


ACROSS A CROWDED
ROOM

Lilian Peake



Mixing business and pleasure was unwise

Lisette had inherited the family business afterfadrer's death, and
it had been a real struggle to keep Baird Shoem@flBut the
company was still sinking fast.

There was only one man she could go to for helaltivg, handsome,
ruthless Rosco Hamden. Yet how could she possgiyhan?

Lisette couldn't deny his tremendous physical abjoeder. Yet her
whole future was at stake. She was interestedeimtardroom--not
the bedroom!



CHAPTER ONE

'IF | were on a desert island,' Lisette thought, clumighher glass, 'l
couldn't be more alone.’

Yet the spacious room was crowded, the atmosphesdl@wving

with goodwill. Around the panelled walls, chairead as if patiently
waiting to be occupied. They were modern in desigd held a
promise of comfort with elegance as befitted suébraard-looking
and influential organisation as the town's Chamtfeiirade and
Industry, on whose premises the reception was besid)

But each chair would wait a long time for an ocaupd@t such a
function most people preferred to stand, to minghemove from
group to group. The organisation's aim, Lisette Ibeen told by the
secretary, who was a family friend, was to brisgmembers together
to promote greater understanding of local needsirgnoduce them
to businessmen and industrialists from outsidddbality.

Lisette was new to the game. In the face of théegsionalism which
manifested itself around her, and in the almostuskeely male

company in which she found herself, she was a eavuit. She felt as
unversed in the world of commerce and industry asvaborn baby
in the art of living.

When a tray had come into her line of vision, whaclyway had been
blurred by a bad attack of nerves, Lisette hadesiize first glass her
hand could reach. If she had known that that ghesb contained

brandy, she would have replaced it on the trajndnworldbrandy

was used exclusively for medicinal purposes.

Since she was rarely ill, she had forgotten thecatits strength could
have on her reflexes. She drank—and immediatelkeaxhoA table
stood near and she lowered the glass on to itonmesdistress, she
searched for a handkerchief and mopped the teaichvidnimmed



from her eyes. Pushing the handkerchief into hedbag, she did her
best to recover her poise. Fearfully she glancaddphoping that no
one had noticed her body's embarrassing and sliglablescent
reaction to the potent liquid.

Someone had noticed. Across the crowded room s&badan,
brown-haired, self-confident, with broad shouldensd a lean,
athletic build. He was a head taller than any othan in that room.
Not only was he taller, almost every one of his pamons could
have given him ten years and more.

He seemed completely at ease, as though he hadedtenany such
receptions in the past. Judging by the amusediglims eyes, and the
mocking quirk of his mouth, all of which Lisettewd discern even
from that distance, he had witnessed her chokirgsice from
beginning to end.

She tried to tear her eyes from his, but they wexght fast, like a
swimmer entangled in river weeds. She was drowriom far gone
even to strive for life- giving air, and he seemedo hurry to give
her back her ability to breathe. At last, havingaently looked his
fill, the man turned away.

He had released her eyes and she breathed againcéher sense of
isolation returned and she wished she had not cdbakl, she
reflected, how for a few moments she had not felie although she
had not moved a step, nor had anyone—least dfealitranger across
the room—addressed a word to her.

If it had not been for her mother, she would haemeyto the
cloakroom, taken her coat and gone away.

If it had not been for her mother, she would natehbeen there at all.



‘You're the head of our firm now,' her mother hauls'Your father
was a member of the Chamber of Trade for years, ded he always
went to their annual receptions.’

'He was a man, Mother,' Lisette had replied, 'dr@rmembers are
nearly all men. | wouldn't know what to say. | hawething in
common with any of them.'

'‘But you have,' her mother had insisted. 'You'réusiness just as
they are. You have a factory to run. You're a bessnwoman now,
not a library assistant. You've got to think bilgink business, not
books.'

Think business, not bookblow many times had she said to he
mother, Let's sell the factory, invest the' moneyget for it, then |
can go back to the library where | belong. I'm maide for this kind
of life ...

Her mother had shaken her head every time. 'l @®your dear
father that after his death I'd keep the familyibess going,' she
would say. ‘We never had a son to pass it onue.dhly got you,
dear, haven't 1?'

Lisette had always winced at the implication thia¢ $vad been a
disappointment to her parents. Leslie, they wouwldehcalled their
son, after his father. She had never been allowddrget that, as a
girl, she had been second best.

If she had been a more practical, less feminind kihperson, she
supposed she would have been challenged by tregisiiun which

she found herself. To some women, it would havenlseaevay of

establishing their equality with the opposite gbrjr equal ability to
take charge, to wield power and get results.

Some women, she told herself agonisingly, wouldenewnhile
proclaiming their equality, have wandered withoatbarrassment



among these jovial-looking men. Quite unscrupulpubkey would
have used their femininity to gain advantages akherr masculine
counterparts. What man, these women would haveedrgwhat
businessman could resist giving orders for mercisanth whatever
shape or form, when coerced into parting with tfigins' money by
irresistible, womanly charms?

Lisette glanced down at herself. Womanly charms® $hie have
any? A mirror told her she possessed near-blackdnatartlingly fair
complexion, bright, intelligent hazel eyes and@upnt, well-shaped
nose. It did not tell her—because she never snaiedier own
reflection—that when laughing her wide mouth wasting and that
her whole face came alive.

It showed her a shape which would disappoint nonabmale of the
species. It would, in fact, attract and hold htsmaion. But these, she
argued, were surface features. Womanly charm wae than the
shape of a face or the possession of curves ingheplaces.

It was no good, she told herself, pulling gentlythea tie belt of the
clinging knitted dress she wore, she had to adeeppersonality as it
was. It had been hers for twenty-five years nower€hwas nothing
she—or her mother—could do to change it.

'Lisette, my dear child," a short, grey-haired miantled her into the
present, ‘all alone? We can't have that.' He lifkseérm in hers and
she found herself walking with him. 'l have a gwelsd wants to meet
you. He's intrigued, he says. A girl so young amartgunch of old
men like us --'

‘Mr Burlington,' Lisette said, trying without humg the man's
feelings to detach herself, 'l can't stay longukstrgo very soon.’

She knew the guest to whom Mr Burlington referidel was the man
who had watched her from across the room and wihloblean so



amused by her struggles to overcome the effecteeobrandy she
had inadvertently gulped down. Under no circumsgartid she want
to meet him. Anyone who could smile at her distees$e had done
could only be obnoxious and overbearing and she rwadlesire

whatever to make his acquaintance.

Stanley Burlington, owner of a handful of hi-fi s#éer had no
knowledge of the mental conflict taking place imsithe girl who
walked beside him. He saw her, not as a businessawpbut as the
young and pretty daughter of an old friend who @i@d. For his late
friend's sake, if for no other reason, she mustheoleft out in the
cold.

'‘Come, my dear,' he gave Lisette's arm a gentle'maget my guest,
Rosco Hamden. Rosco, Lisette Baird, the late Le8ard's
daughter.’

Lisette lifted her head and encountered the eyashadnly a few
minutes ago had ensnared hers. There was no digghe mocking
amusement now.

'‘Miss Baird." A hand came out. With Mr Burlingtormiéing
avuncularly at her side, Lisette had no choicetbydut her hand in
the outstretched one. The grip was firm. The haas gold.

'‘Good evening, Mr Hamden.' Her voice was unnatytatih. To her

annoyance, the words sounded prim and schoolgiifisé smile that
had pulled at his lips faded. So he was not imgas®©f course he
wasn'tl Hadn't she known she did not possess thatiqus

commaodity, womanly charm?

‘A drink, Lisette,"” Mr Burlington fussed, 'a drihl& tray slid into
view. He reached out and seized a glass. The ni&d ddamden
took it from his host and replaced it on the ttaking up another.



'‘Not brandy, | think, Stanley.' He handed the gtadssette. 'Sherry,
Miss Baird? | think that might be more suited tauydaste?' The
smile was back but tinged with amusement.

Lisette coloured and shook her head. To refuseltimk and leave
him holding it was her only means of retaliatiorr fois silent
mockery. But she was deprived even of that.

‘Come along, my dear,' Mr Burlington urged, 'youa'tattend one of
our receptions and refuse the food and drink.'dé& the glass and
urged it into her hand.

'So, Miss Baird,' Rosco Hamden said, 'you're arf@ss woman?' The
guestion was asked as if the questioner entertaipabts as to its
validity.

Her eyes lifted boldly to his. She would not beothan off balance by
this man's provocation. 'Yes, Mr Hamden,' she eepli run a factory
in the town." . Mr Burlington murmured to his guye$tamily
business, making shoes.' It was as if he had Heltneed to make
excuses for the firm. If he did, then she couldreatly blame him. It
was not necessary to know the state of the firotsuants in order to
cast doubts on its effectiveness.

One look at the long, straggling line of huts whveére its premises
and which contained its production line—if that wahat its
manufacturing process could be called—was suffidiermake any
astute businessman turn away in despair.

Mr Burlington's guest, however, could not know thisshe bluffed
him into believing that the 'family business' whidh Burlington had
attempted to dismiss as of no consequence wasathstehriving,
well-organised concern, then she could hold uphleed in front of
this arrogant man.



For some curious reason, she experienced a stesigedo be well
looked upon by him, to bring to those cool, appnaissyes—yes,
they were grey, like a cloud- covered sky—a gle&awmiration for

her managerial ability. His eyes did indeed glebut,in an entirely
masculine way, at the pink defiance in the faceedito his, at the
gently curling black hair, at the arched brows &otbly innocent

gaze.

Lisette did not feel a glow of feminine pleasurdiatopen approval
of her attractions. What did it matter that thisnwith his hard,
handsome face, his calculating eyes, his attracattention-tugging
appearance, thought her pleasant to look at? Nbtdwigazed with
that same eyebrow-lifting appreciation at all todyagood-looking
women in her own age group.

'l took the business over when my father diedgtiessaid in a voice
strong with a confidence she did not feel. 'We giesiur own shoes.
We cater for women and children.'

A voice from the crowd called, 'Hey there, Stand &r Burlington
excused himself, saying he would be back. He wasahd, smiling
benignly, leaving his old friend's daughter in gdashds.

The possessor of those 'good hands' nodded to&isahd turned to
the girl beside him. 'Do you export your goods, MBaird?' His
voice was impersonal and brisk.

Lisette congratulated herself on having succeedéeéi aim to divert
his attention from herself as a woman to her pmsitn the world of
business. Contrarily, she experienced also a tWidisappointment.

She nodded in answer to his question. 'We expod& tumber of
countries, including Jamaica and the West Indiegemeral. But our
greatest demand comes from home markets." Sheadiddd that



those home markets were showing dismaying sigiséackening in
their demand for Baird Shoes.

‘Are your products of leather or --?"

She shook her head. 'Too expensive for the kinnarket we cater
for.'

'So you manufacture for the cheaper end?’

‘Largely, yes. But,' she hastened to add, immdgliatethe defensive
in the face of the hint of disapproval she thoiglie had detected, 'we
supply multiplestores, chain stores and of courde small
shopkeepers.'

She searched his face for a reaction but found.ndiseexpression
was carefully blank.

'‘We have contacts in other countries, like—likdyltashe went on,
still intent on impressing this aloof stranger.éTideas for designs
which they send us are sometimes impractical, leuaker them and
adapt them for our requirements.’

He nodded as if understanding, but she saw sheohbdpartly
caught his interest.

'‘Am | boring you?' Lisette asked. She tried hard sound
sophisticatedly amused, but her tone of voice daller miserably.
Instead, the question sounded anxious and earnest.

The grey eyes flickered, then steadied to thegioal unreadability.

'On the contrary,’ he answered with a slight sn'yi@, intrigue me,
Miss Baird. I'm struggling to picture you as a féentycoon, but
failing lamentably. Tell me something. Is it sucfe§ this family
business you run, apparently so efficiently?'



The thump of a missed heartbeat, the faintest dtesit then,
straightening her shoulders, 'Of course.' But shutdcnot lie without
a quick rush of colour, so to cover it Lisette atid®oping to divert
him yet again, 'Did you think that a woman takinmgothe running of
a factory would inevitably give the company coneelithe kiss of
death ?'

Again that faint smile. It was beginning to irrgather. 'Not
necessarily. But an inexperienced woman,' a caslasg, 'maybe.'

'So," she simmered under his amused regard, 'yok thm
inexperienced?'

His cool eyes took on a different expression, deabio the swelling
shape under the stroke-soft angora wool of her daesklifted lazily
to meet her infuriated gaze. 'We're such strandéiss Baird,' he
drawled, 'that I'm hardly in a position to know taeswer to that
guestion.’

Her eyes sparked. 'You're deliberately misundedstgnme, Mr
Hamden.' She turned away.

A hand came to rest on her shoulder, detainingahdrturning her
back. 'At least we can part friends?' His other &€amt, extended
towards her. As a business woman she could haisligghrd it. If it
had not been accompanied by the faint smile, shédihmave placed
her hand in his. But that smile and her better foueigt was overtaken
by a wish to get her own back —yet again—againstrtfan.

She started to walk away.

'Lisette, forgive me, my dear,' Stanley Burlingtbaoyrying towards
them, caught her arm. 'l was longer than | intentdbdpe Rosco has
been entertaining you?' He urged her back to faseghest. 'Not
difficult to entertain, is she, Rosco? A pleasuaréobk at, eh?’



‘A great pleasure,’ was the mocking responseultiod keep my eyes
off her.'

So with a few words, he had reduced her once nodtteet status of a
mere woman. But-hadn't she asked for it by reacwdy such
feminine pique to his gesture of friendliness?

Stanley Burlington's short, wiry body bent forwavdh laughter. It
was plain that he had missed the sarcasm and hwdydthe
masculine admiration implicit in the words.

'You know, Stanley,' his guest was speaking agamastonished to
hear that this young woman holds a managerialipasit industry.

Secretary? Yes, | could accept that. Bank clerk-+-ttom. Young

wife with a baby crawling round the floor? That Wabf€it the picture

admirably. But executive, owner of a factory?' Heak his head,
totally dismissing the idea.

‘It's true, Rosco. When her father died --'

"She told me. It still doesn't make sense. Tell Mess Baird, this
factory you run—does it produce the goods? Doegke gprofit?'

Lisette bristled at his arrogance. The emphasiheriinal word had
been deliberate. It was meant as a challengelyfahre could rise to
it and still remain truthful! ‘Make a profit?' seehoed. There was the
merest hesitation before she answered. She cotldenget again
without steeling herself to do so. 'Naturally itedd

'‘Watch out, Lisette,' Stanley laughed. 'He's trftmgyip you up. | can
see that look in his eyes. He's on the scent of m&y.' His hand
gripped Rosco Hamden's shoulder. 'This young mam isxpert at
scenting out a going concern, making an offer amel snapped his
fingers, 'it's a takeover. Know who he is, my da&ftien | introduced
you to him | think | forgot to tell you. He's théief executive, the



head of Electro- Magnetic Universal, the electrorg@nt. You've
heard of E.M.U.?'

'‘Emu products?' Lisette caught her breath and dutmé¢he younger
man. 'You're head of that firm —that organisatior?*

Rosco Hamden smiled. 'Conglomerate is the wordinktlyou're
looking for.'

It was, but she did not want him to know she caudtl think of it.
‘Yes, of course, a --' How could she define it withgiving herself
away?

He explained, solving the problem. 'A corporationiai, like ours,

owns companies that are widely diversified. That e smiled

faintly, as if he knew he was telling her somethafigvhich she was
not aware, ‘companies that are not in the sameohifeisiness, like
bakeries and car hire, television rental firmsumsce companies
and hotel chains. You understand?'

'Of course,' she responded defiantly. 'l knewtradltime.'
His eyebrows lifted but he did not comment.

‘You're head of the firm?' she repeated. 'The—taphDid she have
to sound so impressed, so sickeningly fawning?

He gave an ironic bow.

Stanley Burlington said with a smile, "You see ndwgette, who
you're talking to. You see what | meant when | daedmight be
scenting prey where you're concerned.'

Startled, Lisette looked questioningly at Rosco Ham who said
with a smile, 'So beware, Miss Baird, my compahy --



‘Conglomerate.’
His eyes glinted at her taunting correction.

'‘Company,’ he persisted, 'eats little firms likeusg for our
mid-morning snack.'

‘My firm is not for sale, Mr Hamden. Even if it vegrl wouldn't let
you buy it.’

A faint frown, a slight smile and he murmured, 'limrigued. May |
ask why?'

'l don't believe in monopolies,' she responded pthm'it's not right

that giant companies like yours should keep swatigwp the "small

man", that is, family firms like ours. | believslie finished, 'that big
Is bad and small is beautiful.'

Stanley Burlington gave a short, loud laugh. Rddemden did not
join him. He let his eyes wander over the stifflgfient, entirely

feminine figure in front of him, resting at last the flushed, upturned
face. 'On that,’ he drawled, 'we are in completeee@gent, Miss
Baird.'

Her flush deepened. She was determined to keepaimeersation

impersonal. She wouldorce him to keep his mind on busines:
matters. 'Isn't it the current belief that an orgation can become too
big and unwieldy, giving rise to labour and managem

troubles?"How many people do you employ?' Roscmdém asked

curtly.

'‘About a hundred.'

'When you're head of a giant organisation emplotfiogisands, Miss
Baird, then—and only then—wiill you be qualifieddiscuss the pros
and cons, the assets and drawbacks of large-scategament.



Stanley," he glanced at his watch, 'wasn't themesoe you wanted
me to meet? Goodbye, Miss Baird. I've enjoyed aasussion. We'll
doubtless meet again. | shall be in the districtafdew days.' With
that he turned away.

Stanley pointed to a middle-aged woman seated atking
cheerfully to one or two others. 'There's Bette.dBd have a chat
with her, Lisette. My wife will be delighted to haa word with you.’

Lisette nodded and watched as Mr Burlington ledgisst to join a
group which opened out to receive them. There wargles,

handshakes and general banter. There was no doolt i, Lisette
reflected, she was in a man's world. She would inkswim

according to her own efforts.

Baird Shoeanustpull through. If it didn't, she would have to see
help—but on business terms. She would never, shik herself
firmly, follow the example of many women and use femininity
where her bargaining powers might fail.

And never, she vowed, would she go running to a hk@&Rosco
Hamden for a helping hand.

Lisette took a taxi home. She opened the front dadrstood wearily
in the hall, fighting a sense of failure. Beforeswarring her mother's
inevitable questions she had to compose herself.

There was no reason why she should feel so lowdamirited, and
the sensation puzzled her. As she hung her caeioloakroom and
glanced in the mirror, she saw that her cheeks stdrélushed, her
eyes still bright. They did not reflect her feekng

The man called Rosco Hamden had remained all terimy at the
reception, but he had not spoken to her again. Qheg had found



themselves members of the same group. He had lakeel, but it
had been while he was speaking to someone atdesasid his mind
had been not on her but the subject under disqus#idold her
indisputably that her presence was less import@irttimm than the
glass of wine in his hand.

What was it like, Lisette wondered, to be as swsfaés the business
world as Rosco Hamden? How were you treated whanware the
chief executive of a concern as large as Electrordag Universal?
As if you possessed god-like- qualities? As if ewsoyd you spoke,
every instruction you gave was the law?

She remembered how the chatter and noise arounditad—to her,
at any rate—seemed to fade into stillness as ¢lyes had met across
that crowded room. And hadn't her heart playedcs,tseeming to
skid to a stop like a skier at the end of a ruantplod on heavily as
the shock had passed? But if he had made an iropdotr, she had
certainly made none on him!

Her mother met her in the hall. A slightly-built wam of
medium-height, she still did not look her age, wwed though she
was. She tinted her hair, rigorously keeping tleg gt bay. She cared
deeply about clothes and as she greeted Lisettewal as neatly
dressed as if she, as well as her daughter, haxadad the Chamber
of Trade reception.

'How did it go, dear?' Her voice was excited, ashi# were looking
forward to an evening's gossiping about local trewsého had been
present, local personalities who had graced thentewath their
presence, not to mention any wives who might haasemmapanied
their husbands.

Lisette's heart sank as she followed her motherthm living-room.
She had no inclination to talk. Instead she wamtedo up to her
room, lie on the bed and think—about the factoty,finances, its



troubled existence—and its future. That was somgthier mother
did not know because she had deliberately kept fiemhow much
the future of the factory was in doubt.

The living-room was long and narrow, but the heigtit its
ceiling—in age the house was Victorian— and the fjuality of its
decoration and furnishings lent it an appearanapatiousness and
luxury. The armchairs were wide and deep, theiri€ab green
brocade and only a year old, purchased when LBsliel had been
alive and the family business in good shape—oiesiodd given them
to believe.

Her mother occupied an armchair, sitting forward alasping her
hands. 'Tell me all about it,' Evelyn Baird saidt@hing her daughter
sink on to the settee and push away her shoes.y@idneet any
exciting people? Was there anyone who might beasted in our
products?'

'‘Exciting people?' Lisette stared at the mock flaro&the electric
fire. She saw Rosco Hamden's face, his cool, ctiogl eyes, the
eyes of a clever man, with a quick, competent bille eyes also of
a connoisseur of womanly charms—those attributegioh she was
so lacking. On second thoughts, she was not prégartalk about

the man. They would never meet again. But her motleeted so

eagerly for an answer, Lisette sighed resignedly.

She should, she thought, be used to her mothé&isagations. They
took place after every event which she attendetherfirm's behalf.
As co-director, she knew her mother was entitleldetdold about the
business contacts she made, about everythingstinclannected with
Baird Shoes, but it became harder every time tasither mother
desired.



‘There were a lot of people there.' The words weeaningless, but
her mother looked as intrigued as a child listerimghe start of a
fairy story. 'Mr Burlington, of course --"

Her mother nodded, adding, like a child who knew tist of
characters off by heart, 'Of course. He's the sagref the Chamber
of Trade.'

