's opportunity to ask for the drawing he wahse much, came
on the following Sunday when Lucifer was lunchirigtt@e house

again. He waited until they were at the coffeestgd then broached
the subject, rather abruptly, since he hated askingifer for



anything, and his brother looked at him in silefmea moment or
two, his black eyes curious.

'l don't quite see whyouwant a drawing,' he told him. 'You've go
the original, haven't you?'

'Only at week-ends after next week," Nigel told lsihortly. 'I'd like
the drawing to hang in my flat. I'll pay you whatypaid Cal Ford for
it," he added hastily, as if the financial aspdat was the reason for
Lucifer's hesitation.

'If you had it at all,’ Lucifer told him quietlyl Wwouldn't dream of
taking anything for it.'

Nigel pounced on the betraying 'if', his brows athg drawn into a
frown, ready to arguélf | had it,’ he said. 'l suppose that mear
you're refusing to part with it?"'

Isobel, watching Lucifer's dark, expressive fabeught his mouth
tightened fractionally, but he smiled a momentrlated shrugged in
that rather foreign way that Nigel despised so mitkvas a roll of
paper | slung into the back of the car on the dah®show,' he told
his brother. 'Heaven alone knows where it is now.'

Isobel felt a strangely hurt feeling at his cagliamissal of it, while
Nigel positively glowered at him. ‘Do you mean &y you've lost it?"
he accused, and Lucifer shrugged again.

‘Something like that, old sport. Sorry and all that

‘You careless devil!" Nigel hated losing anythirgghtad set his heart
on.

Isobel watched Lucifer still, puzzled by somethinghis manner.
You know me,"' he shrugged.



'Isobel says it was a good one too," Nigel compldirand Lucifer
nodded, his black eyes lowered in uncharactensticence while his
long fingers played with the spoon in his saudewas a good one,’
he agreed quietly.

‘And you had to go and lose it.’

Lucifer looked up then, a small, shadowy frown bestw his black

brows for Nigel's pettiness. 'You're making an dwvidigs about a bit

of paper with a sketch on," he told him shortlysteéad you should be
thanking your stars it isn't the original you'vetloYour trouble is,

Nigel, you never know when you're well off.'

Nigel looked at him in surprise for a moment, tientoo shrugged
resignedly. 'l suppose | am lucky," he allowedhdll be able to come
and see Isobel every weekend ; but | had set my bedaving that
drawing.'

Lucifer smiled wryly. 'Losing something you've setur heart on is
supposed to be good for your immortal soul,’ hel saiftly, and

Isobel could not quite understand why he lookedeatwhen he said
it.

Mrs. Grayson had said nothing during the exchareje/den them,
now she refilled Lucifer's coffee cup and smiledhiat in a way that
confirmed something at the back of Isobel's minther€ was
something going on between Lucifer and his grandetothat they
were not going to mention, and it was surprisingeothat Nigel did
not notice it too. Obviously he had not done sdasocor he would
have said something about it. Perhaps, she thaunght flash of
inspiration, Lucifer had destroyed the drawing avics. Grayson
knew it, but they would not let Nigel know.

'‘As Lucifer says, dear,” Mrs. Grayson told Nigghu still have
Isobel, and she's far prettier than any drawimg stire.'



'Of course she is.' Nigel leaned across and sqddsabel's hand. 'If
only | could persuade her to come back with meraady me!

His grandmother smiled tolerantly. "Never try tesshua girl into
marriage, Nigel,' she told him. 'It can lead tovsmy regrets later on,
and Isobel's very young.'

'Isobel's twenty-two," Nigel told her bluntly. 'Atet the same age as
Madge was when she married my father.'

"Your mother already had a divorce behind her thére old lady
sighed, 'and a little boy to worry about. Let ISlol@oy her freedom
while she can, dear, she'll know her own mind dribese days.' She
smiled at Isobel, her blue eyes strangely appedlivign't you, Isobel
dear?'

'I'l know," Isobel agreed, hoping she would wheatime came. 'And
I'm in no hurry to settle down yet.'

On the following Monday morning Lucifer had saidrnast go into
Greenlaw to see someone urgently, but he madefaotbfs time to
take her with him, and she stayed at her typewrfealing rather
cross and disappointed.

It was during the morning that she saw her empfjeeocup still
standing on her desk and decided to take it backelie Usually
Beppo, Lucifer's man, had collected the coffee dypaow, but she
supposed this morning he had simply forgotten it.