‘And --' Should she mention Mr Burlington's gueSt?e decided
against it. 'And—and Carlo, you know, owner of Ga;l the
hairdressers.'

Evelyn lifted a hand and patted her hair, which wagerfect order.
'‘Which reminds me, | really must have it done.dtisabsolute mess.

One day, Lisette thought, she really would havieslicher mother to
cut down on her visits to the hairdresser, not émtion patronising
the most expensive dress shop in the town.

‘And all the wives, of course,' she finished lamely

'‘No one else? No one new?' her mother persistedf, i had
guessed that her daughter was withholding theeseé of gossip.

It was no use, she would have to tell her mothEnere was a
newcomer, a friend of Mr Burlington's.’

Evelyn's eyes lit up. 'In hi-fi, too, like Stanley&he, as well as her
late husband, knew the Burlingtons well.

Lisette laughed, she could not help it. Rosco Hamual, arrogant,
sardonic Rosco Hamden#n-hi-fi?

She shook her head and braced Jierself for herarstbry of joy.
'You know Emu products?' Her mother, eyes widenimggded.
'‘Well, Mr Hamden's the head of Electro-Magnetic @nsal.'



'‘No, really? The electronics firm? Oh, my deai, &, did he speak
to you? What did he say? What is he like? My age;

Lisette managed a careless shrug. She had to pereeamother, as
well as herself, that the man was completely iuate to their way of
life and that, despite his promise, so carelessty @nventionally
given, they would not meet again.

'He's tall, athletic-looking, good features.' Slesed her eyes and the
man came to life. There was the proud lift of hesadh, the wide,
dependable shoulders under the well-fitting jaclkle¢ oval face
narrowing to a rounded chin, the curving mouth withquirk of
cynical amusement. "There's no doubting his iggetice.'

‘Well, dear,’ her mother remarked, 'for someondig position, |
suppose he has to have something that puts hinead@ryone else.
Is he very old? | mean, nearing retirement?"

Lisette laughed out loud. 'l estimate that he wadss middle thirties.’
She waited for her mother's astonishment to suptide added, 'He
also has a very high opinion of himself:

Evelyn frowned. 'That's a little harsh, dear. Afadlr on such short
acquaintance you can't really tell, can you?'

Lisette made a grudging movement conceding the.pédihy did the
man manage to rile her so? And, it had to be addifrighten her.
My company eats little firms like yours for our mmbrning snack.

It was impossible to throw off the apprehensiorsthtaunting words
of Rosco Hamden had aroused.



CHAPTER TWO

EVEN at her office desk, Lisette wore an overall. Isv@a uninspiring
navy blue with collar, patch pockets and a tie.detid nothing for

her. Not only did it hide her femininity, it levell her personality to
that of her working background.

The noise of the factory machinery penetrated exnenher small,
untidy office, where box files were scattered oskelves and files
lay open on an ink- stained wooden table. Since snbad become
short, Lisette had had to dispense with the seswo€a secretary. She
typed her own correspondence, answered the telegnmhmade her
own calls and appointments. When the postman delivthe mail,
she opened it herself.

It was early next morning and the letter openerrade a slit in the
first envelope when there was the sound of a vehiclar, van,
lorry-load of supplies?— braking on the gravel aldsiLisette
frowned. As far as she was aware, they expectedetivery that
morning. Her diary certainly contained no appoimntisdor that early
hour. So who was the visitor?

There was a jangle of the hand bell which was @tatl in a
prominent place at the inquiry desk. It was readlg dignified a
name, Lisette considered, for the rough counteckvinas the first
sight a visitor had of the interior. The inquiridesk was always
empty, anyway, as there was no money to sparehfdr gervice,
either.

Since Lisette was the nearest, it was always she amswered the
bell. Whether or not it was undignified for the pawner of the
establishment to do so, she never paused to conffiche did not
answer the summons, then no one would.



With a sigh of irritation she put down the half-emed letter and went
into the corridor, turning right towards the entran Resting
languidly, arms folded, against the counter wasah, tean,

brown-haired man. The moment he saw Lisette heesimilis

irritating half-smile.

Why, at the sight of him, her heart should begiratze, Lisette was at
a loss to understand. Not only was she confusatidogight of him,
his presence there,. his discovery of the exat¢ stlythe business
which, the evening before, she had so proudly @dito run, both
appalled and dismayed her.

The newcomer eyed her up and down with a boldnestensven
more intolerable by the hint of amusement with whe carried out
his survey. She realised the impression her caralgsearance must
be making on him and coloured under his regard. Bbee no
make-up, her overall was creased and in need ofi&aing, her shoes
were low-heeled, black and fastened with laces.

In an illuminating and distressing flash of selfaggation she saw
herself as he must be seeing her—so much a p#ré afisarray and
disorganisation of her surroundings, she had takesome of their
slovenliness, too.

'‘What do you want?' Considering his position ia Bind his status in
the business world, it was, she realised, hardittiag greeting, but
she could not help herself. She was so shocked.

'I'm sorry to have taken you so much by surpricéd known how
busy you were, | would have telephoned your segrefar an
appointment.’

He could have been speaking sincerely. On the béed, his words
could have been pure sarcasm. Lisette's agitated tmas in no fit
state to distinguish one from the other.



'l have no secretary.' The statement slipped ogtiaedly and she
watched the well-defined eyebrows lift.

He gestured to the inquiries desk. 'No girl at ptioa, either?’

'No.' His brows came together in a frown of disbeliHow --' She
moistened her lips. She still had not recovereanfrgeeing him
standing there. 'How did you know where to find'us?

'‘Our mutual friend Stanley Burlington gave me di@ts. Why so
surprised? | told you we would meet again, andMagk keep my
promises.'

'I'm sorry, | didn't believe you. There was no meafor us to meet
again.' Her voice was low and toneless. 'l camktivhy --'

'‘Don't tax your brain unnecessarily, Miss Bairdg¢ kaid with
sarcasm. 'l'll give you the answer. Curiosity.' ldeked around
pointedly.

'Please come into my office.’

He straightened and followed, standing in the ogeorway for a
moment, as if it was necessary for him to adjushnear-chaos.
The faint smile broadened into a sardonic grine“Her—executive
suite, | presume?’

'I'm sorry | can't offer you the luxuries to whigh tlie course of your
working life, you have no doubt become accustontelde swept a
straight-backed chair free of trade newspapersaasited the legs of
it were even so that the chair remained stable wilcenpied. To her
relief, he refused, saying he would rather staredbéht to pick up the
discarded newspapers at the exact moment at whsdité did so,
and their heads bumped hard against each other.



It was Lisette who got the worst of it. Tears sgramvoluntarily to
her eyes as she straightened and rubbed the pareful

'I'm so sorry.' He took her wrist in cool fingerglagently stopped her
hand in its rubbing motion. '‘My head is obviousarder than yours.
Not too much damage, | hope?’

She snatched her hand from his and turned away.teXéra
happened, he must not see her tears. Anyway, $be tine touch of
him. With a supreme effort she controlled her eons] rubbed
quickly and, she hoped, surreptitiously at the dagsg and turned
back. Rosco Hamden's face had undergone a chahgeoiich of
something strangely like tenderness had gone aé thas now an
unexplained hardness in his eyes. The good hunsamed to have
vanished, too.

He thrust his hands into his trouser pockets anddesed round,
stepping over the files and folders and makingwey to a shelf.
Lisette had brought a selection of books from hame placed them
haphazardly in a row. Some were still in their dosters, others
which were paperbacks were creased with use. Shédwead the
books, sometimes for the second and third timebeemlunch hour,
dipping into the sandwich box and eating the foedrhother packed
each morning.

'So,' came the sarcastic comment, 'the managirgtdir of Baird
Shoes is cultured enough to read. Real books,some of them
tough going for a mere slip of a girl.' He halfrtad as if waiting for a
reaction. He got it, and by his smile, it was theveer he wanted.

'Slip of a qirl?" She rose spontaneously to histirgai 'I'm
twenty-five.' He turned back to read more boolesitlAnyway," she
went on, fiddling with a ballpoint pen, 'lI've neua¥en able to bring
myself to look on my job as one of a managing dmecHe turned to
face her, but she looked down at her desk. 'ltdmoo grand a name



for my position. After all, you're a managing-di@cand look at the
difference between us.'

As soon as she saw his smile and the lazy looksieyes, she knew
she had said the wrong thing. 'l certainly canteeedifference,' he
remarked, eyeing the softness of her hair, the wadedid eyes, the
Inviting mouth, then lowering his gaze to dwell npbe rest of her.
‘At least, | could last night. This morning in thafrison wardress's
outfit, you look more'—he considered his words—teeuthan
female.’

She frowned at his implied criticism, angry withmhifor his
bluntness. For some reason, it hurt. 'l work for hwng,' she
retorted.I' don't sit with my feet up --'

'‘Meaning | do?' There was cold anger in his voioe.n

She waited a moment, then said, 'I'm sorry, | lmohtention of being
rude.’

'l think you had every intention.'

‘All right," she said quickly, angry herself nowgdid. But you were
rude tome.'

'Not rude. Honest."

She bit her lip and glanced at the pile of unopepest, then she
looked at him. 'Did you --' How could she put ittkaut being
accused of rudeness again? 'Can | help you?'

He smiled. 'Ah, the old and tried—if tired— formulele looked over
his shoulder through the door. The noise of the himecy was
ceaseless. 'l just wondered if you would show nex tive place.'



Now was her chance. 'Why, Mr Hamden,' she askeaik-@&yed, 'are
you going to eat us for your mid- morning snack?"

Her twist of his words last night produced a caulls. 'I'd find you
very difficult to digest, Miss Baird. Before thegdistion can work
properly, the appetite has to be stimulated.' Mésenoved round the
office and came to rest on her. 'l can see notitigin sight which
stimulates my appetite at all.’

His meaning was painfully obvious. The insult wdistiae more
painful for having been spoken with a smile, huneasg though it
was.

The telephone rang. Automatically Lisette's haratihed out. She
listened and sighed. 'Yes, Mother, I'll pick thest up on my way
home. No, | won't forget." As she replaced the ivereLisette said,
‘Sorry about that. | have to answer all my ownscall

He inclined his head.
'If you really want to see the factory, I'll shoewround.’
‘As | said, that's why | came.'

The noise of the machinery became louder as thpyoaphed the
manfacturing area, the smell of adhesives, leatimer man-made
fabrics grew stronger. As she showed her visitandy moving from

bench to table, from cutter to machinist, from ratdalf- finished

multi-coloured uppers to soles awaiting heels arehtially to the
pairs of completed shoes being placed side byisiad¢hite boxes,

Lisette saw the drab- ness he must be seeingniherd, powered but
hand- operated machinery, the primitive conditionswhich the

employees worked.

She felt like apologising. Instead, she walked ghpwamong the
machinery and explained each process as well asliimged



knowledge would allow. The workers helped, now #meh putting
in a correction «or filling in when she pausedjrgyto think of the
correct technical terms. She was sure the gapsrikrfowledge were
noted by her visitor, although he gave no outwagd.s

.. When they returned at last to the comparativetapd her office, a
young man came from a room next door and stootderentrance.
'Lisette," he carried an armful of ledgers, 'cduidve a word --?'

'‘Bob," Lisette shook her head decisively, wishihg sould give the
young man some sign to be careful to give no sseemgtly, 'not now.
Later. It will keep, won't it?' She finished inteartally on a note of
appeal. 'You see, | have a visitor.'

The young man, tall, thin and wearing glasses,ddakt the visitor,
who looked back at him. They exchanged glancesydlumg man
murmuring an amiable if slightly puzzled 'Good magh, the guest
responding with a brief nod.

Bob, as Lisette had called him, appeared to haderstood a little of
the apprehension she had been trying to conveysai@, 'Fair
enough. It'll keep. But not for long.'

Lisette's eyes darted across the desk to Rosco éfanitbw much
had he gleaned from those four warning words? Shé& ot tell,
because his back was towards her. Once again hetu@dgng her
collection of books.

Bob left them.
"'l make some coffee, Mr Hamden,' Lisette saildHuty.

He turned from his contemplation of the books. "Yfoake that
yourself, too?"



Lisette plugged in the kettle, found two potterygaul do everything
myself. | have to --' She stopped quickly and wamttrying to cover
her slip, 'l prefer it. | --' she rushed on, sedmgair of puzzlement
increasing, 'l look upon myself as a—a worker- doeclt's
more—well, democratic.’

She found a spoon and some sugar lumps in a bokamed him a
mug of coffee. He refused the sugar and lookedratra the chaos.
'I'd call it democracy run riot.' He leaned baclaiagt the shelving
which reached to the ceiling, and sipped his stegntoffee.
'‘Precious near to anarchy, in fact.'" That half-enhieralded die
customary sarcasm. 'Have you really no control amanimate
objects?’

'Of course,'she snapped. 'l told you, | haven't got a secretat
had --' She stopped again. Now she was implyinghvghad like one,
but finances were short and ... She tried agaiové order. | can't
stand chaos.’

He looked around again, smiling sarcasticallyotks like it.'

She drank from her coffee mug, then put it on leskdShe swivelled
her chair so that she faced him, crossing her ieggh immediately
brought his keen eyes down to focus on the slimaggsem. Lisette
hardened herself to tolerate his lingering gaze.

'So,' he drank deeply, then held her eyes, 'you yaalrself a
worker-director. Why, | wonder? Were you electedh®/people you
employ to the position you hold? Or nominated lbsade union?'

She frowned, not understanding. 'As managing dir@ciNo, of
course not. The business was my father's. Whenduk Htook it
over. I'm sure | told you.'

'If,' Rosco Hamden persisted, 'you weren't elebiethe employees,
or nominated by a trade union, then I'm sorry ®lldsion you, but



you're not a worker- director. However much it mighgase you to

look on yourself as one of them," motioning with head towards the
main part of the factory, 'you're not. You're irsw@erior position,

over them, their employer, the owner --'

‘Part-owner, with my mother.’

He shrugged. 'lt makes no difference. You're gfildldged director,’

he smiled ironically, 'by inheritance. Like myselbine of the

privileged classes. There," putting down his coffeey beside hers,
‘doesn't that hurt “your equality-loving ego?'

It came to her with the shock of an explosion yusat she was doing.
She was entertaining to coffee the top man of d@arnational

organisation, a man with enormous power and infteenvho was
responsible for the handling of sums of money sgelahey were
beyond her imagination, in what was little morentlzadilapidated
shed, in a room so cluttered with mess that shddimeiashamed to
bring even a casual passer-by into it.

Until that moment it had been, to her, merely a@lan which to
work. Now, as she glimpsed it momentarily througgh dritical and
sophisticated eyes, it took on all the shoddinéss slum dwelling.
But did it really matter? Wouldn't it serve to jbis smugness, show
him at first hand something he might not have coawgoss
before—the facts of life of small businesses whilichnot possess the
resources of giant companies?

All the same, the painful realisation of the costriaetween her way
of work and his forced her to say, in an unwilliagtempt to
apologise,

'I'm sorry --' How could she go on? Words would s\wweep away the
shabbiness. She stood, as if it was impolite otthveemain seated.

Rosco Hamden looked puzzled. 'Are you? For what?'



Didn't the man understand? Couldn't he guess Wieaivas trying to
say? 'For—for'—vaguely she gestured —'for all th®. not having a
comfortable chair forou to sit on. For giving you coffee in a mug
instead of bone china cups brought in by a—a -e &itked her
brains. Who brought in the coffee in a large orgamon? Her eyes
sparked. She knew it would provoke, but who car&l? an
underpaid, downtrodden tea lady.'

His eyes glinted, his jaw hardened.

'For," Lisette went on, 'the irritating noise oftlmachinery, the
unpleasant smells coming from the factory, the nkesab, the ..." Her
powers of description had let her down at last. Hece tailed off to

silence.

'No need to go on, Miss Baird,' he said curtlgah sense failure in
the atmosphere when it's there. And it is. | carlsdefeat when it's
all around me—as it is here—besides the odour ofhate,
adhesives, chemicals and other raw materials.'

'It's not true,' she cried, hating the lie butngflherself it was her only
form of defence against this unbearably successidlistrialist.
‘We're a going concern.’

‘Are you?' He came to stand in front of her, hathdsst in pockets,
legs stiff and slightly apartAre you?"

She felt the impact of him as though he was tougher, physically
maltreating her. She backed away but found her deskust behind
her. His eyes slitted, his lips tightened in a cghsmile.

‘Wereyouthe girl," he said, 'who, only last evening, hagl theek to
say to me, "Big is bad, small is beautiful'?' Higeg looked
scathingly round the office. 'So smallkisautiful,is it, Miss Baird? If
you call this beautiful, you have a distorted idéaesthetics, of the



appreciation of beauty, not to say a twisted inetgiion of good and
bad.'

He was slating her, cutting her to little pieceBe®dge to his voice
made a deep incision in her sensitivity. She winagaable to

understand why a complete stranger, as this mardesste the fact
that she had made his acquaintance the eveningebsfas able to
hurt her so badly.

'It's as well,' Rosco Hamden said, 'that your bessnisnot for sale,
Miss Baird, because if it were, | should be theyast person on
earth who would want to buy it.'

He went to the door. 'Thank you for showing me dburhanks, also,
for the coffee. That, if nothing else, has leftlaasant taste in my
mouth." .. For a few moments Lisette stared atethptiness Rosco
Hamden had left behind. Only when Bob appearedheéndoorway
did she stir.

'Has he gone?' Bob asked. 'Good. Now we can get tlmlusiness.'

On her way home, Lisette collected the dress hehendhad asked
for. Evelyn Baird employed her own personal dressnéor many

of her clothes. A woman in her position, she argséduld never be
seen wearing garments which could be recognisembing from

the racks of department stores.

Lisette was only too aware that her mother livethipast, that she
still looked on herself as the wife of the owner afflourishing
business and should therefore dress as well addtking allowance
would permit.

There was no 'clothing allowance' nowadays, becsluséerself was
part-owner of the business. Lisette often wondendther she



should restore that 'allowance’, because she wadairceéhat her
mother spent far more on herself now that she batusband to call
a halt. Nor had she stopped buying luxuries—althosige called
them necessities—for the home.

The news which she had to pass on to her motheeveaing would
force upon them both a radical change in their whyife. What
Lisette feared most was that her mother would naégthe absolute
necessity of spending less on everything, whictuded not only
luxuries, but also some of the real necessitidgeof

It was after their evening meal that Lisette introeld the subject. She
braced herself for the spate of words which heheoivould utter in
an attempt to persuade herself that what her dauglas saying was
not—could not be—true.

‘Mother,' Lisette said, 'Bob Farrell came to secoday.'

Evelyn said brightly, as if pleased with herse#ttbhe could identify
an employee of the firm, 'Oh, the young man froma #tcounts
department.’

"He is the accounts department,’ Lisette said patieht&r. mother
nodded.

Lisette took a breath and jumped in at the deep'&lre in a mess,
Mother. Bob and | discussed it this morning. Thsibess is running
at a loss. It has been for some time.'

For once, her mother was stunned to silence, thigma bright, false
smile, 'l can't believe it, dear. When your fativas alive the factory
was flourishing. Not,' she hastened to say witickdring smile, 'that
you're not doing your best, dear.' Her eyes took dmstant look. 'If
only," she murmured to herself, 'we'd had a son ...



It was a wish that had often been uttered in Lesefpresence. She
knew she should have grown used to it, but it hexknceased to
hurt. She said, 'You're right, Mother, | am doing lpest.'

Evelyn's eyes focused again and she saw the tautokeder
daughter's lips.

‘With very poor material,' Lisette finished.
'‘Whatever do you mean, dear?' Evelyn's voice saliddéenceless.

‘Mother --' How could she explain? Lisette wondeM#that she had
to say would give her mother pain. 'We had a lgtiday from the
shoe department of Carriers of London.'

‘They're one of our best customers, aren't theyelygE asked,
looking at her daughter with a touch of smugness. ées said,
There, | remember something ' - from when your fates alive!

'‘Were, Mother. Speak in the past tense. They'sathning to cancel
the contract they made with us for a consignmetadies' shoes.'

'‘But why?'

Lisette could hardly stand the bewilderment on mmether's face.
'Did Bernard get the design wrong?' her mother wantl thought he
always showed their shoe buyer the design he hiaxhid and got his
approval first before the shoe went into produclon

'Yes, he discussed the design with them. And tippyaved.' Lisette
moved uncomfortably. 'It's not that. It's—well, gat it bluntly, we
won't be able to deliver the goods on time.'

'‘But, Lisette, when your father was alive --'



‘This never happened. | know, | know. But, Mothkow could she
get her message across? 'that was some time ago.’

She kept to herself the fact that even beforedtbef died, things had
been going badly wrong. But he had never confidekis wife. He
had never ceased to shelter her from the reatifiéfe.

Now she was part-owner, Lisette had decided ittwas her mother
was informed of the facts. All the same, she hagtdel herself to do
SO.

She said, with as much patience as she could mudtenk | should
put you in the picture, Mother.'

'Of course, dear. Like you, | am one of the diresstdevelyn twitched

her skirt decorously to cover her knees and setiadk more

comfortably in the depths of the armchair. It wasette thought with

wry amusement, as though she was preparing hgetedfain to hear
a fairy story.

Lisette said bluntly, 'The consignment of shoes 'twvba ready on
time, for one" very important reason. The machirtbeyworkers are
having to use to produce it on is so old it's camgy breaking down.
Sometimes spare parts are needed and those speifger don't
exist any more, or it takes weeks hunting them ddwother words,
either we re-equip the factory with new machinery;dhe stopped,
unable to utter the ultimate blow.

'Or --?' Evelyn whispered.

'‘Or we close down." There was a prolonged silenien,
compassionately, commiseratingly, Lisette addetipsé are the
facts we have to face, Mother.'



'‘But—but your father ..." It was a weak attempivierd off the truth.
'‘But, Lisette, why didn'he --' She could not go on, because she d
not really know what it was she wanted to say.

'‘Why didn't he plough back some of the profits itite business and
buy new machinery? Because --'

Could she tell her mother another truth which wduldt her, maybe
even more”?

'He spent it all on you, Mother. And the house. Tae the expensive
holidays you had abroad, the jewellery he bought.y6

'‘Don't go on, dear. | know what you're trying tg.s&hat I'm to
blame.'

‘Not really.' Even she was trying to shield her meothow, just as her
father had done! 'lt was—well, just circumstancEsr a long time
they sat in silence, each immersed in their ownghds.

Lisette said, her head back against a cushiongtiRlamden came to
the factory today --' She broke off sharply, fusowith herself for
having mentioned the visit. Why had she done sofuft have been a
subconscious wish on her part to find somethingthang to alleviate
the pain her mother must be feeling, somethinglte her mind off
their troubles, even if only momentarily.

Her mother was alert at once. 'He did? Does it meah, Lisette,
does it mean he's interested --?"

'In the business?' Lisette shook her head decgysivel
‘You can forget that possibility entirely. He said;

She stopped herself again. Why did she not guardongue more
closely?



'He said what, dear?"

Lisette affected a shrug. How could she say, He et even if our
business was for sale, he'd be the last personwehé want to buy
it? 'Oh, lots of things,' she finished weakly.Hbsved him round and
gave him coffee.'

Evelyn sat forward. 'What did he say, dear? He nmaste said
something!'

'l think—I think he thought the place was a bitidpt Lisette
improvised, complimenting herself on her questiodging
technique.

The telephone rang. 'Don't move, Mother, I'll gbisette rose
wearily. It was probably one of her friends. Shie ifeno mood for
small talk. 'Bairds' residence,' she answered, ttienging her tone,
'yes, it's Lisette, Mr Burlington. You want my metf2 She's coming.
I'm—I'm fine, Mr Burlington. Er—yes, the factory®ourishing.
Here's Mother.'

Evelyn took the receiver from her daughter. 'Howld you tell him
such an untruth, dear?' she reproached. 'Goodreyesiianley. Very
well, thank you. And Bette? She's well? I'm pleasedhear it.
Tomorrow evening? Why, Stanley, that would be lgvBloth of us?
Yes, I'm sure Lisette's free." She turned her lmacker daughter's
furiously shaking head. 'Lisette says yes, shedisove a little chat,
Stanley. | don't often go out now Leslie's not witke any more." A
few minutes later Evelyn put the phone down.

‘Mother,' Lisette said, 'you might have asked migied to tell you |
didn't want to go.'

'Of course we must go, both of us. It occurred & Stanley might
help, give us his advice. After all, he is the sty of the Chamber
of Trade, and he's experienced in the businessiwidd must have



come up against our sort of problem many timesstline he'll have a
solution --' A thought struck her, lighting up heyes. 'Mr

Hamden—he's staying with the Burlingtons—Stanlest jgaid so.
Chairman of E.M.U.! What better person to meetabct With his

money,' she clasped her hands, 'he might even leet@lyive us

financial help, to tide us over --'

'‘Don't you dare, Mother," Lisette cried, 'don't yadare mention the
subject within a mile of that man! | won't go, Meth unless you
promise not to. I'll stay at home.'

Evelyn frowned, then smiled with cheerful resigaoati ‘All right,
dear. | won't mention a word. Is that all right?’

Lisette sighed. 'It will have to be,' she said. Bdmat she could not
understand was how quickly her mother had. beesupded to
agree.

The Burlingtons' living-room was furnished with reguction
antiques. It was a room in which Lisette never &lease. It lacked
the warmth of deep armchairs which her own homegssed.

She had to admit, however, that the room was tastéefd cool in
summer—>but it wasn't always summer. Now it wasyespoting and
the gas fire hissed from the fireplace from whibk bpen fire had
been removed and the opening boarded up.

Bette Burlington came in, her manicured hands @ddrin welcome,
her tinted hair telling of regular visits to theirdaesser. She wore a
neat brown wool dress which showed a simplicityaste and which
enhanced her slimness.

The settee was a small two-seater and it was tlhisnwhe initial
greetings were over, that Stanley invited Lisetid aer mother to



occupy. As they fitted themselves into it side mesLisette found
herself looking round as though something was mgsdit was no
use, she thought, trying to fool herself that slesbt know for what
she was seeking. The missing item was a man, tall &
broad-shouldered, with a commanding presence aetf-assurance
which stretched from the top of his brown headhe tips of his
expensive shoes.

Moments later he came in, dominating the room viih air of
authority. Lisette's heart leapt like a fish batilupwards against the
current and spawning a myriad forbidden longings @esires.

His jacket was loose and casual, his polo-neckecataw

emphasising the obstinacy of his jaw. The neatlpitadl line of his

trousers hinted at the formidable strength of neugthis long legs.
His hair sprang abundantly as if it had recentlgrb®mwelled after a
shower. Thick eyebrows topped deep-set, intelligsms which, in

no time at all, found what they were searchingafod settled on that
object with an enigmatic smile.

Lisette was glad her mother sat beside her. Unldatr $ardonic
scrutiny she wished she could persuade her mothetaly there
beside her for the rest of the evening. With sudbo& in his eyes,
Rosco Hamden seemed capable of anything—even hgettkiough
the well-marked bounds of social politeness.

Introductions were made and after a mocking 'goahieg’ to her,
Rosco concentrated on her mother. He took the tleside Evelyn
and talked to her as though he had known her farsye

Lisette experienced a feeling of relief, yet sigeslde with it came a
sense of unaccountable irritation. If this was Heantended to treat
her for the next two or three hours, then he cgeldost! Something
had made her dress with care, although her fisdinict had been to
pull on a skirt and sweater as an act of defiagegnat the man who,



on leaving her factory the day before, had refetced with such
contempt.

Politeness had won, however, and she had decidé¢desake of her
host and hostess to bow to convention. The redsdrg low-cut
neckline and long sleeves suited her, and withlésk patent leather
belt drew attention to her slim waist. Her darkr veent its own way,
parting off-centre and curling forward over her eke

Stanley Burlington offered her a drink and aske#waard questions
about the factory. If his distinguished guest hadl lmeen present,
Lisette would have been much more honest aboudifiulties.
Although Rosco appeared to be giving all his aibento her mother,
Lisette was certain that part of his mind was tundd her discussion
with his host.

Stanley's wife, Bette, drew up a fireside chair pnshed her husband
gently out of the way. 'Enough of your talking sh&pan,' she said.
'Lisette and | are going to have a woman-to-womanm'cha

'‘Why," said Stanley knowingly, 'has our young gugest problems?
Man-trouble, maybe? That's what womanly chats apally about.'

Lisette laughed disclaimingly. "You're way off, Murlington. Men
don'ttroubleme.’

'Listen to her,' said Stanley, beaming, 'she'sgahany boy-friends,
has she, that she hasn't any need to lie awakgldtlike some girls
who've got to twenty- five without a wedding ring their finger,

wondering whether any man's going to propose ngefdt's all that
power she's got at the factory. It's gone to hadhe

‘You don't know what you're talking about, lovas wife reproved.
'‘She's got a young man, haven't you, Lisette? &hat'name, Bob
Farrell? You know, Stan, the brainy one who workthwer at the
factory. ' Good at figures.'



‘Accounts --' Lisette began, but Stanley guffawed.

'‘Good at figures? I'll say he is, if he's Lisettmyfriend !

Lisette blushed and playfully hid her face.

‘There, Stan, you've embarrassed her,' his wil®aghed.

Stanley shook his head. 'She doesn't know her tvamts, that girl.'

There was general laughter and Lisette realised BRasco's
conversation with her mother had ceased. His eges an her. They
were narrow and evaluating and also strangely cold.

Bette stood, motioning with her hand. 'Come on, dpshange
places. | want to talk to Evelyn. She's my genemativhereas this
girl's yours.'

With seeming reluctance, Rosco obliged. As Lisetges travelled
the long distance up to his, her look was defisayjng, If you don't
want to sit beside me, | don't care! His eyespfeihg the same path
over her as Stanley's had taken a few momentsdyef@mre hooded
and unreadable.

He waited until his hostess had taken the seatiédsvelyn, then
moved a pace or two. But he did not take the preffglace beside
Lisette. Instead, he stood next to his host, wikecsim if he would
like another drink. Rosco nodded. As he waitedrdtarned to his
study of the girl sitting alone on the settee.

‘There's no need,' Lisette burst out, driven teearitp sit beside me if
you don't want to." Why, she reproached hersell, $t&e said those
words? Now he would conclude that six@ntedhim to.

'l never do what | don't want to do, Miss Baircek'responded coolly.



‘Meaning that you always get your own way, Mr Hamteisette
said sweetly, 'even if it means riding rough-shodrahe wishes of
others?'

He gave her smile for smile, but his eyes stayad. ¢6ou have an
imprecise mind, Miss Baird. | merely said | neverwhat | don't
want to do. | didn't say | always got what | wantégou think about
it, there's a difference.’

'‘What's all this "Miss Baird, Mr Hamden" nonsens&anley
demanded, returning with a drink forLisette as waslfor Rosco.
‘This is a social occasion. We're all friends tbget With a flourish
of his hand, 'Let me introduce—Lisette, Rosco. Rostsette.' His
wife called him. With a promise that he would retsoon, he joined
her as she talked to Evelyn.

‘Do you know, Lisette," Rosco said, having drurtirhis glass, 'l
think I'll take that seat beside you after all.'

A flash of pleasure shot through her as he spokadree. It gave her
a strange kind of courage to fence with him. Sippex from her
glass, then said, 'Are you sure ywantto, Mr Hamden?'

'Yes, quitesure.' His eyes, warm now, told her the reason-t+siha
was female. This, to him, was clearly the soleaation. 'And the
name's Rosco.’

His unexpected curtness jolted her. 'I'm sorry,deds

He smiled, drank his glass empty and settled hintsedide her.
There seemed so much of him. All her senses caime at his
nearness. His shoulder and hip pressed against lhisrshaving
lotion was subtle and exciting. The sight of hisgdegs which were
stretched out beside hers aroused wayward de$imessound of his
voice was controlled and pleasing.



When he spoke again, however, she bristled, as due sourely
intended her to do. 'Well,' he said, smiling dowher and removing
her empty glass to a table, 'how's the dedicatattexalirector this
evening? Exhausted after a hard day trying to ph&resquality with
her employees?’

So he planned to irritate, did he? Well, she wagtrise to him. Her
eyes, wide and bright with a charm she did not kitloey possessed,
turned upward to his. 'Very tired, Mr—er—Roscos Ittard work
trying to prove to the workers that you're as gasdhey are.’

His laughter rang out and when he looked at heinagfaere was a
change in him. The cynicism had gone. Her unconscgaiety had
proved catching and his face had come alive. Hmdgooks, his
attractiveness caught at her feelings like brambieto bare skin. If
she pulled away, she knew she would get hurt.dfsthyed impaled,
the injury would be just as painful.

He said, with mock-seriousness, 'In the circumstangou probably
have an uphill struggle. You're both a woman anchiawrge, and any
man, whatever his age, is suspicious of—with a-gtdare | say

it?— a mere slip of a girl who has the audacitthiok she's capable
of taking charge.’

'l told you, didn't I, she countered with annoyan€m not as young
as you think. I'm --'

‘Twenty-five. My junior by a good—or bad—ten years.

‘All the same, I'm fully mature --' By the look s eyes, she knew it
had been the wrong thing to say. Even her sligQtiantance with
him should have told her to be more guarded whealgpg to him.
He was quick to seize every opportunity, it seemedether it
concerned business—or pleasure.



'l think," Stanley's voice broke into their conaisn, ‘we should
consult our expert on this subject, Evelyn. RosRosco Hamden's
appreciative inspection of the girl sitting nexthion seemed to end
reluctantly, 'your advice is sought on a busineatten by our good
friend Evelyn here.’

Lisette caught her breath. What had her mother baging? She had
made a promise not to mention a word ... She ckhtler hands on
her lap, a fact which the man next to her did adttd see.

Stanley said, 'A tricky situation, Rosco. Could yaalyise?'

Rosco Hamden pulled himself from his seat and plshe hands

into his trouser pockets. His good humour had subgetk lost to

view, under a covering of thin ice. Lines furrowhs brow, he

jingled coins impatiently and before speaking, toothe fact that the
girl beside whom he had been sitting was as tendenarvous as a
climber who senses the imminence of an avalanche.

He spoke, however, in a tone which suited the so@ture of the
occasion. With a smile, he said, 'l believe I'm rsmpposed to say, "I
haven't got where I've got today without learniogviio give advice
on business matters." There, now I've said it. kead, Stanley. I'm
ready to receive.'

Was it only she, Lisette wondered, who could detikeetirony, the
veiled irritation in his words? It seemed so, judpby the pleased
expression on the others' faces.

'‘Evelyn --' Stanley said, motioning with his hard, if to say 'go
ahead, he's listening'. But Evelyn shook her head.

'‘No, no, Stanley, you speak for us. You'll putatreuch better than
Lisette or myself.' She stole a quick, triumphawikl at her daughter,
who asked, her voice full of reproach,



'‘What are you doing, Mother?"
Evelyn shook her head, as if to say, 'Be quietthetmen talk.'

But Stanley, plainly uncomfortable, ran a fingeamd his collar. 'l

don't really think it's for me to ..." He tried aga'lt's my job, as
secretary of the Chamber of Trade, to advise toé&se of my ability,

or to put our members in touch with those who migglp. Beyond

that --' He shrugged helplessly. 'You see, Evaligimy belief that

it's more than advice you need. It's --' He was dotarrassed to
continue.

'‘What's the trouble, Mrs Baird?' Ro0sco's voice wasupt,
businesslike. Certainly it held no promise of hdlgette decided
agonisingly. How could her mother have discussed ffroblems in
public like this? And after making a promise --

‘Labour problems,” Rosco was saying, 'staff shegadack of
orders?'

'‘Well," Evelyn was taken aback at being addressenich technical
terms, 'l know I'm part-owner of the business, Rosut—well, it's
my daughter who knows that side of it, really. @gou, dear?'

Stanley, trying to ease the situation, laughede'sShassing the buck,
Lisette. It's landed right there, in your lap.'

Lisette's eyes crept up to the grey ones a longakaye. They gave
no encouragement. 'Your move, Lisette,' the possefghose eyes
said evenly. So he was challenging her?

'Lisette?' She heard the appeal in her mother'sevdiere's your
chance, her mother was urging. Take it with bothdsa



All right, she would. Again her eyes sought Roscd’ss Mr
Burlington says, Mr Hamden,' she stated boldlis bt advice we
need. It's money.'

There was a short, expectant silence. Stanley btoKEhere now,
Rosco, she couldn't have put it more bluntly if'dHgeen a child
asking for a piece of chocolate!

Lisette wished desperately that she could readddaenden's mind,
but his face remained inscrutable.

Stanley persisted, his role as host clearly growingomfortable on
his shoulders, 'What was it you said at the reocapine other day,
Rosco? That you eat little businesses like Lisette'your --'

‘Stanley,' the faint smile appeared, 'l—my compangonfine our
"eating" activities—our takeovers—to going concérds abrupt
change of tone, a sardonic glint accompanied thireetion of his
attention. 'Isyour business a "going concern”, Miss Baird? In otht
words, is it making money? Or is it losing it? Tdreswer's important.
Think carefully before you answer.'

She looked up at him, her eyes flashing, defiafdu'know very
well --' Her teeth made indentations in her lip., Ide did not know
everything. Could she bluff?

'l think, Stanley,' said Rosco Hamden, 'your yoguagst and | should
have a talk. Let's mix business with pleasure, NBasd. Are you
free tomorrow evening so that | can take you outinmer?’

Go out to dinner with Rosco Hamden? The thoughtabgx her.
'I—I've got a date with Bob Farrell,’ she liedn'orry, | --'

'‘Rosco's only here for a couple more days, Liset#ég Bette.



'You'll enjoy it,' Stanley encouraged. 'He's goothpany, even when
he's talking shop.’

With a gleam in his eyes, Rosco said, 'How do yoavkwhat | talk
about when I'm with a woman, Stanley?' A quick schtine face of
the girl who gazed up at him and he went on, 'aliguhave—other
things on my mind. Miss Baird, Lisette, allow me goesent my
credentials. I'm unmarried, unengaged, unencumbe€red

'‘Don't you believe it, Lisette," Stanley said, sh&ying to tell you
there are no ladies in his life. Why, only the otday | saw you
with --'

Rosco broke in swiftly, 'l said, "unencumbered'gri¢y. There are a
number of women in my life. One for every moodfant.' He asked,
with a taunting smile, 'Well, will you dine with meisette?’

'‘Big-headed, isn't he?' said Bette, nudging Evelg laughed.
'l wasn't boasting, Bette,' Rosco responded. tdiistg the truth.’

‘Well," Bette admitted, good-naturedly, 'you're dsome enough to
have a queue of women waiting outside your door.'

‘She's right, Rosco,' commented Stanley. 'Enjoysaifibefore you
settle down. And when you do, make sure it's thletmirl.’

‘Tell me, Stanley,' said Rosco, with a smile, 'y@w@ man of the
world—how will I know?'

‘Man of the world'Me?You've got the wrong person, Rosco. I'm jus
an innocent old married man.' They all laughedt 1Biuell you one
thing. One look at the girl, and you'll know. Noyau two, make your
date and we'll bring in the food.'



'‘Seven-thirty tomorrow evening, Lisette." Rosc@ge was crisp. It
was a statement. He had not asked a question.

Still Lisette tried to prevaricate. 'l told youhes said, her tone
annoyingly weak, 'l've already got a --'

'You can put Bob off, dear," her mother interruptedently. 'He
won't mind. He's a very understanding person, yaawkthat.'

'‘Well?' Rosco persisted.
Lisette nodded resignedly. 'Seven-thirty. And— Hsan
'‘What mood willshefit in with, Rosco?' Stanley teased.

'‘Ah,' Rosco's eyes contemplated his victim thoudlytf 'now that
depends.

'On what, Rosco?' Bette asked with amused interest.

'On whom,' Rosco corrected. 'On Lisette. Who else?"



CHAPTER THREE
'PLEASE, darling,' Evelyn urged, 'be nice to him.'

'You mean do what | couldn't do if I'd been youn sustead of your
daughter?' The bitter words had come unbiddengetta's lips, but
now they had been spoken, she could not edit themike cutting
recording tape.

At her mother's shocked expression, Lisette adtiedking that a
belated explanation might pacify, 'You've said $terg@ you and
Father, how much you wished you'd had a son insiEadlaughter.’

Now Evelyn looked penitent. 'Darling, | only meantwell, be
pleasant to Mr Hamden and don't quarrel with hira. rthight—he
just might be able to help us out of our troubles.'

Her mother's pleading tone, the way she reacheanhdpkissed her
daughter with moisture in her eyes, whisperindoh't know what I'd
do without my daughter. A son would have left megago,' affected
Lisette deeply.

Evelyn went on, 'You look so nice, dear." She wadchs Lisette
picked up a coat, ready to put it on as soon asdRdamden arrived
to collect her.

The dress Lisette wore was white, the skirt falimgplds to the hem.
Narrow shoulder straps supported the round-necketicé which

dipped low enough to tantalise the eye of any mat®rt. Over the
dress, Lisette wore a matching long-sleeved loadesfaRound her
neck was a silver choker necklace and she worehmatcsilver

earrings clipped to her ears.

Wherever he takes me, she thought, this outfit ook out of place.
She paced the room restlessly. Five minutes tofige, minutes
before she would have to throw off this tensioms @nxiety as to



whether she had the ability to catch and hold tiberest of the top
man of Emu products for the duration of the evening

It was a joke to tell herself that she, in her avay, held as privileged
a place in business life as he did. Even when steeaway from the
premises, the ramshackle buildings which housethtttery of Baird

Shoes weighed on her mind as heavily as they diutgr physical
self when she was there. She could not throw effiéleling that she
was a failure, along with the business.

Three prolonged rings had her pulling on her ceatying to her

mother and hurrying to the door. Rosco Hamden stootthe step as
if expecting to be invited in. Lisette had no suokention. She

Wanted to avoid a meeting between her mother anddoert. After

the broken promise of the evening before, she caoldtrust her

mother not to start on the man as soon as he aggpbafore her.

Lisette could not deny the speeding up of her wisgttem at the
sight of him. His eyes, keen and alert, his vialthe magnetic
qguality which drew her so powerfully every time sWas in his
presence that she had physically to resist it—is vadl there,
encapsulated within that lean, relaxed figure endborstep.

She reminded herself forcibly of the reason foritvgation to spend
the evening with him. There was nothing betweemtheo feeling,
no attraction, not even friendship. Whatever timeptiation to lower
her guard and allow him to know that she enjoyedcbimpany, she
must resist it. She must even deny it to herselydver difficult it
might prove.

The drive to the hotel did not take long. Soon thesre seated
opposite each other at a table and he was lookiig dver

uninhibitedly. In an effort to look sophisticateshe had fastened
back her hair. She thought she had succeeded—sintilsaw him
smile.



'So I'm entertaining your actual business woman,they say.
Efficient to her fingertips, a competent machin¢haut emotion or
feeling. A strict no- nonsense evening for me, l'see

'‘Wasn't that the whole point?' she challenged.t'Tiia should be a
business engagement?'

'‘Mm.' He picked up the menu. 'lt's not impossildentix business
with—enjoyment. There are ways,' eyeing her overtthp of the
menu, 'of shall we say— coaxing a man into doingetbing which
his better judgment—even his business judgments-tath "no".'