Nothing loath to take a break from her typing, Efethe office and
found the cottage oddly silent, as if there wasone else there but
herself, and she stood for a moment outside tloadit door. 'Hello!'
she called. 'Is anyone here?' It was possible, ssipposed, that
Lucifer had taken Beppo with him to do some shogpinsomething,



but a moment later the kitchen door opened andnihe's dark,
soulful-looking eyes looked at her curiously.

'Si, signorina?"'

'Oh! There you are.' She offered him the emptywitip a smile. "You
forgot to collect the empties,' she told him, dmehtrealized suddenly
that she had no idea at all if he spoke any Englsle had only ever
heard Lucifer speak to him in Italian.

Whether he understood or not he smiled understgrain bobbed
his black head in thanksGrazie, signorina, grazie.He bobbed
quickly back into the kitchen and left Isobel witte crazy desire to
laugh because he reminded her of the little maa weather-house,
the way he had popped in and out so quickly.

She turned and started back through the small pa#if the room
where Lucifer had brought her on the night she baén so

panic-stricken about that horrible effigy of hefs&here was another
door too, on the other side of the hallway, a benrojudging by

what she could see through, the narrow opening evitestood

ajar.She would have walked on and into the offigaim but

something caught her eye and stopped her dead tralkoks, her eyes
wide and unbelieving. It was such a big bedroont thawust be

Lucifer's and facing her, right opposite the deeas the drawing he
had denied knowing the fate of.

A wary finger pushed the door just a fraction widad she stared at
the framed drawing. The sharp black charcoal Istesd out on the

white background, her own features clear and uakedtie and she
found herself smiling, a small secret smile th&haevledged the fact

that Nigel must never ever know about this.

She dared not linger too long for fear the mansgrgame out of the
kitchen suddenly and caught her there, so shedthikedoor to as it



was before and almost tiptoed back to the office la@r neglected
typewriter.

The following morning, Isobel frankly admitted thste would have
given much to have relations as they had been édfacifer's

self-imposed formality. She would have liked toseedim about the
drawing, although he would probably not take kindty her

wandering about his home while he was away. Anywsye

shrugged, he was far too formal and polite theys tiaallow her to
indulge in anything like their former lightheartednter.

She found him already in the office when she cameslightly early,
his black head bent busily over a pile of work, &eddid not even
look up when she came in.

'‘Good morning.' She was determined not to be ighore

His head lifted briefly, and the black eyes smigefliendly greeting.
'‘Good morning, Isobel.’

Still a very formal Isobel, she noted wryly, andyohriefly polite.
She put her coat on its hanger and put bag ancegladily in a
drawer before uncovering her typewriter.

‘Are we going to be busy today?' she asked, arajam glanced up.

‘Not too bad, | hope,' he told her. 'As you can bee made an early
start.’

'l did notice,’ she remarked, unable to resist jthe. 'It's most
unusual, isn't it?'

For a moment the familiar imp of devilment glitterat her from
across the room, and he half-smiled. 'I'll treat thith the contempt it



deserves,' he told her. 'Now will you please gewth your own
work and leave me to get on with mine?"

'Of course. I'm sorry.'

There was verbal silence for a moment or two wistéel banged
away on her typewriter, then he looked up suddesgjhed, and put
down his pen. 'O.K.," he said, 'I'm sorry | squasy@u, now will you
stop trying to wreck that poor innocent machinery?"

'l didn't know | was. The typewriter's never bottkyou before.'

The black eyes regarded her for a second or tweo, ke laughed, the
first time he had done anything so informal fort@w long, and she

looked at him hopefully. 'Theypewriter doesn't bother me now,' he
told her, 'it's your treatment of it that I'm comipling about. | can feel

you being self-righteous even from here.'

'l was not being self-righteous,’ she denied. 'l just daké& having
my nose bitten off for no good reason, that's all.'

'It's a very nice little nose.' His voice was safd low and her spine
tingled warningly at the sound of it.

She did not look at him but down at the paper guideh she flicked
up and down with one finger, very tempted againmtention the
drawing she had inadvertently discovered. 'Lucifer.

'‘Hmm?' He was still watching her, she knew, althosige refused to
look at him.

‘That drawing - the one Cal Ford did of me at thevs'
'‘What about it?'