'‘Are you—in a roundabout way, of course—inviting toeleep with
you, Mr Hamden?' Her voice was brittle, hiding tigit, sick feeling
in her stomach.

‘Miss Baird,' his eyes opened with mock astonishimgou shock
me!'

She retorted at once, "You wouldn't have said whatsaid to me just
now to a man.'

He laughed out loud. "You're damned right | wouldrn not that
sort.’

"You would have taken a man seriously,' she peistngry with his
light dismissal of her challenge, 'but becausef¢male --'

‘Your sex has nothing --' he stopped, his grey egeslling
momentarily on the rise and fall of her breastg]l)vittle to do with
it.

'You're admitting it,' she said bitterly. 'It's whmy parents have said
to each other, even in my presence, all my lifeofilly we'd had a
son."’



There was a brief silence and he glanced at hertbgenenu. 'Please
forgive me.' Another pause, then, 'But if you'r&iag me to forget
you're a woman, you're asking the impossible, fiaid.'

A waiter came to stand beside them and after daiadnsultation, a
choice of food and wine was made. When they wepaeahgain
Rosco said, 'It was your father, was it, who was $luccessful
business man?'

Lisette answered carefully, wondering whether thevas an
underlying meaning, 'In what way?'

'In starting the family business and making it &sct Or so Stanley
Burlington told me.’

Of course, Mr Burlington would know only what heatler had

chosen to tell him, which would have been the sssee and not the
failures. She was not prepared to tell this maremtise. In spite of

the fact that she knew her mother hoped for a @ermf help to

emerge from this dinner engagement, Lisette didvaott that help to

come from Rosco Hamden. If necessary, she wouildgptdnarade of
pretending that, despite appearances to the cgntBaird Shoes

would recover from its present troubles and stathtive again.

Rosco said, 'You learnt the business, | assumactiyg as assistant
to your father?' She did not reply immediately.t'Baird and Son,'

he mused, 'but Baird and Daughter. An innovatiomadgine, but

why not?'

Confused, she said, 'Did Mr Burlington tell youttia
‘Tell me what?' His smile did not fade.

‘That | had been my father's assistant?'



'No, | just assumed you had been. How else couldogtaught how
to manage a business concern, how to produce Patfihe end of
each financial year and how to handle staff andréd)

'Mr Hamden, |—I was trained as a librarian. Thaswehat | was
when my father died.'

The smile faded fast. The frown which took its plaeemed to be
fixed. She was sure it would crease his brow farev

‘The name's Rosco, Lisette.' He said the wordsvaatioally, as if to
give himself time to think.

Waiters approached, put plates in front of theftedithe plates and
went away.

‘A librarian?' he said at last. 'So you had no training for teyjou're
doing, no experience in factory management, noeapmeship at
all?'

'‘None whatsoever.' Lisette gave her first courske lattention, her
taste buds appreciating the flavour, her brain lparenscious that
she was eating.

'‘Good God, no wonder the business is going dowhhill

So he was blaming her! She could have told himt iBwas failing
even before my father died. He spent any profitaniaele on my
mother, holidays, drink..."

She could not, however, bring herself to be didlegaa father she
had loved, despite the fact that he, together nthmother, had by
their attitude always managed to make her feelagadte because
she was a girl and not the boy they had longed for.



'I'm beginning to understand,’ Rosco commentedkay the wine
which had been poured into the glasses on the, taliig Baird Shoes
IS in trouble.'

'‘Because,' Lisette queried acidly, 'it's beingloyira woman?"
'‘No. Because it's being run by a librarian.’

She felt her cheeks grow warm. 'l take exceptidhab, Mr Hamden.
| also object to your implication that a librarisnunintelligent.’

‘That's your interpretation of my remark, Miss BdiHe matched her
formality with his and it grated. 'How can a libear have any
knowledge of management techniques, the art ofsmecmaking,
the delegation of work, the establishment of goochéin relations?’

'I—I read about it—them. | took books from the sfesl and studied
them --'

'Read,about it? Nothing else? You attended no coursdsusmess
management, for instance?"

‘How could I? | had no time after my father diedhEr | took over or
the factory closed down.’

‘Very commendable,' he said with heavy sarcasmydé8@lunged in
at the deep end although you were quite unableitn®

'It was a case of learning by bitter experiencdrowning.' She gave
a quick, challenging smile. 'l didn't drown.'

'‘Maybe not, but you're slowly but surely sinkinghal you can't
deny.’

'l do deny it, | do!" She felt like a child stamgiher foot, except that
her feet were crossed tautly at the ankles. 'Alhesed is a little time,



a little money..." A lot of money, she thought, kiid not say the
words.

‘Ah, now we have it. It's money you're after, % 8he curled her toes,
pressed her moist palms together. If he would dfierhelp, if he
would say those magic words, 'How much do you nead@ would
she react?

She didn't want his help, did sh&he couldn't humble herself
sufficiently to accept anything from this man. Bilg thought crept
into her mind like a child's hand seeking an aslo#tassurance from a
squeeze of the fingers, it wouldn't be for hersedfuld it? It would be
for the business, for her mother, for the employees

'I'm sorry, Miss Baird. Neither | nor my company an business to
act as money-lenders to failing firms.'

It was like a slap across the face.

'I'm not asking for money from you,' she retorteddeavouring to
keep her voice low, 'you're the last man I'd géotahat. I'm asking
for nothing from you!'

Be nice to himher mother had pleaded. Lisette felt the teansigpr
looked down at her handbag, picked it up from tberfand raked in
it for a handkerchief. But even the dabbing of éges would give
away her weakness to Rosco Hamden.

He had guessed already what it was she had beeg tiy hide.
'‘Experienced, sophisticated business women don'tMiss Baird,'
he said softly. 'They grit their teeth, grow handl &razen it out.’

Now he was mocking her and she was his inferiornadggut, she
thought bitterly, blowing her nose on the tissue bhad found, how
could she ever have imagined she was anything else?



'So you're asking for nothing from me?' said Rosedicating that
she should pour the coffee which the waiter hadgulan the table. 'l
thought that was the main object of this meetintyben us this
evening? | thought Stanley said you were in nedtegd?'

As she poured, she thought, If | ask his advicehéve to tell him
everything. Something inside her obstinately reduweallow her to
reveal to the head of Electro-Magnetic Universad trery real
difficulties Baird Shoes were in, the frail threatlich could snap at
any moment and on which the affairs of the busimese suspended.

‘Financial help, Mr Hamden," she said doggedlye 'Blready told
you.'

‘Try your bank manger,' he said carelessly, alnassif he were
washing his hands of the whole affair.

'‘We --' She stopped abruptly. She had so neaidly ¥ already have
a very large bank overdraft which my father nedetabefore he
died. Now the bank is threatening to call it in'\We—might,' she
finished, affecting a casual tone, as if the ide@ mot occurred to her.

'l could give you something else.’

She looked up quickly from her coffee which sherati aimlessly.
Suspicion clouded her eyes at the double meaninghvdeemed to
thread through his words.

He smiled, as if he had guessed what was goingigihréher mind.
'‘Not that. Not yet. Our acquaintance has beenhtoa.sHe watched
the colour dye her cheeks. 'A girl like you needserertime.'

'I'm sorry, Mr Hamden," she said, wishing she dit grow so tense
every time he became personal. 'We're on diffevanelengths. You
and | just don't seem to mix. I'm sorry also thati'ye had a wasted



evening --' She pushed back her chair, but his ltamile out and
found hers, pulling her down again.

'l could teach you—quite a lot. And take that scof¥l your face,

Lisette. I'm not the lecher you seem to think |'éme mumbled an
apology. 'l could give you advice—on managerialtarat a kind of
guide to a young librarian on how to become a kassrtycoon in
three, or maybe four, easy lessons.’

She smiled in spite of herself, glancing at' hiplgh

‘That's better,' he said, his hand still on héngat's much better.' He
endeavoured to hold her eyes as well as her hantl,was
unsuccessful. 'Well,' he persisted, 'do we estabés class in
managerial studies with a ratio of one to one—auwtuker to one
student?’

She tried to reclaim her hand, but he would natasé it. With a
shake of the head she replied, 'It's impossilh, it® In a day or two
you'll be leaving --'

'l could come back, stay overnight at a hotel. Mynle is not all that
far away. Less than an hour's journey by traineoiflom London. Or
we could meet in London itself.’

'It's all so silly. Don't you see?' Her eyes willeich to understand.
‘And anyway, what good would it do?"

'It might help to save your company. Who knows,sheled, 'after
tuition from me, you might even get ideas of expagt

It was difficult not to smile. If only he knew hoshe and Bob were
struggling to prevent any further contraction & tusiness, let alone
entertaining ideas of growing larger!



'‘May |—well, think about it?' Had that satisfiedmhi stopped him
pressing for an immediate answer?

‘Certainly. After all, a busy executive like you wd have to consult
her diary, wouldn't she, before committing hersétf any
appointments?’

Lisette heard the mockery but did her best to shtugff. She

wondered if he would take her straight home nowntleal was over,
but as they left the dining-room he motioned herals an area
through double glass doors over which were the sidRésidents’
Lounge'.

'But,’ she held back, 'we're not residents.’

He cupped her elbow, gripping it. ‘Do you honetiipk anyone will
guestion us?'

No, she thought, feeling herself propelled throudlgh doors and
towards a settee, of course not. With this maifssafidence, not to
mention his intimidating height, no one would daxrehallenge him.

Lisette sat herself in a corner of the settee, gted it was large
enough for four. He, she was certain, would takbigjposition in the
other corner, which would mean there would be twshens' width
between them.

He did no such thing. He lowered himself beside berclose it was
as though there were not just two, but three gbleeple occupying
the settee instead of only themselves. He seerhedlexided sourly,
to like the feel of women against him.

She recalled how he had sat as close as this Butiagtons' house.
There, he might have had an excuse because tke s&tt so small.
This one, being in a public room, was twice the sy2t here he was
with his arm against her arm, his thigh againss her



He was, she decided, a very sensual man. He dstuier
inordinately. With apprehension she felt the faanilquickening of
her pulse rate, the stirring into life of all henses. To her dismay, it
seemed to happen every time he came near, eachriifaet, that she
saw him.

Shying away from any but the lightest physical eshtwith the
opposite sex, she tightened her muscles to suaxi@mt that she
managed to draw back from the touch of his showddérarm. Then
she crossed her legs in a slow, delicate actiottinguoff contact
there, too.

She felt his eyes on her, but she pretended imdiffe. "What's the
matter,' he asked abruptly, ‘wouldn't your boy-fdi@pprove of our
nearness? What's his name—~Farrell? | thought—imr yoother's
words—that he was, quote, a very understandingppetsiquote.'

She said nothing, gritting her teeth in her effortemain taut. It was
becoming uncomfortable and she longed to relax,that would
constitute a victory for him. They would be toudaegain.

Still tense, she leant forward to pick up a magagiom the low table
in front of them. A flick through it showed her atisements for
large country houses, for Rolls-Royces and mink scodthe
magazine represented a world that was entirelyigoreo her. Her
iImpulse was to replace the magazine on the tablkealthough its
contents did not interest her, she pretended thditli It formed a
barrier between herself and the man beside her.

The magazine was taken from her and replaced adale 'Did your
mother never teach you good manners?'

Lisette coloured deeply, but bit back the apolodpolv sprang to her
lips. She would continue to deny this man's donomgor as long as



she had strength. Whether that strength would tedéd mental or
physical, she could not at that stage in their acgance decide.

‘Tell me about your work, Lisette." He settled hafhsmore
comfortably, folding his arms.

It was no use, she just had to relax. Her presesitipn was
untenable for the length of time which he seemeganed to spend
in that lounge. One by one, her muscles loosen&éthis arm was
against hers again, his hip, his leg—was it hegingtion, or was he
closer than before?

She shrugged—and regretted it. It had causeddndietween them,
setting her nerves tingling, sending through hiéfrlsddy sensations
that were quite alien to her, feelings that shesdhdiecause they
brought the colour to her cheeks. This man bothagrabsed and
annoyed her, but because she was playing a part-eftl@aworldly
business woman—she must tolerate his company anddys as if
she were completely unaffected by them.

‘Well," he said, unfolding his arms and putting eneoss the back of
the settee behind her, 'what do you do with youkimg day, besides
acting as your own inquiry desk attendant and youm secretary?'

She steeled herself to tolerate the touch of hmsltes it drooped
down over her shoulder. 'l attend fashion showschwag for trends
in footweatr. | go to displays of shoes by manufeat They're often
held in hotels and our own designer usually goéls mie, looking for
ideas for our own products.'

'‘Go on,' he said, 'I'm interested. Maybe you coedcthmea thing or
two, after all"

She smiled. 'l doubt if I could teach you anythatgll.'

*You'd be surprised,' he said laconically.



'‘Our buyer,' she went on, 'goes round buying s&ims a lot of the
materials used in shoe manufacture. We supply pieland chain
stores besides smaller retailers. Store buyerd ask could make a
special line in shoes for their own requiremente-Ave try to

establish good relations with store buyers.' Havgloould she go on
without boring him? A glance told her she was ajlaray from that
point. For the first time he was giving her hisienattention. He had
forgotten she was feminine | Her heart leapt. Féeva moments at
least, she was his equal.

‘Sometimes,' she continued, 'they want somethifigitdo their next
range and would we please produce a suitable de€Sigim designer
talks over the style with them and does his besbtaply with their
needs.'

Lisette stopped and he looked at her inquiringba bn," he urged.
‘Tell me some more.'

She laughed and her heartbeats quickened at tdersugarmth in his
eyes. He had turned from a small boy wanting to Hearest of the
'bedtime story' into a mature man with very malstincts and
desires.

Hurriedly she continued, 'The soles of our shoes iajection
moulded. They're synthetic, not leather.’

'So | gathered. You told me you didn't handle leathuch.'

So he had remembered what she had said at the €haibrade
reception!

‘That's true, but we do use leather sometimes, dditian to
synthetics. We use brush-off leathers, suede, pigsdnd cowhide.
We buy from the tannery, sometimes even full sidefide. We
usually use synthetic linings, though." She addgahcing at him



again, 'Something we've discovered is that feetraee or less the
same the world over.'

He laughed. '"Which probably means that a facttlied would affect
the size of the last?’

She nodded. 'They're made of beech or hornbearthese days,
maple.’

'‘How many pairs of shoes do you produce?'

She shrugged. 'Five, ten, even fifteen thousand paiveek. Not as
much, | suppose, as the really big shoe manufastiwen out. But
then we're only a small family business.’

'‘Beset by problems.'

It was a statement made, she was sure, to proviieekation by her
of the secrets he seemed to have guessed she diag. However,
she stayed silent.

He asked, 'Where did you learn all you've beemtgline?’
'Picked it up as | went along.’
‘Clever you!"

The sarcasm brought her head round. 'l've done ast. d've
struggled to keep the firm afloat.’

'‘And now it's sinking, slowly but surely drowning?"

So it had been yet another ruse to get her to réveaxtent of their
troubles. 'Did | say so?' she challenged.



'‘My word, you're a hard nut to crack! You've cerhpiearned my
respect, Miss Baird.'

She turned away, experiencing a strange, unnerfeetjng of
disappointment. His respect. Was that all he hadhé? But what
else had she wanted? Admiration for her womanhbedfeminine
attractions? Hadn't she wanted to be accepted oal ¢grms with
him? How perverse could she get? she wondered abiger

His nearness was stirring within her a disquietegponse. His hand
had found its way under the jacket to the bareatlssr shoulder and
was gently caressing her skin. It had even, innimate way, slid
beneath the shoulder strap of her dress. The @ageastion was
invoking from her depths feelings she had neveorgeéxperienced.

They worried her, these feelings, because slowtydbaisively they
were beginning to override her intellect, blurritige edges of her
powers of reason. They were burrowing like potioleeneath her
rational thought to unknown areas of her personalBreat

underground palaces were being opened up, Aladdeves of

longing and desire, holding unbelievable promiskepleasure and
fulfilment.

Her head came round quickly. 'Please,' she said.chieeks were
flushed, her eyes showing her distress.

No other words were necessary. Slowly the handwitglrawn, to
rest again along the back of the settee. Slowty, litsette's feelings
subsided to their normal, dormant state. She bedagteadily again.

‘Shall we go?' His voice was without expression.h®ohad been
trying her out, he had been on a voyage of disgoekhis own. How
far would she allow a man to go? Her plea had beemnswer. No
touching, no physical contact, no intimacy of amydk not even a
sharing of thoughts and troubles.



Rosco stood before her, looking down. She was selgraware of
the height of him, the easy__ manner, the wealticiwdat astride his
well-suited shoulders like a child being given akpa-back by his
father.

The thought had her tensing. This man a father.slinde had been
no accident, it had been her subconscious mindrgdyicks ... The
father of whose children? Certainly, most certainiyt hers. 'A
woman for every mood,' he had said so cynicallyualins private
life. She, Lisette Baird, had fitted into none bémn, He took her
home and pulled up in front of the house, which mas cul-de-sac.
He had spoken little on the way and had seemeactpupced. Lisette
had swung her coat from her shoulders on leavieghibtel. She
pulled the edges together.

There was a chill in the air. Whether it was theolcepring
temperature or the atmosphere in the car, she calell. If he was
put out, she could not understand why. Maybe it hesfailure to
respond to his subtle yet unmistakable approachas,to woman, in
which case it must be disappointment and not atiggrhad given
him an air of remoteness.

‘Thank --' Before she could finish, he had movadjihg in his seat
and pulling her face round.

He was urging her across to him and, since it whalte hurt if she
had resisted, she went. With that same hand hengassed her
throat and lowered his mouth to her lips. In hepsgse, she did not
repel him. He did not lift his mouth and the longestayed over hers,
the more the feeling of liking the warmth and cotrejled demand it
contained began to grow within her, like a new tfemouring and
kicking to be born.

Terrified at the way this—this thing she had hareduinside her
without even knowing it was increasing, enlargitiyeatening to



take her over altogether, this—this—surely it coutld be
passion?2—was conquering her willpower to such an extent she
felt no wish to pull away, her hands came alive ld#tet to grasp his
sleeve, tugging his hand away.

It was like hitting the side of a mountain to makepple over. So her
palms -found his forehead and pushed with all thieength. It was
not her action which stopped him so much as thelsegm he

probably reasoned she must have experienced &tudls.

He lifted his head, releasing her mouth which cared to throb with
the remembered pressure of his lips. It had, for, Hieen a chaste
kiss—that much Lisette had guessed. He had not &mehto force
her lips apart.

He was angry, she could see by the way his eyglttered in the
yellow light from the lamps which curved high oveir heads,
lighting the road.

‘What's wrong?' he jeered. 'Isn't your boy-frienthderstanding
enough to allow another man to kiss his beloved?"

She was angry, too, but she could not explain d¢agehnerself the
reason for that anger. 'Is that your usual ,

way," she hit back, her voice quivering strangebf, exacting
payment from your female companions for the monegttasay the
valuable time—you've expended on them in takingnttout for a
meal? Because if itis, don't ask me out again!'

'‘Don't worry,' he answered, 'no such invitationk me forthcoming. |
don't enjoy the company of spitfires, vixens, coloelbled she-cats.'

'I'm sorry, sovery sorry, for not fitting in with any of youmoods.'
Had she been sarcastic enough to hurt him?



It seemed not. He gave a short, caustic laugh., ftoa with any of
my moods? That's as likely as the moon collidinthuwhe sun. Not
even if | were in a mood of black despair woulthgryoufor comfort
and release.’

He had found her most vulnerable spot and she waatery out with
the pain. Even if she could not give a man lovarouse his desire,
she was still a woman, and at the very least cofi&t him comfort.
That had always been her belief, the one piecelbflsxowledge that
had been her prop and her main source of the sanadlunt of
self-confidence she possessed. With one blow hekhadked it
clean away.

Bewilderment weighted down her mind and body, kegbier sitting

in the passenger seat when she should have ogeméddr and got
out, taking with her the small piece of dignity thed allowed her to
keep. Why were they quarrelling with such venom?hira it had

been an evening—one of so many—- spent with a woi@aer it

had been a business appointment. How had it dedég into a
personal conflict of unimaginable bitterness?

‘Tell me something.' He broke the silence. 'Inespitall you've told
me this evening about Baird Shoes, about its msthod the way it
supplies the requirements of shoe shops and depatrtstores, the
firm is still in financial trouble? Is that corréct

Lisette nodded.
"Am | permitted to ask how it all came about?'

Falling demand, out-of-date machinery, lack of stweent on my
father's part ... No, she could not tell him thénsegs.

She sighed and shook her head as resignedly aghlposgve'll
manage somehow.' It seemed he was unconvinced rbyidwe of
acting.



'S0 you won't answer my question?' Lisette wasisilln spite of the
fact,' he persisted, 'that you asked me for a foan?

She turned on him. 'l did not ask you for a loan!'

He said slowly, deliberately, 'lIt wasn't advice yeanted, you said, it
was money. What's that if not a request for a loan?

‘A statement of fact, that's all. If you misintesf@d my statement,
that's your fault, not mine.'

'So you wouldn't accept it even if | offered yowe@h

Her heart leapt, but subsided immediately. It watsad the question
to accept any help from Rosco Hamden, after alduk said, about
Baird Shoes.

'‘Go to my bank manager, you said,' she repliediemddy as her
turbulent emotions would allow. 'That was your @éviSo you won't
offer me a loan, will you?'

'‘No, Miss Baird, | won't." He spoke so quietly, @ivgr of fear ran
through her.

Be nice to him, her mother had pleaded. But she besh more
unpleasant to him than she had ever been to any man



CHAPTER FOUR

LiseTTEdIid not tell her mother much about the eveninghaitespent
with Rosco Hamden. She hardened herself to tolénatberight look
of hope that greeted her as she entered the Hollien the inevitable
guestion came, 'Is he going to help us?' she wadyreith a slow
shake of the head.