Her hesitation was only brief. '"Have you reallytb®'



His chin rested on one hand, the elbow proppedisndsk, black
eyes regarding her steadily. 'Are you calling mkae?' he asked
softly, and she shook her head hastily, wishing rstv¢ had not
mentioned it. He was far too astute and far toodgaioreading her
mind, and it was just possible he would tumbleht flact that she'd
seen the drawing. Then she would be required téagxpow she

came to see it.

'Of course I'm not calling you a liar,' she denid#ts just that Nigel
was so sure you wouldn't let him have it and yoenssd—' She
raised her eyes at last and looked at him brigilyasive,' she decided
at last, and saw him frown.

He looked down at the work in front of him agairglased look on
his face that was strange to her, and which shegreped meant he
was not going to say any more on the subiject.

'It seems rather a lot of fuss to make about alsskatch that's only
worth a few shillings,' he said quietly. 'Now caepleaseget on with
some work?'

'Yes, of course. I'm sorry." She felt it ratheranrticlimax and she
rolled another piece of paper into her machine fuiipers that shook
rather. 'Actually,’ she said as off-handedly as lshew how, 'l've
been wondering if | should take Nigel's advice daés he wants me
to. Go back to London with him,' she added to nsake there was no
mistake, and felt a small flutter of satisfactiontlae momentary
stunned look she saw on his face.

He was silent for quite a long time, his whole mtiten apparently
concentrated on the pen he was twirling betweefirgers. 'It might
be a good idea,' he told her at last, and Isobeddtat him.

'l - 1 beg your pardon?’



His attention was still with the twirling pen and Hid not raise his
eyes. 'l was agreeing with you,' he said quietly.

"You - you mean you're telling me to go? You'rerdssing me?'

She could scarcely believe she had understood hghtabut when
he looked up at last he was nodding. 'Not in soywaords,' he said,
'but I'll take your notice to leave as from todayou like, and then
you can leave when Nigel goes next week.'

Isobel had never in all her life felt so utterlyshed and lifeless.
Even her fingers were suddenly stiff as she flickesl paper guide
automatically, her eyes blank and darkly grey witat hot, prickly
feeling at the back of- them as if she would crg@t moment.

' - I'm sorry if | haven't been very efficientiiesmanaged at last, in a
voice that sounded horribly choked. 'l thought yeere quite
satisfied with my work.'

'Oh, I am," he assured her. 'If you needed a neferéd give you an
excellent one without any hesitation.'

‘Then why—' she began, and a moment later bitipexsl the answer
became only too clear to her. Of course, she shuaNé known that
Vanessa Law would probably issue an ultimatum whieltould no
longer ignore if he wanted to continue their assmn. 'It doesn't
matter, of course,' she told him. 'l think | undansl.'

For a moment the black eyes held hers steadilyhandblood raced
through her veins, making her head throb, therhbelshis head and
hid his gaze again. 'l doubt if you do,' he saidyso

'l - | leave a week today?' It was staggering haddenly cold and
empty she felt.



‘You can leave on Friday,' he said, 'then you aabagrk with Nigel
on Sunday.'

‘Thank you.'

It sounded oddly stiff and formal and he glancecupously. "What
for?"

'For - for not making me work out a month's notice.

He laughed shortly. 'I'm naiving you a month's notice either,' he
reminded her dryly.

'‘Will - will you be able to get someone else sacglyi? To finish the
last chapters,' she added hastily, and he shruggkadot looking at
her. 'Oh, we'll get those done by the end of tlasky he said, and the
familiar 'we' almost shattered her self-control.

‘Yes - yes, of course.’

She stared at the blank page in her machine, aregaself a mental
shake. It was no use letting the suddenness dadkerher miserable,
and at least Nigel would be pleased. She would, tbloeght,
probably marry him quite soon and settle down,dibiof a sudden
she saw the prospect of life as a secretary fardésactive. Office
routine and business letters would never havedhesappeal again
after typing Lucifer's manuscripts.

‘After that," he said unexpectedly, 'I'm off tolytdor a couple of
months for a break.'

'Oh! Oh, | see. | didn't realize that." Somehoteilped a' bit to know
that he would be away for quite a while after sk &nd that her
dismissal had another reason than Vanessa Lawssigyabehind it.



'l haven't seen my father for quite some time nbwtold her, 'and |
rather miss Italy when | stay away too long.'

She hoped she sounded only casually interestedthamdher voice
didn't shake too much. 'l expect you do,' she sidiglvery beautiful,
isn't it?'

The black eyes sought hers, but she refused totimeat 'Beautiful,’
he said softly. "You've never been?’

'‘No.'
‘You should, you'd love it.'