Her mother's look of intense disappointment hadoatnibeen her
undoing, and if her mother had not turned awayinsgyl'll make

some coffee,' Lisette was sure she would have micstears in her
mother's arms.

Now she was at her desk on the morning of a daettweeks later.
She had assumed that during that time Rosco Hahwatereturned to
his scene of big business and industrial compleReghtly so, it

seemed, judging by the information her mother Hadrged from his
recent host, Stanley Burlington.

'‘No idea when he's returning,’ Stanley had saithertelephone. 'In
fact, he left suddenly, a day earlier than expedisldidn't give a
reason.'

When she heard the news, Lisette's heart had diadl it been her
behaviour when he had taken her out? Or had ha taikeself with

all possible speed from the threatened involvemetiit a doomed,
pigmy- sized company called Baird Shoes?

That morning she had been with the firm's desigmer supervisor,
Bernard Browning, to a Shoe Fair at a famous Londortel.
'Looking for trends,' she had told her mother. phease had about it
a ring of optimism, implying that there was a fettior the firm, that
it must look ahead, as the Shoe Fair was dointpg@utumn styles.

Whether those trends for which they were lookinguldocever be
fashioned in the Baird factory into tangible obgeahoes to hold in



one's hand, Lisette had grave doubts. So did BatelFavho looked
after the money side of the business.

Bob had taken Lisette out a number of times. Weyld go to see a
film or to London by train to a show. They had heatly evening
meals and in the theatre, they would sit in thedthnost expensive
seats— sometimes, as a special treat, in the sewostexpensive.

Bob, being an employee of the firm and like th¢ céghe workers,

underpaid but accepting the fact, did not haveeatgdeal of spare
money for such treats. Often Lisette would insispaying her share.
If Bob's loyalty to the firm—and Lisette—had notepeso un-

shakeable, he could have earned far more as thiewsepof another
company. He knew this, but still he stayed on, lisddedication to

his work and the firm almost moved Lisette to tears

But if Bob had started kissing her with a deepelifig, she knew she
would not have cared for the experience, eithetsoown merits or in

the inevitable comparison with the kiss which Rostaimden had

bestowed upon her with a kind of considerate rgniess—if there
were such a thing—after he had taken her out.

Bob was affectionate yet made few demands on ey Talked and
walked together and she felt his equal in every.Wéney had held
hands, kissed on the cheek and nothing more. Astdvwhs exactly
how Lisette intended their friendship to continue.

Earlier that morning, while she and Bernard Browrsad wandered
round the Shoe Fair, Lisette had played a ganletts pretend’. She
had done it partly to boost her own flagging maraled partly to
reassure Bernard that all was well within the firiis own
enthusiasm had helped to carry her along. It haabled her to
disguise the apprehension about future demand wagkhe owner
of the firm, she was forced to hide from the empkxy



She had also known that that afternoon she woulgbbey to see the
company's bank manager about the uncertain fufutteedousiness.
Lisette hoped—it was, she admitted, probably a taipe—that the
‘family' aspect, the fact that he had known hendet-might help
along her case for an extension of the period hacatmount of the
overdraft they already had from the bank.

As she mounted the steps to the bank entranceokhthe girl at the
inquiries desk that she had an appointment to sedaddkson, the
manager, her courage nearly failed her. Deep dbwrksew she had
little chance of achieving her object.

When the interview was over and she was descentiagsteps,
Lisette knew that her instinct had been right. Nmanl was
forthcoming from the bank, and that was final. Befany further
help could be extended to the firm, she had bele tfve overdraft
would have to be reduced. After all that Lisettd haen forced to tell
him, Mr Jackson, sympathetic though he was, hadgnagde doubts
about the future of the business.

When Bob heard about the unsuccessful intervievia Wit bank
manager, he said, 'There's this contract with €arrof London,
Lisette. If they cancel it as they're threatenmgd, we've really had
it. Now we know the worst from the bank, we'll hagelo something.
| suggest you phone Carriers and have a talk \wethr thief buyer.
It's a man, so,' he gave a smile, 'it might helmi use your feminine
charms.'

Lisette made a face. There it was again—womanlynebia| haven't
got any, Bob,' she said wearily. If she had, sloaight, she would
have charmed both the bank manager and Rosco Hanidegiving
her everything she wanted in order to save the firm

Something told her, however, that the chief exe&eutiof
Electro-Magnetic Universal would not have beens$atl with mere



‘charms’. To have extracted any promise, let al@inancial
assistance from such a man, he would have wantedteing she
was simply not prepared to give—everything of hiérdeoth her
body and her soul.

She reached for the phone. 'l can but try. Whatlsi€'s' number?’

Bob watched her dial the famous department storienheart of
London. Then he sat back and listened to the ceatien, showing
neither disappointment nor optimism at the result.

Lisette sighed as she replaced the telephone. Wbaidn't give me
any promises. But at least the shoe buyer's coheng tomorrow to
talk things over.’

That night, as she lay in bed, she had been urtabieep for
thinking. Thinking about Rosco Hamden, about thikcdities facing
Baird Shoes, about its doubtful future and aboatdahxiety which
she knew her mother was doing her best to conezeddih a veneer
of smiling optimism.

Lisette could not get Rosco Hamden out of her nfgie tried calling

him arrogant and selfish, unfeeling and hard, bweis no use. It was
the feel of ,ljis hand on her skin that she cowtifarget, the kiss with

which he had tested her reaction to a man's etquestion where a
woman—any woman, for a man like him—was concerned.

Nor could she forget the way she had repulsed hangoubt hurting
his pride, being bitter and recriminating insteddallowing him to
kiss her as the pleasantest way a woman couldofisaying 'thank

you',

But his kiss had not been ‘pleasant’. It had skitrer so deeply,
considerate though it had been, that it had friggdieher because of
what it had succeeded in doing. It had shown rady phast beneath the
surface, was a warm-hearted woman clamouring tcebegnised,



fighting to break free of the constraints she hagased over the
years.

If only she had been a sdBhe could not forget that overheard regre
Ever since she had heard those murmured words éetwer parents,
she had done her best to try to prove, both to trearto herself, that,
despite the fact that she was a woman, she posdsesseagh drive
and ability to rival that of any man.

Lisette and Bob entertained the shoe buyer of &@arof London to
lunch at the town's best hotel. They knew they weasting their
time and their money. He had already looked rotniedfdctory, seen
the out-of- date machinery, inspected the rangéytdsBaird Shoes
were offering and had shaken his head.

'I'm sorry, Miss Baird,' the man called Farrow lsagd. 'This fashion
may be right for now, but it's on the way out. Tthend began to
change at the turn of the year." With a slightlprozing look at
Bernard Browning, '"Your designer here should hapadted it at the
fashion shows and shoe fairs. | could see it cor@sgautumn.’

'‘But he saw it, too,' Lisette had hastened to adsium. ‘It was just that
we couldn't turn out the designs --' She had st@EseBob gave a
quick shake of his head. He had cut off the téd-taonfession. 'To
meet the deadline,' Lisette finished lamely.

'I'll alter the design,' Bernard had offered eageséizing a pad and
pencil. 'How about something like --?'

Mr Farrow had shaken his head. 'Too late, my friddyl the time
you're in a position to supply the goods,' lookiagnd disparagingly
at the machinery and speaking over the noisefastgon will have
changed again. Invest some capital in .the busiiiss Baird, get it



refurbished with better equipment. Then you'll ideao compete
with the giants and satisfy our requirements astrae time.'

When Mr Farrow had gone, Lisette and Bob returmethé factory
and sat despondently in Lisette's office. The lumpisette's throat
would not go, however much she swallowed, but #sest did not
trickle through. Her self-control held. She did mpte way to the
feminine weakness of crying when presented withiasg however
much she longed to do so.

She picked up an empty ashtray from her desk tdgwaned it round
and round in her hands. Her thoughts were goirgyates, too.

'Invest our capital, he said,' she remarked byttéslhen there's none
to invest. Borrow from the bank, Rosco Hamden sattkn there's
none available for us to borrow. Pay back soméefaverdraft, the
bank manager said, then | might be able to helgx'ligs trembled
but she stilled them, even managing a weak sritikirbnic, isn't it,
Bob?'

In reply he stood beside her and she looked uprattie kissed her
on the lips and she did not repel him as she hatdblamden. But
she felt nothing at all.

Bob resumed his seat. 'You'll have to face it, tteseand so will your
mother. It's bankruptcy.'

'‘Couldn’t we—sell up?'

'Lisette," as though speaking to a child, 'who wauhnt to buy? How
much are the assets worth? And you can count taeywyay, on the
fingers of one hand.'

'‘My mother," Lisette whispered, 'what will she sayhat will she
do?'



Bob shook his head, looked at his employer withgassion and said
gently, 'She'll have to be told, you know.'

Lisette nodded tearfully and the bell rang throughine factory,
signifying the end of a working day.

‘There's only one thing we can do, Lisette,' saelyh Baird, leaning
forward from the depths of the large armchair.

Lisette was sitting, legs under her, on the lorigepiug in front of the
electric log fire which stood in the hearth. Sregest into its imitation
flames as if they held the answer to all their pFois. But the fickle
flicker danced and glowed, giving out promisesadsef as the flames
themselves.

‘There's nothing left for us to do, Mother," shiel seth a sigh.

A short silence followed, then, as if she had fotinel necessary
courage to speak, Evelyn said, 'Rosco Hamden. Ikl us.'

Lisette swung round. 'Rosco Hamden? Are you crisiother? He's
already stated categorically that he won't lifirgér to help us. He
told me he's not in business to act as a moneetehtk told me --'

'Lisette, dear," her mother's voice was tense agehts, 'it's absolutely
Imperative that we do something to try to save elues. We can't let
any chance go by. There'—she looked at her dauglaiiy—'there
must be a softer side to him you can reach. You'yeute a sweet
young girl, dear. You must know how --'

Lisette felt sickened. Would her mother hold noghsacred in her
efforts to maintain her high standard of livingh&vdo you want me
to do,' she asked bitterly, 'go to Rosco Hamdenr-aantt give him
whatever he might want of me to keep the familyifess on its feet,



tottering though it may be? It's no real sacrifthese days, is it,
because so many girls have no scruples where dntabsthing is
concerned.’

'Lisette!" Her mother turned pale and her eyes moisteneav tm
you say such a thing!'

Lisette, immediately contrite, uncurled herself awdnt to her
mother's side. 'I'm sorry, Mother," she wound h@nsaround her
mother's neck and sat on the arm of the chaiidii'dmean to hurt
you, but I've thought and thought and there seemm#ay out. I've
stayed awake at nights thinking in circles ...’

Mrs Baird patted her eyes. 'It's a bad time fooélls, dear, so don't
think | don't know what you're going through. Balease,Lisette,
don't let it make you bitter."

'l feel I've failed you, Mother.'

'‘Nonsense! You're the most wonderful daughter aaynan could

wish to have. And | absoluteknowyou'll think of some way." She
turned appealing eyes to her daughter's face ttejsbere—there is
the way | suggested.' A long, hurtful silence. “6muld at least try,
couldn't you?'

Her mother's pleading, the unaccustomed diffidemceuncertainty,
moved Lisette to her depths. Go and see Rosco Hamd¢ow could
she sink her pride and do as her mother wished?

Resolution came in the sleepless hours of the nifit would seek
an interview with Rosco Hamden. It would take cgaréo go back
on her word, to retract her defiant declaratiort #iee would never
ask him for help. It was important, she decidedsding after a.
restless night, not to think of him as the chiek@axive of a
world-renowned electronics organisation.



But, she thought hopelessly, if she tried to reduoeto the status of
‘a mere man', it inevitably brought with it pictan@ her mind of his
kissing her, caressing her ...

However she had privately decided to look upon kvhether as man
or tycoon, when she telephoned Universal Housaricappointment
to see the head of the company, she was remindadarme force of
his position.

'‘Have you an appointment?' the girl asked brightp? Then I'm
sorry, it's out of the question to see Mr Hamdeatayo In any case,
you won't be able to see Mr Hamden. His deputy, beapr the
deputy's assistant, but Mr Hamden does not see prsndf the
public, unless --'

'‘Unless.' That was the word she must hang on tbagyh her life
depended on it. What should she say? 'This issopal matter'? But
that was not true. It was business and there coaldo argument
about it.

‘Mr Hamden knows me personally,' she said. 'He --'

'‘Madam,’ the girl said with forced patience, 'Mmitien knows many
people personally. May | ask exactly what it was yeanted to see
him about?'

‘Are you his bodyguard®isette nearly shouted, but with an immens
effort contained her frustration.

'‘May | speak to his secretary, then? Just a wdrak st all | want.
Please.’

'Oh," Lisette heard a sigh, 'all right. What narhallsl say?' Lisette
told her. 'Just a moment, please.'



A click, a short silence, another click, then aagkmnt voice inquired,
‘Mr Hamden's secretary. Can | help you?'

Lisette could not believe her good fortune. She wathin a
secretary's distance of the man she wanted. Ofseptinat could
either mean the quick, skilful brush- off, or witlck, entry to the
lofty heights of the world of the head of Electro-gut@tic Universal.

'I—I think you can. | mean," a quick, embarrassedaction, 'l hope
you can. | would like to make an appointment to lge¢lamden.’

'l see,' was the encouraging answer. 'Can youmiel/our business,
Miss Baird?' Lisette's courage nearly failed h@nfortunately, Mr

Hamden can't see everyone who wants to lse® so perhaps
someone else might be able to help you without dyatg Mr

Hamden.'

Lisette began to despair. 'I'm afraid that's imgmesYou see,' she
found that her hand was clutching the stem of #eiver hard
enough to break a less well-made piece of equipnigist—it's

business.'

'| gathered that," the girl answered with a toutchmusement.
'‘P-personal business.'

'Oh." A long pause. Now what was the secretarkthg? It became
obvious as the girl said, 'Would you like me to ypoi through to Mr

Hamden himself?"

Lisette's heart leapt. The break-through at lasit $eplied with
undisguised eagerness, 'Oh, yes, please!

A few moments later a curt voice said, 'Miss Bdird?



Her heart leapt for a second time—then droppeddikéone. It was.
not Rosco Hamden speaking, it was the chief exeszutf Emu
products and no mistake! It was a disembodied v&heswas talking
to, not a man with warm, demanding lips and keargaic eyes.

Like a re-run of a television play she remembered thords as they
had parted the evening he had taken her to diSweyou won't offer
me a loan, will you3he had challenged.

No, Miss Baird, | won'the had answered. And she h ad been afra
Had she known even then, deep in her-heart, wieatutiire might
hold?

Impatiently, his voice came again. '‘Miss Baird, go@ there?' My
time is valuable, he was saying, my time is money.

'Yes,' faintly. 'I'm sorry. Is it possible to—toesgou, Mr Hamden?"'

There was a hard silence, then, '‘Before | ansvemouild like to know
why you want to see me.'

Lisette clenched her teeth, closed her eyes am] 488 about
business, Mr Hamden.'

'‘What business?'
‘Mine, Mr Hamden. Mine and my mother's.'

The repeated taps of a pencil answered her. 'l Idlege taps, then
they ceased. A decision had been reached. "I'liyputback to my
secretary. She'll give you a date and time.' Nemmceao thank him, he
had gone.

‘Miss Baird?' The pleasant voice of the secretaag ®oothing. An
appointment was fixed for two days ahead. Afterchyntwo-thirty
prompt, the girl said.



Lisette did not bother to eat and the coffee skerad at the station
buffet she drank with difficulty. She had known vmisness before,
but nothing as intense as this.

In the waiting room into which Rosco Hamden's siacyehad shown
her, she looked with blank eyes through the variouslity
magazines which lay about the room. Her eyes gsirdf¢his was a
foretaste of the top man's office, then his mudtikerious indeed.

She had arrived early and now the hands of herhnaipt slowly to
the half hour. Impatient with anxiety, she thrusida the glossy
pages and went to the window. The view over Londweas

breathtaking—if she had had any breath left insideto be taken.
Her lungs felt stifled, her legs stiff, her braietpfied into a solid
mass. Coherent thought was impossible. Her driinsgnct was to
escape, but even if she did turn coward and rury astee knew that
the inevitable would catch up with her.

'I'm a long, long way up, aren't I, Miss Baird?eStwung round at the
familiar, mocking voice. 'How did you ever managedach me?'

He stood at a communicating door which she haaoited. He was
the same yet different, as tall, as distinguislasdaunting; yet more
remote, forbidding, his physique more powerful, kegn eyes more
probing, if that were possible. His body, still tigh it was, hinted at a
greater vigour. In his own surroundings, he wasgather more
intimidating, and Lisette wanted to run for heelif

While her eyes searched in vain for a chink ingkecutive crust in
which he was encased and through which she couteipe not even
a hint of human understanding, his had been bugpstg from her
the veneer of brittle sophistication in which slagl Imentally covered
herself. By the glinting mockery in his wanderingzg, he had



without doubt found the uncertain, vulnerable yogmgfor which he
had been looking.

It was no use, she could not win against his greatperience, his
skill in reducing an opponent to size. He was nedichof a great
international organisation for nothing. She knewsls returned his
look and just before her eyes fell away from hett te had reduced
her from business executive to inferior womanhood.

‘Come into my parlour, Miss Baird. I'm delighteds®e you. What
brings you into the rarefied atmosphere of Londomtsld of
commerce and industry?'

Cliches, the jargon of business host to guesstiiomg to the weak to
make them feel at ease.

'l came to see you, Mr Hamden,' she said, passifrgmt of him and
holding herself tense as their bodies touchedeardtforway, 'on—on
a business matter.'

'Pity,' he said teasingly, 'l hoped it was my magneharm that had
drawn you all this way to see me."'

She scarcely heard him, having caught her breatlhat she saw. It
was not an office into which she had walked, bujreat room
furnished with settees and armchairs, low, glappdéd tables,
aluminium, long- stemmed ashtrays and a carpetpiighas thick as
meadow grass. On the walls were modern paintingscicular
tables spring flowers were massed in decorativéepoand glass
containers.

'‘Not a desk in sight, Miss Baird,' she heard him ddot a swivel
chair, nor a highly polished surface on which, lidv& you once
accused, | rested my lazy feet." His memory wasagrabsingly
good.



She could find no words with which to answer. If had not
intimidated her on sight, his work place, if suclmame could be
given to it, would have demolished any remainingellstof

self-confidence.

'‘An executive suitepar excellencejs it not, Miss Baird?' He
motioned her to a chair which she gladly occupidd.shelves with a
line of learned books leaning drunkenly againstheather. No

folders strewn over the floor, no chair with ong &horter than the
other three legs and from which | have to sweepeagb papers in

order to let you sit down.'

'‘No ancient electric kettle," she responded, 'nippgd mug from
which to drink your instant coffee. You've made iqoint, Mr
Hamden." A smile flickered like a faulty light bulthen went out
completely.

'If that was a hint, I'll take it.' He leant forvaafirom the armchair into
which he had dropped, flicked a switch on an irder@mn a table
beside him and said, 'Coffee for two, Pamela.'

It wasn't a hint, Mr Hamden,' said Lisette. 'l Wogive hints.'
She-tried another smile, but nothing happened.fiéehanism was
out of action.

'‘No,' he took her up, 'you come right out with itkdow you well
enough to be aware of that. | still bear some ofr\gzars.'

She looked down at her twisted fingers. 'I'm sorry.

‘You're not, are you?' She looked up, surpriseeingehis sardonic
smile. 'You're pleased. There are times when ybhdrd.'

*You don't exactly pull your own punches!'



A Drief silence, then he said, 'Born of the ingtinfor
self-preservation. It's something one learns quitckiye rat race, the
commercial jungle I've been roaming in since myyeaventies. It's
something you'll have to learn one of these daygnathat business
you own begins to thrive again and you start chgileg your
competitors in the world of shoe fashion.’

This was the opening for which she had hoped. $baed her mouth
to speak the words she had rehearsed—but nothipgehad. Fear
had tied her brain, into knots.

There was a buzz and Rosco flicked a switch. 'Gafls&r Hamden.
Shall I bring it in?'

'Please, Pamela.' The girl entered carrying a salmewhich there
were two attractive brown pottery cups and sauceh&r pot and
cream jug. She placed the salver on a low tablehvehe moved
between them. An assortment of biscuits lay on alssitver dish. It
was food of a kind and it made Lisette acutely an@frthe hungry
void in her stomach.

Rosco invited her to pour. As she did so, he relarehis armchair,
legs crossed, arms resting loosely on the sidesey#s were narrow
and watchful. Lisette wished he would speak—anghmbreak the
intense silence.

Since the windows were treble-glazed and the ekecsatite was on
the eleventh floor, no sound of traffic penetrateéd the room. There
was only the clatter that Lisette made as she @ldoe coffee pot
back on 'the tray.

'‘Black,' said Rosco, and Lisette jumped as if @ baen a gun shot.
He laughed. 'Good grief, you must be on edge! Rdleette.' He
leaned forward to take his coffee. 'l don't edeligirls.'



'‘No," she replied, adding cream to her coffeey'dittle firms like
mine.'

His smile hardened for a passing second, thendhised manner
returned. 'Drink your coffee with plenty of sug#rmight help to
sweeten you.'

This was a bad start. She remembered her mothmetigug kiss on
the cheek as they had parted on the doorstep.dDobest,' she had
said, 'for all our sakes.'

Lisette did her best—and produced a brilliant sniteeffect on her
host was to bring him forward in his chair with #qgarent object of
narrowing the gap between them.

'I'm really very sweet,' Lisette said.

'Really?' Did she detect a dry note? 'l must tgstesome time.' He
watched the colour creep over her cheeks. 'Last, tmar contact was
over too quickly for me to make a proper assessimérdnly his
smile were genuine, she thought, without the taafatruelty which
pulled at his lips.