Her laugh, she knew, sounded breathless and r&dheed as she
pushed the carriage along ready to start work agisliaybe we'll

spend our honeymoon there,' she told him, and alfelbshe silence
that followed.

'‘Maybe,' he said at last, and she thought theresag@isess in the way
he said it, so that she raised her eyes swiftlipt® at him, and as
hastily lowered them again.



CHAPTER THIRTEEN

Nigel stared at her blankly for a moment when Isobel koin about
her sudden change of plan. '"He must be out of md hhe said. His
reaction was not at all what she expected, in i@cseemed rather
more outraged than pleased that she was cominghmitlafter all.

'‘But isn't this what you wanted?' she said. 'lIt waly the other day
that you were urging me to come with you.'

'l was also urging you to marry me,' Nigel retortedt quite frankly |
didn't expect either thing to happen.' He eyeditvea few moments
speculatively. 'l suppose it's too much to hope tihat could

materialize out of the blue as well, isn't it?'ds&ed hopefully.

Isobel smiled slowly. 'I'm afraid it is,' she sdichave rather a lot on
my mind at the moment.' She Sat thoughtfully gtoet while, then
looked up at him curiously. 'Did you know that Lfecis going to
Italy?' she asked.

'Is he? It's the first I've heard of it,' he sdigtan doesn't know either,
I'm sure, or she'd have said something.’

'He says he needs the break.'

'Oh, nonsense,' Nigel snorted. 'He's as toughdababts, he never
needs a break, and | doubt very much if Papa Benmdit extend
much of a welcome in the circs.'

Isobel pursed her lips. 'You mean the young wigé® asked, and
Nigel nodded, a malicious smile on his face.

‘The beautiful young Contessa,' he said. 'She'sytamg b” all
accounts for it to be safe to have Luke arounthénpiace.’

'Is she so much younger than her husband?’



Nigel laughed. 'She's only about thirty, accordim@sran, and that's
several years younger than Luke, let alone hisfdth

'l see." She thought about it for a while. 'He skems to be a man
who likes younger women, doesn't he? Didn't youysay mother
was only young when she married him?"'

'‘She was seventeen and he was thirty," Nigel k&adypinion of the
match evident in his voice. 'No wonder it didn&tla

'‘Oh, | don't think that's a likely reason for a mege breaking up,’
Isobel argued, without thinking of the consequerioethe moment.
'‘Quite a few well-known people have married womercimyounger
than themselves and it seems to work perfectly.well

Nigel eyed her dubiously, obviously not liking hegrinion. 'I'll take
your word for it," he told her shortly. 'I've nevaudied the statistics.'

Time had never passed so quickly as the last weackralerby Lodge
did, and Isobel found it more and more difficultleaay to adjust to
the idea of leaving not only her job with Luciféuyt also her little
cottage in the garden. Even the weather seemechvte turned
sympathetically gloomy and huge, dark clouds sahously on the
hills, threatening rain or worse.

Lucifer remained quietly polite, even aloof by carmpon with his
former manner and Isobel told herself she shouldglae to be
leaving tomorrow. Only Nigel seemed really pleasieat she was
leaving, although he was still a bit annoyed thatifer had had the
temerity to dismiss her so abruptly.

On her last evening, she thought, Lucifer mighthpps be a little
regretful because she was going,might even offer to take her to



dinner as a sort of farewell present, but she \a#ser shattered to
discover that he was leaving early to go out ferekiening.

She was still busy typing the last pages of the usaript and he
paused by her desk on his way out. 'l don't suppaesall see you
again,' he told her, his black eyes almost hiddeteulowered lids as
he towered above her. 'Unless," he added with amirke, '| meet you
one of these days as my sister-in-law.’

Isobel swallowed hard on the lump that rose in tmeoat and
threatened to choke her words, or at least makesdiee horribly
husky and trembly. 'lt's — it's possible,’ she saiigel's very
persistent.’

'He's a good man, Isobel.'

'l know." At one time, she thought, she would hbgen surprised at
both the words and the seriousness with which igktlsam, now she
merely accepted that he knew his brother possigtebthan anyone
did, and was far more fond of him than he would ehanyone

believe.

He proffered a hand and she put her own into drafnly a brief
hesitation.Addio, bella mid he said softly, and raised her fingers t
his lips. Piccola.’

‘Lucifer—' She looked up, but he was gone, andséweral minutes
she sat quite still all alone in the big room, Wisron blurred by the
big, warm tears that trembled on her lashes anddalowly down
her cheeks.