She was wading into deep water. Before she flowttjeshe must
return to the safety of the shore.

'‘Biscuit?' She shook her head, longing for sustemgout knowing it
would taste like sand. 'Too much lunch?' She hesitdhen nodded.
If she told him she had had no food, he would r@gaas a weakness,
one he would latch on to and with it bring her dovi?id you lunch
alone?' he asked. Another pause, then she notldstlybur tongue?’
He was genuinely smiling and she laughed. "Yous@&ubful when
you laugh. You should do it more often, Lisette.uYamuld wring a
man's last penny out of him if you laughed likettha



He replaced his cup and saucer on the salver asetteiput hers
beside it. For the first time that day she felteatol relax.

'‘Why did you come to see me?'

The question caught her completely off guard. Hepsece escaped
her, she could not remember a word. Much as sleslla$ cunning
device to put his opponent at his—or her—ease, tiedinthat
opponent with one blow before the battle beganhslieto admire it.

There was nothing she could do now except riséstotiallenge. She
picked herself up mentally, flexed the musclesafmind and said,
‘To ask you for a loan.’

If he staggered infinitesimally at the straightnesker punch, he did
not show it. That faint smile which had irritateérhin the past
manifested itself around his lips.

'So."' He looked her over, noting the midnight lidaed velvet suit, the
simple white blouse, the matching blue shoes amdilbeey. 'The
worker-director, ex- librarian has had to come cragvio me on her
hands and knees after all?"

Lisette gritted her teeth. There was no room foowon here. This
was the world of industry and commerce. The 'reg¢'tdne had called
it. She was in it up to her neck. She was fightiogthe family
business— and her mother's creature comforts, the ok life her
father had bequeathed.

What happened to Lisette Baird did not really mmatteut what

happened to her mother certainly did. This manadlirig insults

like hard-packed snowballs and when they hit herpmatter how
they stung, she would not flinch. She looked at, iner face pale, her
head high. Yes, another was coming her way.



'S0 you want someone to pull you out, to put ittelcrudely. You
want someone to throw you a lifeline and pull yau of the mess
into which you've got-the management of Baird Shoes?

*You can hurl insults at me until midnight and beggoMr Hamden.
You still won't deflect me from my course. | intetadsave the family
business.’

Hs sat motionless for a few seconds, then tappefingertips on the
chair arms as if he were playing the piano. Witpatrent energy he
leant forward, took up a biscuit and tossed it ibigette's lap. He
grinned. 'Makes a change from insults.’

Then he took another biscuit and bit through itgleness, chewing it
thoughtfully. He noticed the biscuit lying untoudhi@ Lisette's lap.
'‘Go on, eat it,' he urged, smiling, 'let's chewdabd together.'

The industrialist seemed to have slipped away,itggym command
the man—approachable, almost human—who had vigieethctory,
drunk coffee from a chipped mug. taken her outdfed her, kissed
her.

Lisette picked up the biscuit and ate it. To haweijgfrom her would
have been to have conceded him a small but defwttory.
Anyway, she was hungry.

He stood, brushing away the crumbs and thrustiadnénds into his
trouser pockets. The action revealed lean hipshelted waistline of
an active man.

He towered above her, the executive glint backisrelges. 'Tell me
about this young man, Bob Farrell. Is he a tramecbuntant?'

If only she could have told him 'yes'. She hadhake her head. 'He
came with me from the library.'



'‘Good God, so there are two librarians runninghih&iness, not just
one?'

'He's extremely intelligent, with an excellent lorai’

'Of course,' Rosco broke in, his lips twisting @ally, 'you would
praise him. He's your boy-friend.’

‘Allow me some managerial insight!" she cried, sl fury by his
taunt. ‘At least allow me the ability to judge anpdoyee impartially,
whatever my imagined relationship with him might'be

An eyebrow rose. 'Imagined?’
'‘We're no more than friends.'

The broad shoulders shrugged. 'lt's a start. Fsi@pdbetween
couples contemplating marriage is not to be disedidightly.'

Lisette ignored the sarcasm she had come to acteptay be
female --'

The cool eyes a long way above hers appraised¢cuheng lips
mocked. 'No doubt about it, Miss Baird.'

'l may be female,’ she persisted, 'but | am ablesdparate my
emotions from my reason.'

'‘Are you? | have yet to meet the woman—a real wqraaryou are,
not the half-man kind—who can distinguish betweerotgon and

reason, let alone separate them. And even if thay be went on,
ignoring her attempts to answer back, 'they always the edges of
thought and discussion with their imprecise and ahealapproach to
everything. With them, emotion always runs intosmraand curdles
it --'



She broke in fiercely, "Your hatred of women cusdteu. You're
obnoxious!'

The eyes, so cool moments ago, flared into lifenight be as well to
remind you that you are trying to get a loan ounef Diplomacy and
tact are considered two of the essential ingregiehtmanagement
technique. But then you wouldn't know,' he deridedt having
received even the elements of managerial trairiagL're probably
running the shoe factory as if it were a beautgrsal

She sprang to her feet. 'l came to ask you foaa, IbMr Hamden,' she
stormed, 'not ridicule and insults.'

‘You've just insulted me, Miss Baird. You called afmoxious.'
'‘Which makes us quits,’ she spat back.

‘Alas for you,' he said silkily, 'it does not. IM&athe money you want
so badly. That makes us very unequal indeed.’

He had floored her and she drooped, not knowingrevkee look or
what to do.

‘You're out for the count, Miss Baird," he jeer&thu just can't win
against me. Do you concede victory?' She wantede&n that
tormenting, enigmatic smile from his face.

'No!" she choked.

‘But you'll have to. You see, | hold the trump cdreitt me put it this
way. It's not in my company's interest to invesnein something
that is unprofitable. So,' he paused as if to disepronouncement
greater emphasis, 'you're not getting your loan.’

She sank into the chair again, elbow on the arad e hand.



'You once said,' he walked slowly towards her.t'flthbe the last
man you'd ever ask for financial help." He was sarris jacket
brushed her hair as she sat, supporting her H2ads it pain you to
be reminded of that?'

‘You arethe last man,' she whispered.

Fingers trailed the back of her neck and she skijeunable to
tolerate his touch because she hated him so muchhi®

intractability, yet at the same time loving thedbwof him.Loving?

The shiver grew into a shudder and he stopped.shedvanted him
to go on and on caressing her ...

Aghast at the thoughts that were chasing in cinddesid her brain,

she drew herself in until every muscle was rigid.whs so near and
her head so low, if she opened her eyes she cealtiis thighs, the
whole inviting, irresistible masculinity of him ...

'Have you tried the bank manager as | suggested?’

She nodded. Was he relenting? Had he now reducedoha
sufficiently low state in his—and her own— estimatithat he was
satisfied?

'‘What happened?' Rosco asked.

'Like you, he refused a loan." A quivering sighagmd her, telling
him, she thought despairingly, everything he migfint to know
about her inner torment. 'My father, some time keetee died, had
negotiated an overdraft in an attempt to rescudahely business
from extinction.’

He waited for more. When it did not come, he askéathat went
wrong?'



'‘Can't you guess?' she said tonelessly. 'Instegdoafjhing all the
bank loan into the business, that is, replacingotdenachinery with
modern equipment, building new premises, or evéchpzg up what
already existed, he spent most of it on jewellarg elothes for my
mother, the house, holidays, drink.'

'So, even before you took over, the firm was galogynhill?* She
nodded.

He crouched down and lifted her chin, forcing headh up. 'Why
didn't you tell me this before?'

She moved her head and his fingers lost contatt et chin. She
shrugged. 'Pride.'

He straightened to his formidable height. It seentmad once again
she had offended his professional instinétade, where business is
concerned and where it concerns the future wetldbef dozens of
working people, of customers, creditors and bar¥kéts what I've

been saying, isn't it? Trust a woman to drag emotito her business
life!’

She stood to challenge him, trying to disregardstn@nge weakness
of her legs. She wanted this man to speak softihen gently,
lovingly, not deride her every time the opporturatgse. She wanted
to speak lovingly to this man, feel his arms aldoert possessively,
kissing her fears and tears into extinction undemreassurance of his
love ...

The room spun at what was happening to her angwugreehand to her
head. He offered no assistance, asked no quesdi®rie whether
anything was wrong. She found renewed strengtlesentment that
he could be so unfeeling and said,

'You speak of pride as womanly emotionTo me, pride has no
gender. It's something every man and woman shaegdl dbout



somethingln my case, it was family pride. You seem to foygey
mother is also an interested party, being co-diremft@aird Shoes.’
Rosco did not speak in the short pause. 'There wlss
my—self-respect.’

This time he did begin to speak, to remonstratdbyook in his eyes
and to castigate, Lisette was sure, but she heldeahand. 'It's all
right. | have no self- respect left. | lost thetlabreds of it when |
forced myself to come and see you.'

Hopelessly she turned to find her handbag, theadfém squarely.
‘Thank you for seeing me. Thank you for spendingesof the profits
of Electro-Magnetic Universal on providing me witbfiee and
biscuits. You needn't have bothered to sweetepithé didn't really

expect you to offer me any help or even encouragéenheegarded
you as a hard-headed, inflexible, totally ruthléssiness tycoon
from the moment we met.’

With narrowed eyes he rasped, 'So it must give yomense
satisfaction to know that your first impressionsyad were correct. It
might also help you a little in facing up to thefanunate fact that
you've failed in your mission.'

She was glad he could not see the tears behindylesy or feel the
desperate dryness of her mouth. 'l never expecteidceed. The
person I'm most sorry for is my mother. She's the who urged me
to come. She— she had great faith in your—youwgiritg, whereas |
had none.’

His jaw hardened. 'l resent that. Myegritywas never in question. It
was my—and my company's— generosity you testepisttdidn't
come off, did it?' He moved. 'Let me show you te door.'

So he was dismissing her! He opened the door anshaswent
through, he said, his eyes sweeping over her dngofigure, "You



should have laughed, Miss Baird. Don't you recélai said at the
start of our interview? If you laughed more you ldonring a man's
last penny from him. But you didn't even smile.'

He closed the door on her. Only then, as she walkexy down the
corridor, did Lisette let her lips tremble and bges cloud with tears.



CHAPTER FIVE

LiISeTTE arrived home to find the house empty. She was gjt@ddid
not have to face her mother's disappointment y&t. Il#ad not even
had the energy to return to her office at the fgcto

When she had telephoned Bob from a callbox at thteos, he had
taken the news with his usual equanimity. "Wedl joave to think of
something else,' he had said.

Lying on her bed, Lisette stared at the ceiling staralight about the
calamity that faced them. Finding no answer, stendt give up. She
sought yet again for a solution. Yes, that wasatmething would
have to be sacrificed. She considered their petsmsats— clothes,
her mother's jewellery, the car which was used adgasionally

when her mother visited friends in another townatlivas the first
thing that would have to go. But it would not soélethe problems.

Money was their need, a large sum of money ...ttassat up. The
house! A great amount of capital was tied up inglaee they lived
in. The price of the house had been high even wieerfather had
bought it. Since then its value must surely haeedased.

But—she lay back—it was their home, the possessammother
most prized. It was in the exclusive area in whithe had told her
husband, she had always wanted to live. The hausen they had
viewed it, had been desirable beyond her expeotatyhy, she had
said, none of her friends lived in such a beaut#gldence as this! So
it had been purchased out of the profits from dotdry—at that time
the business had been making a profit—and the yanat moved
there.

No, her mother would never agree to selling theskodt held so
many memories of her husband, so many mementote diappy
life they had spent together. The carpets, furaiand draperies had



been bought to fit exactly. Alterations had beendepaa second
bathroom added, the kitchen entirely re- equippéd, garden
landscaped.

Lisette closed her eyes and a hopeless kind gb sieertook her. Her
interview with the head of Emu products had exhadidter. She
awoke to find her mother standing beside her bed.

'l just had to wake you, dear,' said Evelyn. 'lldalt wait to hear the
news.' Her eyes were bright, her hands clasped.

It pained Lisette to have to shatter her illusidnst, the sooner the
deed was accomplished, the better. She swung étetoféhe floor.

'It failed, Mother." She could not watch the disaipgment which
must have wiped the pleasurable anticipation ckeaay from her
mother's. face. 'Or perhaps | should say, | fdiled.

'‘But—but why, dear?' Evelyn sounded bewilderedidh't think—I
couldn't see how he could refuse you anything.'

‘Mother," Lisette gave a weak smile, 'l didn't go a friendly
acquaintance. | went as a business woman. And -thetdvas how
he saw me—minus the "business".' She drew a shagthband
covered her face. 'As—as a woman, nothing else. h&ll did
was—was insult me.'

'Oh, dear!" Evelyn sat beside her daughter andpuwtrm round her
shoulders. 'Dear, dear me.' A long silence wasédsrdiy cars passing
below, boys calling to each other, the ring of sonee else's
telephone coming through an open window.

'‘What does Bob say?' Evelyn asked at length. leisettnoved her
hands from her face and told her.



'l've been thinking and thinking, Mother, but | leait got anywhere.
We need money. Wimwustget it from somewhere.'

‘Stanley?' Evelyn ventured. 'Stanley Burlington?'

'Impossible. Not the large amount we need. Mothesgtte turned to
her, 'are there any assets we have that | don labmut—savings,
investments?'

'‘Not a thing left. We've gone through it all." Buelstood and walked
round her daughter's room. It was large, with ahvasin and vanity
unit along one wall. There were built-in cupboards 6f clothes,
largely unworn. The carpet and curtains were ofjaglity materials,
echoing the furnishings of the rest of the hous® Bed was the best
that money, at that time, could buy.

From the window, Evelyn looked down at the gard&h s rockery
and fish pool, its sundial and wooden bench; atstmenming pool
installed at the end of the garden. Leslie Baird $@ared no expense
to please his wife.

'Lisette,’ Evelyn addressed her daughter in a simadhthless voice,
'there's the house.'

With grateful eyes, which filled as she acknowletigfee extent of
the sacrifice her mother was suggesting, Lisetokdd at her. 'l
hoped you would say that, Mother,' she said wiimite compassion.
'It's the only way."'

The estate agent valued the house at an even higjuee than
Lisette had anticipated. With Bob Farrell's helg started at once to
apportion the money the agent had said they couldat to receive
from a buyer for the property.



Part of the money, of course, would have to go tdaa smaller
dwelling for Lisette and her mother. Evelyn thoughtflat—a
modern, luxury flat would suffice. Lisette advisdwr to stop
thinking in terms of 'luxury'.

'‘We'll probably end up living in two or three roahshe warned. '‘Our
standards will have to drop considerably. You dalise that, don't
you, Mother?"

Mrs Baird frowned, not liking the idea at all, ladcepting the fact at
last, saying she would make any sacrifice to saedamily firm. But
when Lisette had told her that many of their pcsses would have
to go because there simply would not be room fenthn a flat,
Evelyn had almost cried.

From then on, she went around the house sayincgat&Var we do,
we can't part with this,’ and 'Come what may, westnkeep that.'
Lisette shook her head behind her mother's ballikngderself that
by the time they came to move out, her mother whialde become
reconciled.

As yet, they had told only Bob, no one else. He aviequent visitor
to the house and even went round with Lisette loglat possible
places in which she and her mother might live.

About a month after Lisette's disastrous interviesth Rosco
Hamden, Evelyn said, 'l phoned Bette Burlingtos thiorning, dear,
and asked her and Stanley over for the eveninggnMer daughter
did not comment, she went on, 'They're coming.ought it would
make a nice change to have company.'

Lisette nodded and managed a smile, and her moatmesatisfied by
the response.

The Burlingtons... In her mind Lisette inevitablgsaciated them
with Rosco Hamden. She had not forgotten him. hheareed with



her day and night, in her dreams and in her thaudgibww and then
she found her hand wandering to the telephonalyfshe could hear
his voice ...

Then she would remember how difficult it had beeat bther time
she had tried to contact him, how she had had &rcowme the
obstacles of telephonist and secretary, not to ioenthe
appointments diary. Quickly she would draw her hdmin the
telephone and clench it in her lap. She would néweget his cold
dismissal of her plea for help, and of herself frbim room. Even
now, she coloured deeply at the humiliation of geshown the door.

‘You can ask Bob, too, dear,' Evelyn was sayindll He company
for you, won't he? He's such a pleasant young wad.clever, too.
He can discuss --' she checked herself, eyeindangghter warily, 'he
can talk to Stanley about—well, about almost amghcan't he?'

Lisette let her mother think she had been fooled,as she turned
away she smiled to herself. No doubt her mothenghothat, where
her daughter had failed to obtain help for the fifBob might
succeed. After all, Stanley Burlington held an imtgnt position as
secretary of the local Chamber of Trade, and waspected citizen
of the town. Naturally, he had business contacts ..

Evelyn had prepared savouries and brought fronctpdoard their
two or three bottles of drink. She arranged the tess service on a
tray and put it all on the elaborately designedidyowhich she

wheeled into the living-room. Lisette helped hertlneo to arrange
the savouries on dishes, then they both went upstadress.

Although it was only Bob Farrell who was coming keep her
company, Lisette decided to choose one of her nadi@ctive
dresses. It would please her mother if she tookesoane with her
appearance”®



It was a Saturday and earlier in the day she hath@dhher hair. Now
it hung softly to frame her face and curl gentlymd her small ears.
The off-centre parting added a piquancy to herdowmkich arrested
the eye of even a casual onlooker.

She made herself smile at her own reflection, wandevhat it was
about it that had made Rosco Hamden urge her tie snare often.
All she could see was a set of white teeth insigde Wwhich, she
thought, might just be called 'inviting'. But shetainly could not see
anything special about it. She shrugged. Therenwasccounting for
other people's tastes.

The dress she wore was bright yellow crepe. Inesiyl was
well-fitting and sleeveless. The neckline was lowt, shaping to
narrow bands passing over her shoulders, The Wwk#es she hung
round her neck matched the pendant earrings whwcng from her
ears. Her mother could not fault her appearance iéwhe tried.

Bob was the first to arrive. He bent to put hislip Lisette's, but he
did not touch her otherwise. Lisette thought, He&'passionless as |
am. If a niggling doubt crept into her mind, shendissed it. What did

it matter? They were not even engaged. Lisette exadtif he had

any feeling for her at all.

He lowered his tall, thin frame beside Mrs Bairdtba long settee.
As he talked to her, he hugged one knee in a bogsigjtly gauche
way. Despite his age, which was nearly twenty-selienvas nervous
and awkward in company, but Lisette knew this ditineflect on his

; mental ability. He was intelligent and quick &ain. Moreover, he
possessed something that endeared him to Evelynd'8ai
heart—concern for the well-being and survival ok thamily
business.

"'l get the coffee going,' said Lisette, afteamanging a display of
flowers which stood on a bookcase near the frenodaws.



‘Let me help,' Bob said, starting up.

Lisette began to shake her head, but her mothdy '#agood idea,
Bob. You can make sure she puts coffee in the f@orand not tea.
She's absent- minded lately, that daughter of n@he. must be in
love!'

Lisette coloured and swept out. Her mother's hum@srtoo near the
truth for comfort. She heard Bob say, 'l expectsspeeoccupied with
the factory. It's probably weighing on her mind."'

‘Isn't it on all of our minds!" was Evelyn's prompsponse.

As Lisette put the finishing touches to the food aeated water for
the coffee, she and Bob talked books. It was hér escape, apart
from music, from the cares which darkened most @f Wwaking

hours. He loved books as much as she did, and advay from the

factory, they spent much of their time togethecdssing the latest
books they had read.

Lisette looked at the cups and saucers on theatrdyfrowned. 'My
mother can't count. She's put out too many.'

Lisette stood in the kitchen doorway and calledngldhe hall,
‘Mother!

The door chimes rang and Evelyn hurried to welcbareguests. She
seemed so eager, Lisette was puzzled. Her mother Bstte
Burlington on average every other day.

Bob was in the kitchen just behind Lisette and,hwhis hands
hanging loosely beside him, watched the guests.ente

Bette Burlington came in first, her summer-weightatcewinging
from her shoulders, her face radiant. She greetety& as though
they had not met for years. Stanley followed, stepver the



threshold and giving Evelyn a bear hug. A man apgzedehind
them, pocketing keys as though he had just locksat.a

Lisette felt herself sway. Bob, behind her, mustehaoticed. His
large hands came up to rest on her shoulders,ystgalder. So her
mother had known that Rosco would be accompanying
Burlingtons . but had not told her, probably beeaglse might make a
scene!

She stared into two painfully familiar grey eyeged by thick, dark
brows and even thicker hair. The faint, irritatsgile, as it rested on
the tableau made by the girl with the boy-friendtgcting and
possessively claiming her—or so it seemed—held &t twof
cynicism. But when the smile was turned on Evelynchanged
magically into charm and warmth. His manner, asdhe Lisette's
mother how pleased he was that they were meetiainagvas
relaxed and easy. This was, after all, a sociahsion.

Lisette, still stunned, walked away from Bob's readd greeted the
newcomers. Bette kissed her on the cheek and $tgaiee her the
same kind of bear hug he had given her mother. Wheame to

Rosco, she lifted to him an unsmiling face andokiticed Bob

Farrell. They shook hands and Bob followed the msthato the

living-room.

'‘Good evening, Mr Hamden,' said Lisette, and tutoegb with Bob.

'Miss Baird.' Rosco's voice detained her. His hearde out. He was a
guest. She could not ignore it.

Her hand rested in his, but as she started tdputl away, he retained
it by tightening his grip.

‘A touching domestic scene in the kitchen doorwhg,'said. 'The
understandindoy-friend, | take it?'