Isobel went to her cottage quite early that nighg had little heart for
the company of anyone and, as she told Nigel, adadpack ready
for leaving on Sunday. In reality she wanted talome, to think and



to sort out the thoughts that tumbled chaoticallgraeach other until
her head spun with them.

The air was sultry, heavy with a threatened st@nd it was pitch

dark once she had walked along the gravel patthankght from the

house porch was hidden by the shrubbery, but sreeag noticed.

She knew her way along that piece of drive blindifahd needed no
lights.

A faint distant rumble distracted her briefly ate gulled a wry face,
shivering at the prospect of a storm before nighs whrough. A
thunderstorm was all she needed right now, shegtitauefully, and
immediately remembered the last time there had been
thunderstorm.

It seemed incredible that it was barely a month #gd she had
crouched like a coward on the settee in the titiyngiroom, hiding

her head from the storm, but drawn to the door Hey plaintive

mewing of Vanessa Law's cat. Not only the cat loachd its way into

the cottage that night, but Lucifer as well, ané shook her head
impatiently as she hurried down the last few fekepath to her

cottage. Lucifer was a thing of the past and it wasuse getting
maudlin about things that were best forgotten.

She finished her packing in a very short time, @waddered back into
the sitting-room and sat down, shivering in a sudciell as a distant
rumble growled over the hills in warning.

It would not be easy to settle down again to roamisondon after
having had her own cottage, nor would the air saseBweet through
the open windows. She got up 'again, made redile$ise storm as
well as her own uneasy spirit. She opened the windader and
admitted the first heavy drops of rain that ploppado her hand that
held the catch, cool and big as shillings, rattlikg small pebbles on
the leaves of the shrubs.



Beyond the trees and bushes she glimpsed theséesting flash of
lightning in the distant sky and felt the inevitalgrip of fear in the pit
of her stomachit was still early enough for her to go back across
the house if she chose to, and sit in company Wigel and Mrs.
Grayson until the storm was over, but somehow sh@eferred to
be alone.

She made coffee and found a magazine to read,\atiteldime she
was on her second cup the storm was much closexiged had still

not come across to her. It had been rather a \ape that he would,
and she was even unsure if she wanted him to domhé,would have
been a welcome gesture of understanding.

By just after eleven o'clock the little cottage vemaking with the

fury of the storm and by some miracle she had mashagt to hide

her head in the cushions. She felt her knees tregias she got to her
feet, and gasped aloud when the streaming windosve suddenly

brilliantly lit by a vivid slash of light that cr&ted and cracked, and
for a brief second illuminated the path outside &l shining wet

shrubs.

Tense and holding her breath for fear, she waitedtte roll of
thunder to follow, but not only for that. In thaplis second of
illumination she had seen something move agaimsitiining wet
background of leaves, some dark shape that vanished darkness
fell again.

The shuddering roar of thunder and some other scdaareély heard
above the racket, sounded almost as one as shby swif her hands
to her ears, then lowered them slowly when thedkudied and left
the other, sharper sound still rat-tatting impatiean her door.

For a moment her legs refused to carry her evanrstiat distance,
and then suddenly, some heart-stopping skip ofoalatn through
her body and she found herself running to the dbloe. catch at first



behaved clumsily in her fingers and she wrestlgtl wimpatiently,
then at last it opened and she flung the door vacgeimit the man on
the step.

His black hair flopped wetly over his forehead dmsl jacket was
soaked across the shoulders, the dark face gigtemthe light of the
hall. Isobel closed the door carefully after hind &ollowed him into
the sitting- room, her heart hammering unbearaghbirest her ribs
and the blood singing through her veins until heole body glowed
with it.

He turned when he reached the fireplace, and loakkdr. 'l couldn't
leave you alone in this," he said, and Isobeltfdttears blind her for
a second before they rolled warmly down her cheeks.

'l - I'm glad you came.' It sounded so ridiculousiymal saying it like
that, but he knew how much she meant it and his agached out for
her, pulling her close against the dampness ofdas.

His lips brushed gently against her forehead anthbighed softly
above her head. 'Did you use your powers of wittfido lure me
here?' he asked.

'Yes.' She snuggled closer to him as an angrystoaok the cottage. 'l
called up the storm devils and told them to bring yo me.’

He held her away from him, his black eyes glowikg toals in the

yellow light, and Isobel felt the pulse in her tdenpacing wildly as

she looked up at him. 'l have no right hecaryissma He was

suddenly very serious, and she feared he might $&s@nd thoughts
and leave again, so that she clung to him tightty,huge eyes wide
and anxious. 'l have no right here at all. If Nipad been here I'd
have turned back and never seen you again, buabe'tw

She shook her head. 'He didn't come,' she sdiubtight he might,
now that he knows | don't like storms, but he didame.'



He looked at her for a while in silence, then achgently touched her
face, and she leaned her cheek against it. "Yoahebeautiful,' he
said softly, 'and very, very young.'

Isobel shook her head, her eyes shining darkly, greiye sure of her
own feelings now. 'I'm old enough to know my owmdjl she told
him, and he smiled.

‘Are you, carissima?'

'Quite old enough,' she insisted firmly, and hdgaliher close again
and kissed her mouth lightly. 'I've been quite swoev | felt ever
since |—' She stopped short and he cocked a culbiays at her.

'‘When?' he asked quietly. 'Ever since you saw titatving of
yourself in my bedroom?' He laughed when she statedhiim
wide-eyed.

‘How on earth did you know about that?' she asked.

'‘Easy.' His eyes teased her gently. 'Firstly Bepgo you walking
away from the open door, and secondly | knew yd®dn up to
something when you asked me so pointedly aboutngalast the
drawing.'

'‘Oh, you—' She pouted her mouth at him reproachfull

He was sober again suddenly, looking at her inyatwat made her
heart do crazy things. 'lt was the hardest thiegdr did in my life
saying good-bye to you,' he told her. 'But | shduwdde kept to my
vow and gone away without seeing you again. It Wwdwdve been
easier.'

She stared up at him. "You - you're not going now?'



He sighed. 'l shouldyell a mia.lI'm not a very desirable character
you know.'

‘You are to me!' She held on to him tightly. 'l daare how many -
how many girl-friends you've had in the past.' duisded rather
childishly prissy put like that and she was nalbsurprised when he
smiled in something of the old, familiar way, maukiher reticence.

'‘Oh, you do make it sound so very polite, my dgrlihe told her, and
she looked at him reproachfully.

‘Lucifer, will you stop treating me like a childshe said firmly. 'I'm
not a child, you know.'

He said nothing, but pulled her so close to hinh ¢éh& could feel his
heartbeat as plainly as her own, and his mouthweash and strong,
and as gentle as she remembered it from what seldmellifetime
ago. Then he put her from him, shaking his heaglgldOh, Isobel,
bella mia,you can so easily make me forget what | should His.
hands caressed her cheeks softly, the black eyediewably gentle
as he looked down at her. 'l swore | wouldn't kes thappen, and
now—' He shrugged lightly. 'l told myself there weso many
reasons why | had no right to love you, and tmatofd enough not to
reform easily.’

‘Do youwantto reform?' she asked softly, and he nodded.
'l think | do, car a mia.For you I'd try very hard.'

Isobel lifted her face and kissed the firm stronguth gently. '‘Don't
change too much, darling Lucifer,' she said.

She understood nothing of the soft, lyrical wotds tvere whispered
softly against her ear, but their meaning was péaiough and she
raised her head at last to smile up at him. 'Yostrteach me Italian,’
she told him, 'then | can understand all those tifedwords you say.'



'Of course | shall teach you.' He kissed her moatid her throat,
closing her eyes with the gentle pressure of psliefore he held her
against him tightly. 'It would never do if the Cessa Bennetti
couldn't speak at least some of her husband's dgsguvould it?'

'‘Contessa?' She looked up again hastily. 'Oh, gessourse I'd

forgotten about you being your father's only s8hé considered the
idea for a moment, uncertain suddenly of her owmabdities as a

countess. 'Oh, Lucifer, suppose—

'‘Suppose you say you'll marry me?' he said, kistiiegtip of her
nose. 'l love you, God help me, but | shall propdiaite myself in the
morning for being so selfish as to ask you to maney so please say
you will before you have second thoughts tédéll you marry me,
piccola?'

'Of course | will," Isobel told him calmly. 'l lowsou.'

He looked down at her, at the huge, shiny grey apeisthe slightly
dishevelled golden head that barely reached histchéou're a
witch," he informed her solemnly. 'A pretty littieey-eyed witch, and
you brew such powerful magic that | never really lea chance.’
Strong gentle fingers lifted her face to him anti@&issed her again,
neither of them noticed that the storm had padseah by overhead.