'‘Bob works with me," she said shortly, still tryibg disengage her
hand. 'l told you, he's faiend. Now will you let me join the others?'
Another tug—in vain. He watched her efforts to fremself, then

smiled.

‘You can't get away from me fast enough, can you?'

'‘What do you expect? | haven't forgotten the way poactically
threw me out of your room at your place of worle #ay you cast me
from your august presence,' she said acidly.

His lips curved, his eyes gleamed like sun on fnozater. "You think
| was a bit hard on you?'

'‘When you visited me any place of work, | treated you politely,
showed you round --'

‘Ah, but | didn't come to beg, borrow or steal as ylid when you
visited me.'

'‘Steal?'

He released her hand at last and she tried towaly the stiffness he
had created in her fingers. 'Yes, steal. That's wkauld have been
if you had taken my company's money to prop up Yyiing
business. I'd have seen the last of that money.Wwtud never have
been in a position to repay it. It would have ganhere, would it,
the amount | would have been empowered by my BoaRirectors
to lend you. To make your factory viable again-ymeed thousands
of pounds poured into it, not an insignificant |dan

‘Well," she responded defiantly, 'you can do tisdt¢ snapped her
fingers, 'with your loan! We don't need it now.'

The door of the living-room had swung shut and tteséurned to
push it, but Rosco stopped her and turned her fgpugh



'‘What the hell do you mean, don't need it now? Wiaae you done
so that you can manage to carry on the businessutian injection
of money?'

Her stormy eyes met his. 'Sold my soul, Mr Hamdleat's what I've
done, and now I'm damned for the rest of my lifdl ydu let me go?'
She tried to twist away.

You'll explain that, young woman, or I'll put yagross my knee!'

'Lisette, Rosco!" Evelyn's voice drifted out. 'Coomein, you two. We
can ail hear you're quarrelling with each other!

Rosco's anger abated, but only by a few degreasttei flung a
triumphant look at him and went into the living-mpleaving the
door open for her guest to enter on his own. Skeekhwas rude, but
she was past caring.

Stanley made room for Lisette on the settee and Bude
deferentially, offering Rosco his seat. Rosco waved down again
and placed himself astride a velvet upholsteretstool near to Bob.
It was not long before the two men were deep invemation. As
Bob spoke, Rosco listened intently, eyes downngeeothing, his
attention completely absorbed by what Bob Farrak waying.

‘Well," said Stanley, playfully putting his arm ral Lisette, 'how's
my favourite girl?' Lisette turned to smile at hand he said, 'My
word, you dazzle a man when you do that, Lisettted his wife
turned, 'watch out, this dark-haired witch is bewihg me!'

They laughed, but the laughter was not general.cfther two men
appeared not to have heard. Their conversation inet
uninterrupted. Stanley, having asked permissiospatsed the
drinks and still Rosco and Bob talked.



Lisette began to feel stirrings, not so much ofgesy as of anger,
that Rosco Hamden should talk so seriously to Bdbwas the
business they were discussing, that much was plgat—-be so
condescending and prejudiced whenever she appmbadhe on
business matters.

A new resentment began to stir. Bob had come tp kee company,
yet here he was, ignoring her completely. Thankdsco Hamden's
unexpected presencghewas the odd one out.

She grew so restless she said, 'I'll go and s#estfnod, Mother.’

Evelyn nodded, pausing in her conversation witltdBeaind Stanley.
‘Thanks, dear,’ she said absently, and went oim¢alk

The two younger men did not even notice that shetwem the
room and Lisette's spirits drooped. If the wholeremg was going on
like this, she might as well go up to her bedro&ime uncovered the
food and saw to the coffee. When it was almostyesle became
conscious of being watched. Swiftly she turned sl Rosco in the
doorway, hands in pockets.

He was smiling, but it was a smile she mistrusechise it contained
no mockery. And Rosco Hamden never smiled at hdr sincerity,
so what was on his mind?

'‘Why did you come this evening?' she challengedaravof her
rudeness to a guest, but uncaring of it. Was skee jpolite to this
man? she wondered agitatedly. But he had giversd@nuch pain,
wasn't it time she inflicted some on him?

He was as unhurt as if she had thrust at him wstlage-prop dagger.
His smile broadened. 'First, | was invited heren@p@at the moment a
guest of the Burlingtons. Second, or should | ggy*—I came to see
you. Our last meeting ended so—unsatisfactorily.’



She turned from him to wash a saucepan. 'That wasfault. You
showed me the door—literally.'

‘You had just insulted my integrity. What else gali expect?

'So | hurt your pride? Now who's reducing everyghto personal
terms as you accuse me of doing?'

'l said integrity. You said pride,' he reminded Qaretly.
Lisette was silent, continuing to wash the saucepan

'So you don't want a loan now? Since | know damwed you
haven't, as you put it so melodramatically, "sotdirysoul”, what
exactly have you done?'

She paused in her work. 'Put the house up for sale.
‘You'vewhat?'

He seemed so angry she stopped washing the saumaganied her
hands.

'‘Whose idea was that?' he demanded. "Yours, | sg@@ddow can you
be so unfeeling as to deprive your mother of theskshe obviously
loves --?'

'It was her idea! I—I thought of it but didn't daseggest it. She
thought of it, too, and | agreed.' She put her bag&inst the sink.
'‘What else is there for us to do?' she cried. @hearo other way of
getting the money we need. Anyway, my father botiglthouse out
of the firm's profits, like a lot of other thingSo we'll merely be
returning the money where it really belongs, wae?"

'‘But you've got to live somewhere.'



Lisette shrugged. '‘We'll rent a flat or a coupleafims.’
‘And the furniture, all your possessions?'

She stared down at the black and white floor til€gll them, |
suppose. Get as much as we can for them.’

‘You know the money you'll get for the property IWbe peanuts
compared with the vast injection of funds you neaked to bring the
firm back on its feet?' Lisette did not answer.dHaany offers for the
place?’

Reluctantly she answered, 'None. It's at the highdrof the property
market and the estate agent said there are fewdaiypresent in this
price range.'

'So the gamble hasn't paid off?'
‘There's plenty of time," she lied.

'Is there?' She moved to stare out at the dying sammer evening.
She heard him move and stiffened. 'l know diffdieritisette. I've
been talking to your boyfriend.'

Two hands came to rest on her shoulders as Bo@'slérae earlier,
but these hands gripped and sent shivers up and dembody. The
touch of these hands made her want to trembleietadainst his
solidity, feel the security of his arms around her

As if reading her thoughts—perhaps she had givaselfeaway

somehow—he pulled her backwards and she felt brs, leard body
pressed against hers. Those hands ran over hddsr®and down to
her wrists, shifted, finding her hips and insinngttheir way up, up,
meeting the curve of her breasts and lingering nmandy. Then

they turned her quickly and she found herself sndrims. It was not
security she felt, as she had imagined—it was @e&l@us, burning



excitement which, as his lips found hers and. tim, prised them
apart, a throbbing awareness of the needs of herbody.

His hand cupped the back of her head, his othdead¢uopund her,
gaining an intimate hold on her. He moulded hdrito and she was
powerless under his stroking caresses, the expemis his

lovemaking. She could not even cry out to him tpdbecause his
lips were fastened so firmly over hers.

Voices drifted in from the living-room, bringing timeback to the
present. Rosco released her slightly and held Wway,agazing into
her eyes in the darkening kitchen, and searching-edpitulation?
For an acknowledgment of his power over her, histyabo turn her
into a yearning, supplicating woman?

'‘Bob's in there,' she gasped. 'He'll—he'll --'

'‘Will he?" A mocking smile, bright, baiting eyesl@ared his words.
'He's averyunderstanding young man, isn't he? | have youhertst
word for it. And I've spent some time talking tarhil've discovered
how intelligent he is.'

'l suppose,’ she fought to free herselihéhad come and asked yoL
for financial help, you would have given it. Butda&ise | came, you
refused.’

‘You could be right,’ he murmured, contemplating tlurve of her
lips, 'you could be right, Miss Baird."'

'Please let me go.'

'In a moment, after the second kiss | intend te tdke other was so
satisfactory | fancy another.' He closed the gapwéen them,
bringing his lips down on hers again.



'‘Oh—oh, sorry." An apologetic voice came from tloermvay. They
pulled apart and Lisette, flushed and guilty, lablt Bob. Rosco
slipped his hands into his pockets and watched.

Bob looked from one to the other. 'I—I just camsée how you were
getting on with the coffee.! He withdrew and retdnto the
living-room.

'‘Good God," Rosco murmured, 'some boy-friend! Heulshtave
knocked me to the floor. If I'd caught another nmiassing my
woman, I'd have done so. | would have had no cowctpun'

'‘No,' Lisette responded, smoothing her hair antdlgrg at the
remains of her pride, 'you haven't, have you—anymmction? |
mean inanything.You're hard as granite.'

'I'm an industrialist,’ he said blandly, 'one obgh "captains of
industry” the country can't do without. In all buertain
circumstances, such as the one that has just coene ¢nd between
us, hardness and inflexibility are in my guts.'

‘You're impossible!" she snapped.

He grinned and took the tray of crockery from liEnat's better than
being obnoxious, as you called me not so long ago.'

For the rest of the evening Lisette avoided Rosaméten. Whenever
he came near, she moved away. She did her bdsttatBob's side,
although he showed a marked reluctance to getdaolmer.

He strayed towards some bookshelves which occapaedner of the
room. Lisette followed and whispered, 'Bob, .I'mrg@bout—about
what you saw. It wasn't my fault. He—he forced heth®n me.’
Which, she soothed her conscience, was the ptrital She did not
add that she had done little to get herself othefsituation.



He said in a strained tone, 'All right, | understahsuppose there's
not much a girl can do in those circumstances.h\Witveak smile,
‘After all, we are doing our best to enlist hisghelren't we?'

So, Lisette thought, dismayed, he assumed thathadetolerated
Rosco's kiss for the sake of the firm? Did he yethlink her morals
were as questionable as that?

She felt Rosco's eyes on them and saw his cynimode.sSoon
afterwards, Evelyn's guests departed. Lisette wtht her mother
into the hall to see them off. Bob remained inlibn@g-room.

As Rosco left, following the Burlingtons out, heigfered to Lisette,
'Has he forgiven you, or have | broken up a bealutilendship?"

Evelyn went outside to see her guests into the car.

'l told you,' Lisette whispered back furiouslygth's nothing—well,
tangible between us.' There was a burst of ribalegtter from
Rosco. '| mean,' she added irritably, 'l mean, ramgses, no ring,’
she held out her hand, 'no engagement.’

'‘Which leaves the field open for me.’

She shook her head violently. 'lI'd shut the gatepatlock it against
you!'

‘You're a brazen hypocrite,' he jeered. 'After tkias | gave you
tonight and the way you responded, | could make gwe me
anything | wanted.'

Her eyes blazed into his. 'Just you try, Mr Hamgst, you try!"

He smiled lazily. 'l will some time, lady, | centdy will.' He lifted his
hand in a mocking salute and disappeared intodhandss.



* % %

‘Last night,' Bob said next morning, 'Mr Hamderdsage've got two
choices. Either we find someone to take' us oveveogo bankrupt.’

At her desk, Lisette ran her finger over the dulicW clung to the
telephone.

'l asked him if he was interested in buying Bailbé&s, Lisette.' She
looked up. 'But he said no. His company would nexgee, he said,
even if he asked them. And he made it clear hedvdube doing any
asking. It seems we've gone too far downhill fatth

Lisette looked at Bob resolutely. 'We'll have to¢paon, Bob, until
Mother and | find a buyer for the house. Two montbs/ since we
put it on the market and so far fewer than halbzeth people looking
over it and not one offer."

Two weeks passed and it was late June, two wepks #ie night of
the kiss, as Lisette had come to think of it. Atdiaght since she had
seen Rosco Hamden. The longing was in her to seeafgain, a

longing which she knew would probably never beilfeli. There

was a whole lifetime in front of her in which tocomcile herself to
the fact that she was deeply in love with a manwbeld almost

certainly never see again. Anyway, what good waudid if she did?

He looked upon her with the deepest contempt, wiie? . That
afternoon the telephone rang. Irritably, Lisettitetl the receiver.
'‘Baird Shoes,' she said wearily.

'Found a buyer for your house yet?' In the spade/ofseconds, the
familiar voice had her heartbeats hammering.

'‘No,' she snapped, angry with herself for the thksipe felt in hearing
his voice again.

‘Gone bankrupt yet?' he mocked.



'No!' she shouted.

'‘Found anyone to take you over yet?' A breathingsea'ln the
business sense, | mean,' he drawled, 'not you matgonaturally.’

She replied stiffly, 'l don't believe in takeovevl, Hamden, and you
know it.'

'‘Ah, yes. You explained the day we met. It's not fahink you said,
for giants like my company to keep pushing out sheall family
business. Let me think of the exact words. "Bigo&l, small is
beautiful." Isn't that right? "I don't believe inomopolies." Right
again? "My firm isn't for sale." Another quote? #vif it were, |
wouldn't let you buy it." Correct? Oh, and,' shemas$t heard him
smile, 'the name's Rosco.’

The phone clicked in her ear. As Lisette replabedéceiver, she felt
like crying.

Three days later, Bob Farrell came into her officeias a Friday and
Lisette felt tired with an 'end of the week' exhanrs

"Trouble,' he said, and her heart dived even lowbkich she had not
thought possible. 'Big trouble, Lisette."'

'‘Go on,' she said, clenching her teeth. 'l can itakgust.'

‘While you were busy phoning round for orders th@ning, | had a
visit from a member of the local Trades Council.'

Lisette frowned. ‘I've heard of them, but I'm nafres of their
function.'

‘Well, this council represents all the trades usimrthe town. He said
he was speaking on behalf of the employees of E&tiaks. It's been
brought to his notice, he said, that the workethiatfactory are not



only being paid less than the established unicgsrfdr the job, but
were actually being paid less than the legal mimmu

Lisette paled. This was worse than she had expe8eavhat does he
want us to do about it?'

'‘Well, he said he wanted to assure me—and yowuse—that he'd
had no complaints about management-worker relatetnall. It
seems the employees regard them as excellent.’

Bob gave a small smile of encouragement and Lisetie to echo it.

‘The representative said that, unfortunately, wedheeputation in the
town as bad payers.'

'‘Didn't you tell him,' said Lisette, tensing as thental load she bore
grew still heavier, 'that when ourfortunes are ba tpturn, we'll
bring the rates of pay up to union levels?'

'l tried but got nowhere. He then requested offficiahat the
management increase the wage rates not only te tteagiired by
law, but to the amount which the trade union in sjioa had
negotiated at national level.'

Lisette gripped the edge of the desk. 'Bob, wetcaié simply
haven't the money available. Where's the extranfie@oing to come
from?'

"You know what it means if we don't, Lisette?"
She stared at him as he sat on a corner of her ‘deskike?’

'What else?



'‘But it would be the end of everything. Don't theyderstand? They'd
lose their jobs because the jobs would simply ceasexist. The
factory would have to close.'

'l agree. We're facing bankruptcy, Lisette.'

Evelyn Baird broke down when Lisette told her ot therious
situation which faced them. Lisette tried to corhfar, but in the end
she had had no choice but to let her mother crydtiedry.

Even then Lisette had not dared to tell her thelevirmth. She felt
she must leave her mother with some hope, jusase they found a
solution, although in her heart, Lisette acknowtstighat this was
very unlikely indeed.

Evelyn stared into space, crumpled handkerchiefhan hand.
'‘Suppose,' she said, 'suppose | approach Rosa lfan. Do you
think he would help if | asked him as a specialofa?' Lisette
suppressed a smile at her mother's naivety whersavage jungle of
the business world was concerned. 'After all,' Evelersisted, 'I'm
entitled to, aren't I, as part-owner with you.'

‘Mother," Lisette said gently, 'Rosco is adamamthikhg will move
him, nothing.’

Evelyn looked at her daughter appealingly. 'Oneentior, dear?' she
whispered. 'Won't you make one more try? Thinktadd not for
yourself, or for the business, if you like, but—foe?'

Lisette walked about the room, not knowing whetiodaugh or cry
at her mother's self-centred attitude. Of courselehed her mother,
but she could not reconcile herself to the wayhether assumed she
was willing to sacrifice everything—yes, everythiafpr that love.



Didn't she place any value on her daughter's digsélf-respect and
high ideals?

Something came over her—a fierce resentment sHd notiquell, a
left-over pain from those overheard words betweanpagents so
long ago. Lisette swung round.

‘Do you want me toffer myselin exchange for the assurance of th
continuance of Baird Shoes? Suppose I'd been theyso both
wanted? You couldn't have asked him to grovel,cgou? And if |
go and see Rosco Hamden again and plead for his hel be
grovelling, make no mistake about it.'

Her mother did not reprimand her as she had thitae she had
been so outspoken. The end was in sight now. Tihbad been no
more than a possibility, a spectre haunting themmd-@s everyone
knew, Evelyn had probably reasoned, ghosts doaltyrexist, do

they? So the firm would carry on regardless, somgthsomeone
would save it and they would be able to keep theuileged way of

life, their high standard of living.

'‘We—we wouldn't have to sell the house, Lisettéhaflent us the
money instead,' Evelyn whispered, the dullnessean dyes being
replaced by a prodding encouragement.

Lisette rounded on her mother. 'So you want me tio—debase
myself, because that's what it would be, to saeefiim—and the
roof over our heads?'

Evelyn was silent. It was that silence, that faluo refute the
statement, to deny that that was what she had m#ettreduced
Lisette to the depths of despair.

Through the night, Lisette tossed and turned. B rtiorning she
awoke, heavy-eyed, sick at heart. She knew whahhati¢o do.



CHAPTER SIX

LISETTE obtained Rosco Hamden's private address from e&tan
Burlington. When she had contacted him, Stanleydsked,

'‘Why do you want to see him, dear? Or," with a nmegfal pause, 'is
that a rude question?'

'It's a—a personal matter, Mr Burlington.'
'‘Ah, | see.' He had laughed and rung off.

So easy, so much the established thing these teyselling by a

woman of her attractions to get what she wanteu fanan. Stanley
had accepted at once the reason why—or so he badht—she

wanted to visit Rosco Hamden. He had probably nesged that she
had wanted anything from Rosco, having assumeedadsthat they

were indulging in a secret love affair.

Or, in asking for his private address, that sheette, had it in mind to
start one. It was common practice in these libdraeys, wasn't it,
for the suggestion to come from the woman? Letlsentave, let's go
to bed, let's have an affair. I'll live with youtun find—or you
find—someone else?

On the way there, she had to persuade herselfstimatwas no
different from other young women of today. Deep dothe idea
revolted her, but the persuasion was vital in oftdegive herself
couragelLike a lamb to the slaughteFhe phrase kept repeating. Bu
the ‘'slaughter' would be lovemaking—and would RGsce
lovemaking be so bad?

It would be good, it would be a joy—to her. To hitrwould be
mechanical, automatic, a reflex action byhis masponses to a
willing, even eager woman. He would give of hisdmaking freely,



not because of any feeling he would have for hersette knew he
had none—but because it would give him pleasugeraan.

Afterwards—what was 'afterwards' like? She simply alot know
and she shrank from the self-disgust she would, thel derisive
smile he would give her when the passion had d\M&rwards she
would whisper, Please, Rosco, help me get the ydmisiness on its
feet. And, so the rumour went, he would give hegrgthing she
asked for.

The train was nearing the terminus and she panickiee would get
the next train home. She couldn't go through with An image came
to her of her mother crying, the crumpled face,libpeless look in
those helpless eyes—and Lisette went on alonglét®pn to where
the ticket collector stood.

The Underground train took her inexorably to Eppmgountry area
within easy reach of London where Rosco Hamdenlliltewas in a
block of luxury flats, Stanley had explained. Heell there for
convenience. He had a house in the West Countghtch he went
for occasional breaks and longer holidays.

There it was, a six-storey block of luxury aparttsehird floor,
Stanley had said. There was a lift, but Lisetteselto walk. It would
take longer that way. Along a corridor and thereera bell outside
the door, was a label bearing the inscription, Rodamden. Her
finger stretched towards the bell—and stopped. Winaild she say?
How could she explain her appearance on his dgoostea Saturday
afternoon?

Could she talk to him? she would ask. It was urgetiiterwise she
wouldn't have troubled him at the weekend. yest s it, she
would keep everything on a business, level all time. No

personalities involved, no intimacies. When she hoin the extent of



her troubles—far worse now than the last time sdstedeen him—he
would see reason.

Once, twice, she pressed the bell. No reply, nmded-maybe he
was out? Oh, the relief if he were! Gone to hisd®in the West
Country, perhaps?

The door opened. A woman stood there, hand onirigplence and
irritation in her eyes. She was longhaired, blorahel beautiful,
dressed from head to foot in a scarlet cat-surtwagst encircled by a
gilt belt, while gold bangles hung from her wrists.

'‘What do you want?' Her eyes as well as her vaoiiseyissed Lisette
as a nonentity.

'I'm sorry." Lisette half-turned. 'l must have cotméhe wrong flat. |
thought Mr Hamden lived here. | --'

'He does. He's busy. He doesn't see callers otuadag.'

One of his women? Lisette thought dully. Which «f 'moods' did
this woman suit? No need to wonder, really. Ond labthe hidden
'‘tigress' in her was enough to tell the most naiveersons. And had
she, Lisette Baird, thought she could arouse the tma strength of
feeling sufficient to desirber, make love tdher and afterwards ...

'I'm sorry to have disturbed you,' said Lisettenitug away.

‘A girl,' she heard the woman say over her shoul@an't bother
yourself, Rosco. She's not worth the effort. Ganly gould find better
than that in the top class of a girls' school!'

Lisette quickened her footsteps along the corridor.

'Lisette!'



She began to run.

‘Lisette!' There was a command in the call she could notregrider
footsteps slowed to a stop. She turned, breatheayily. ‘Will you
come back, please!

It was not a question. From the tone, she wouldudig at her peril.
With something like fear, she retraced her stepssite reached his
door, she saw that the woman had gone inside. Rsisod outside.

'Did you want to see me?' His tone was neutralclvhielped just a
little.

'‘Well, yes, but—you're busy. It can wait.'

'I'm notbusy.And if you've taken the trouble to come all theywaare
from where you live, it can't wait. Come on in.'

He grasped her wrist and pulled her in, slammirggdbor with his
foot. 'Wanda!' he called.

The woman emerged from a door which opened wideveal a bed.
It had been made. It was not rumpled. But it was@

Rosco motioned to the entrance door with his h&amli'd better go.'
As an afterthought, 'Please.’

The woman called Wanda went across to him, hipamgdvom side
to side. '‘But darling, you promised, today --' Hands rested against
his chest. He released Lisette's wrist and grippgpedvoman's wrists,
jerking them from him.

'l made no promises. | never do. I'd be glad if yawld leave. | have
a visitor.'



'‘But darling," Wanda pouted, 'I'm a visitor, tdowas plain from her
tone that she knew he meant what he said. Sheolgal t

She went back into the bedroom, collected a cahbag and paused
at the door, giving Lisette a look of cool insolent can be sure of
one thing, darling," she murmured. '‘Whatever shetwse for, it's
strictly business. With her to entertain, you caottlgossibly think of
anything else.'

Moments later they were alone, and only then dgktte become
aware of the luxury in which Rosco Hamden livede Tiking area
spread wide into corners which were occupied bykbbelves, hi-fi
equipment, stands with pot plants in full bloom.

The carpet's velvet-soft pile was a pale brown, cmag the
floor-length velvet curtains and the upholsteryed velvet-covered
unit suite which stood in a curve in the centretled room. One
armless matching chair, taken from the unit, stajoart.

On a low, glass-topped table stood two glasses Bad been used.
An ashtray was half filled with cigarette | stubsdathe smell of

smoke hung in the air. Since Rosco did not smdiesimoker could
only have been his lady friend. She had left pEinkeoself behind. No

doubt thoughts of her lingered in Rosco's mind, tde probably

cursed the disturbance of his day's relaxation wighwoman who

suited his weekend mood.

‘Nice to see you, Lisette,' he said. It was thealigteeting of host to
unexpected guest.

'I'm sorry | interrupted --'
You interrupted nothing. Give me your coat.’

She slipped it from her shoulders and gave it tm. hit was
summerweight and midnight blue, matching the slesgedress



which was finished at the neck and waist | withctoes of scarlet and
white.

He looked her over. 'Neat, cool, remote. Like itsaver.' He took the
coat into the bedroom and returned. 'Make yoursetifortable.' He
motioned to the settee which had been formed bgldeng together
of the units. At each end there was a chair witl @mn, thus forming
the gently curving settee.

He went to a cabinet and opened the doors, takitg dottle. He

held it up, looking at her. She nodded. Yes, slwidht, a drink

would bolster her fast receding courage. Shedake¢ and awkward,
as gauche almost as Bob Farrell in company. Foroment she

longed for their easy relationship which asked mgftof her, and to
which she contributed nothing.

Rosco came and stood before her, a glass in eawh KHe smiled
down at her and her heartbeats responded at ort@elknow how
nervous she felt? She reached out for a glas$iebdtew it away.

‘Say please.' So he had decided to tease. Hesdelieer.

'Please,' she whispered, and took the glass fram3ine swallowed
some liquid too quickly and choked.

Back it came, that memory of the time they had firet, the mocking
look in his eyes from the other side of the roomstas had drunk and
choked until her eyes ran.

'‘Good grief, it's not brandy!" he said, taking tlass and putting it
down. His hand hit her back and she managed tq skmg the
handkerchief he had pushed into her palm.

'Sorry,' she muttered into its soft, sweet-smelfoids, and dabbed at
her eyes. His hand remained on her back. She wisheaild move,



but checked the thought. Wasn't that the objebeoivisit—that she
should not only tolerate his touch but encourage it

The choking, and its aftermath, passed and shedumsmile at him.
It was a watery smile, but its effect on him waecéic. Their eyes
held, the smile dissolved and a deep seriousnegsit® place. His
hand lifted to her hair which he stroked a cougléoes. She held
herself taut, not wanting him to stop.

'Relax," he urged softly. 'l won't eat you.'

She smiled again, tentatively. 'Not even for youid-morning
snack?'

He laughed, throwing back his head as if remempbehe occasion
on which he had used the phrase. 'l— might do dthegs with you,
but not eat you. If | ate you, | wouldn't—have yauuld 1? You'd be
gone.'

Her smile held and she nodded. Foolish talk, butwdid it matter?
'‘Dare | ask,' he said, 'why you came?’
It took some courage to reply, but she managétiot—to see you.'

‘That's all? No qualifications, like "on business™| was in the area
so | called in case you were in"? Just "to see me"?

This was easier than she had even dreamed. Budokehis hand

from her hair and rested his head against a cusHisriegs stretched
in front of him, crossed at the ankles. His hariftisd to support his

head. His brown shirt was short-sleeved and unfadtéo the last
button. The belt around his waist was of leather ttousers a deep
brown check. On his feet were leather sandalsa#t the outfit of a

man relaxing— with his woman—at home.



Lisette dragged her eyes away. Those strange,rigisgufeelings
were coming back to life. Even the sight of him neWwe thought in
dismay, was enough to ...

'‘How is your mother?' he asked into the silence.
She recalled her mother's tears, her pleas. 'Not-verg happy.'
'‘Oh, why?' She glanced at him and found that hes eyere closed.

Now was her chance. 'She's worried.' Having gt thr, Lisette
thought, I might as well plunge on. 'About the Inesss.'

She might have spoken to a picture on the waklidhe response she
received.

After a few moments he said, 'Let's forget busin@é$sveekends |
put it out of my mind.’

So, with a few words, he had dismissed the whasae for her visit.

He turned to her. "You know something? You've ginena pleasant
surprise. | thought you were the soft of girl whaited to be invited,

who didn't dare put her nose inside a man's horessishe received
a formal invitation, complete with R.S.V.P. in larkptters.’

At once she stood up. 'I'm sorry, Mr Hamden. | didimtend to
intrude on your privacy.' Why did she have to feglimmature and
awkward as a thirteen- year-old?

He reached out and pulled her back beside him.ndtcriticising.
I'm pleased you've come. And Lisette,' his handrsgder cheek
drew her face round, 'the name's Rosco.’

' know.'



'So why don't you say it?' She pressed her lipsthmy. 'Look, you
came all this way to see me. I'm not sure why—yai—-tm
delighted to segou. So why don't you relax? Forget our quarrel
Forget the insults we've thrown at each other m phst. Forget
everything except that you came and we're herdhiegé

'‘Forget—the girl who was here?’
'‘Wanda? You can put her out of your mind.’

Yes, Lisette thought, standing and wandering actbsesroom, as
easily as you'll put me out of your mind after—afteu've made love
to me and I've gone.

She was drawn to his bookshelves and inspecteddbheients as he
had looked at hers in her office. There was litilehe way of fiction
here, except for the works of a handful of famoahes. There were
books on company law, on many aspects of industngd &
management, on commerce, economics and electranicgven, to
Lisette's surprise, the Industrial Revolution init&n in the
nineteenth century.

Hands crept round her upper arms. She felt highodiaturbing her
hair. 'Impressed, my librarian friend?’

‘Very. But, the fiction apart, they're way above haad?'

‘Some of them shouldn't be. As managing directoard@n me,"' with
a grin, 'workerdirector of your company, you should understar
much of this.'

She stirred uncomfortably under his touch. Why titie take his
hands away? They were caressing her now, movingdapn,
stroking, resting, creating chaos in her mind. 'lelwl suppose |
don't take it all as seriously as you do.’



His fingers tightened a little. 'And you wonder wthe business is
going downhill?'

She turned, breaking free of his hold. 'How couldmading books
like these alter the economic situation that's edusur problems?
Anyway, | told you that even when | took over afey father died,
things were already going wrong.'

'If you'd had the knowledge, if you had known howe-organise and
had made better use of the overdraft the bank readey your father
'It was almost gone when | took the business dveld you that, too.'

He cupped her face and gazed into her troubled &y@give me. |
swore | wouldn't talk business. This is a specaasion, not to be
spoilt by arguments about management, loans, lasitreubles.
Instead, we should celebrate. Lisette Baird, theehio untouchable,
cool young woman, always very much on her digias, of her own
accord, come to see me. Let's toast the occasicmaimpagne.'

She smiled tremulously. 'l'd rather have a cugeaf't

He burst out laughing, then placed a swift kisshen mouth. 'lI've
caught that smile of yours with my lips. Next btstatching it with
the camera.' He took her hand, seeming suddenlgyhapunger,
and to Lisette's still tortured thoughts—there wa&snd of mountain
to be climbed before she left him—unbelievably homand
approachable.

'| offer her champagne,' he said, ‘and she aske#&brYou shall have
your tea, my sweet. You can indulge your proletatastes to your
heart's content.’

He drew her behind him into his kitchen. It wasippad from floor
to ceiling with cupboards, electrical equipment,tlaé appliances a
housewife might dream about. 'All this and service, If | want a
meal sent up, | dial and it's delivered.’



'‘Don't you ever cook for yourself?' she asked, agtisat so much
luxury equipment should stand there unused.

'‘Only when | want a snack instead of a meal. Ane lyongry? If you
are, help yourself.' He opened store cupboard&etowith tins and
packets, an upright freezer filled to capacityetPnd you're a sweet
little housewife instead of a formidable worker-dicx. Feed us
both. Pretend you—belong here.’

She looked at him and caught his sardonic smiles Wa trap? She
would not fall into it. She shook her head. 'I'ddseout of place here,’
she lied, 'as you would be working in my officeBatird Shoes.'

Did she imagine the veiled antagonism? It was gore moment,
whatever it had been.

They drank the tea from bone china cups. Lisetlected the dishes
and took them into the kitchen. Rosco did not gptetm stop her. He
sat forward in his chair and watched. Nor did hierofo carry the
tray, not that it was heavy. He was behaving likeuaband after a
few years of marriage. Wdwe playing the game of pretending she
‘belonged™?

As the warm water ran into the bowl, he stood leykilchen door and
watched her wash the cups. What was his motive? Mgaesting
her? If so, to what end? He even watched her dentiWhen she
looked around for a place to put them, he saidsdt |

'Leave that for me.' He approached slowly, takimgtea towel from
her and throwing it over a rail. "You astonish nfeu're the first
woman who's been here who has done what you'velqung. | was
fascinated by the sight." He was laughing at hatrshe didn't mind.

'So | fit in with at leastone of your moods? The domesticated
husband-like one, perhaps?’



'Husband?' He seized her in his arms and swunghbad so that her
face was towards the daylight. 'What are you afteench—a
wedding ring? That makes a change in itself. Mésoor sex want
jewellery, clothes, perfume.’

‘A wedding ring is jewellery, isn't it?' she fencé&slo that makes me
no different from the others, does it?'

His hand moved down and he pressed her hips adamsthile her
head hung back. 'A wedding ring is more than jesvg/land you
know it, wench,' he baited. 'lIt carries with it priges, life-long
devotion, kids—ties, unswerving faithfulness, gogelbo freedom.'

His words were hurting her so much he might hawenhkeisting her
arm. She told herself she was a fool, that womathisoman could
never mean more than one thing—a tool for the aggraant of his
sexual desire. He needed no wife, no beloved commpano mother
of his children—hadn't he just dismissed themias'

She struggled to escape, but he would not let Wath all her
strength she fought with him, but he won in the egdhe simple
trick of grasping her hair. If she moved, she erself. If she stayed
still, he hurt her. He had won.

He seemed invigorated by the struggle. He laughedface alive
with the pleasure of winning. Then she was crushdds arms and
his mouth hit hers. No longer the gentle kisseghef past, but
savagely demanding, enjoying the sweet taste ofmloerth.

A change took place in her as his energy, his vigod his demands
began to seep into her. It was like an intravertyigsinto a patient's
bloodstream, flowing through ‘'her veins and fillifger with
quivering life and a heady excitement.

Rosco drew away, his eyes dazzling in their brigbsn'Why did you
come, minx?' Lisette shook her head. She couldpexdk if she tried.



'‘Was it for this --' he kissed her lightly, 'anasti Another swift kiss.
She nodded. 'Did you like that other kiss | gave yoyour home so
much you wanted more?' She nodded again in a $identhat was
not why she had come and soon he would know itclerage nearly
left her, then she remembered her mother's pleadies.

What about your boy-friend?' he said softly. "Woltlthe object?'
'He doesn't matter,' she whispered.

‘That, my sweet, is all | wanted to know.' He swe@t into his arms
and into the living-room, placing her on the settéelooked down at
her. 'No," he murmured, 'l can think of a bettaicpl' He scooped her
up and carried her through a door—the one throulgiclwthe girl
called Wanda had passed. It was his bedroom.

He dropped her on to the bed and threw himselfdieeser, pulling
her round on to her side to face him. He foundzipdastener at the
front of her dress and eased it down. His moutbtied her neck, her
shoulders, the cleft between her breasts.

He moved until he was half over her and his lipsguhhers forcibly,
their teeth meeting in his ardour. His shirt hadrked free of his
slacks and his bare chest was like granite agherstoftness.

'Respond,' he urged, 'respond, sweetheart.'

But she couldn't, she could not let herself be $\agg by the tide
of his desire.

His kisses moved over her throat, her bared shmjlded she cried
out at the ecstasy that was the pain of his casesse

When his lips found her breast, that was the mommendesire sprang
to life and she pressed him to her, abandoningsatler restraint. For
the first time in her life she was experiencinganta lovemaking; for



the first time in her life she had to acknowledfattshe was no
longer in control of her emotions.

He laughed in triumph at having aroused her toaegp'There'll be
no stopping me now, sweetheart,' he murmured, enldamd moved
down to her waist, her hips ...

She stiffened and cried out, 'No!"

She felt the hammer of his heartbeat as his cleshhed hers, felt the
roughness of the dark hair rub against her bare ski

‘You're resisting me,' he murmured, smiling into éges. 'l know a
woman's tricks.'

'You don't know mine!

The anguish in her voice must have reached himhi&lmovements
were stilled. But his heart kept drumming, the geshe had excited
in him did not quickly subside. He lay for some e¢inas if loath to
move from her, to accept what she was trying icial.

She wanted him now as much as he wanted her. Butahd not let

him continue to the ultimate end under false piatsn Her

conscience, her inherent honesty which, for herhers sake, she
had tried for once to disregard, would not allow ke surrender
herself entirely to his demands without telling hhe truth, however
unbearable the pain of confessing her motives niight

'I'm sorry,' she whispered.

At last he moved away and lay on his back. She édidterself.
Where his hands had held her so intimately, thehfitill ached from
the pressure of his touch.



'‘My God, you'resorry!" Dragging out the words, he said, 'Youtr s
a virgin. Is that true?'

Her hands spread over her face, her breath cagess.

Now, like a storm threatening from a distance, dnger began to
gather. 'It was all a blind, wasn't it? You're raviou're totally
inexperienced. So why did you choose me to breakiy®

She supposed she deserved the lash of his torlgues-sorry if |
disappointed you. | d-didn't know you only madeddwo experienced
women.'

''ve never met any other kind,' he said sarcdstica didn't know
any other sort existed these days.' He restedsogllow, looking her
over indolently. 'In the circumstances, don't ybink you'd better
draw on the small store of modesty I've left untmdin you and
make yourself decent? Luckily for you—and the bagrfd who
"doesn't matter"—I can exercise control over myeveds even under
the most extreme circumstances, although most meay iposition in
life would have taken immense delight in finishimpat they had
started.'

Lisette sat up and with trembling fingers searcfuedhe tab of the
zip fastener. Rosco reached out lazily, pushedshaking hands
away and did the job for her. He rested on hiswlbgain and, with
amusement, watched her every movement, makingrigdet Then
she lay back as if exhausted from an illness.

He did not bother to pull on his shirt which he e off, or fasten
the belt around his waist which he had undone. 'kdvme why you
came.' He spoke abruptly, startling her. In thé&daood into which
he had, without warning, plunged, she shrank frelfmg him.



Instead she said unsteadily, 'I'm sorry my comiagl@nyou send your
girl-friend away. I'm sorry, too, for depriving yatd your afternoon's
pleasure.' She knew she was only postponing theembat truth.

He knew it, too. 'Cut out the humbug. Tell me whatnt to know.'

Her head flopped sideways on the pillow, away ffom. How could
she get the words out of her stiff lips? 'lt waswanted ...' She tried
again. 'l just hoped that—afterwards you'd—you widulp --' She
turned agonised eyes towards him as he still redjifooking down
at her. 'Don't yownderstand?'

'‘No, | don't." It was impossible to tell whethergpoke the truth. His
eyes were hooded and cool.

What she did comprehend was that he was havingaroynon her.
He was making her tell him with her own lips. Noidpless appeared
to satisfy him.

She closed her eyes. Her hair was strewn overiltbe/n which her
head rested. Her hands bunched into fists, clugcthie bed cover,
her bare toes curled and uncurled.

‘Things have got much worse at the factory,' slgabeHe listened
impassively. 'We need help badly, so badly thatafdon't get it, we
could be in trouble—real trouble.’

"‘Well?'

This was terrible. It was worse, far worse than shd envisaged.
Haltingly she told him about the visit from the @es' Council
representative, how he had said that Bairds weysmgdelow the
legal minimum, let alone below union rates, and hbey would
have a strike on their hands if they failed toedlseir rates of pay.

'‘Which," he said, 'in view of your lack of fundspmd mean closure?’



She nodded. 'Followed by bankruptcy.'

‘And what did you think you'd gain by this?' He tgesd first to her,
then to himself, indicating what had so recentketaplace between
them.

Her sigh came from her depths and she shook hel; bempressing
her lips to stop their trembling.

'So,"' he persisted mercilessly, removing himsalmfrthe bed and
pulling on his shirt, 'you decided that the onlygywwas to sacrifice
yourself at the altar of Big Business, get yourgaib bed with the
only man you could think of who might be persuadéy-age-old
means—to save the family business?'

She could not bear his sarcasm or stand his jeegag. She sat up
and swung her legs to the floor, seeking with lest the sandals
Rosco had taken off in the course of his lovemaking

He buttoned his shirt and fastened his belt, thesed his hands into
his pockets. He stood looking down at her drooguegd. 'What

exactly did that naive mind of yours imagine wolldppen this

afternoon? Did you in your innocence picture madyin your arms,

satiated with a surfeit of passionate loving, wilin my gratitude to

grant your every wish?'

His scorn, his amusement at her expense, torer didagt. Yes, she
thought, that was exactly what | did imagine-... Wyrd, I've grown
up in the past quarter of an hour! My illusions é&een taken one by
one and smashed to pieces.

The tears she had struggled to hold back had wesirand poured
down her cheeks. She supposed it was a form oyeklshock, but
whatever it was she could do nothing about it. &heered her face
again, like a child trying to hide from a nastytpie in a story book.



'It's been such a strain,' she sobbed. 'I've wsbmgself sick. | just
didn't know what to do for the best. All I knowlige been a total
failure. I've—I've failed now even—even as a worhaier body
shook with crying. 'If I'd been the son my pareeily wanted,' she
muttered, her voice thick with emotion, 'l wouldveapulled the
business through.'

There was only the sound of her crying. 'My moth&re went on,
and she could not keep the bitterness from heey&@be wanted me
to come and see you.'

'‘Does the business mean everything to her?' Rad@mdonelessly.
'‘More than;—anything in the world?’

'If you mean more than | do, the answer's yes—andtis not so
much the business as—well, her way of life, hemdaad of living. |
think secretly she's pleased no one wants to benhtuse. | think
secretly she blames me for—everything.'

'What is it you're after—a loan?' His voice soundedd.

Lisette shook her head. '"You said yourself thatldwtido any good.
Not now, not with this new problem of wages.'

'l think we'd better go into the living-room.’

Rosco stood back to allow her to pass him. He hadet into a
stranger. He indicated that she should sit downsaeddid so.

'Did your boy-friend condone your coming to my dpeant today
to—in a manner of speaking—solicit my help?'

She winced at the word with which he had chosede&cribe the
reason for her visit. 'He didn't know,' she murnaure



Rosco poured drinks and handed her a glass. Shettdaoking up
and thanking him, then shying away from his colapassive
expression.

'If you don't want a loan, what do you want?' Handk; holding his
glass and swilling the contents.

Lisette looked at him again and again their eyashed. She could
not put her request into words, it was impossiltler all she had said
in the past.

He stared back at her unbelievingly. 'You're nt#rad takeover?'

It was as much as she could do to make herself mhdn she
cowered in advance of the onslaught.

‘After your constant and—pardon me for saying so-enatonous
condemnation of the whole idea of the takeovenwdlker companies
by bigger? After accusing giant corporations ofsbrang family
businesses out of existence? And after sayingcihae what may,
you wouldn't letmebuy your firm, even if it was for sale?'She rallie
under his accusations and surprised herself byetfamergence of
her fighting spirit. 'What else is there left?' sisked, her voice rising.
'l tried asking the bank for a loan and had my esgjturned down. |
tried the only other person | knew who might héfpu. And you
threw my request back in my face. You told me homogonally |
dealt with the problem and all because | was femadsv | kept
blurring the issue with my feminine approach. Yawldn't see me
except as a woman.'

Her heart pounded, her cheeks burned. 'Oh GodsHh Wd been the
son my mother and father wanted 1 You would has@téd me with
respect, spoken to me man-to-man, as you did tdHaoiell. Instead,
you looked on me—you still do—as a kind of—of imfmyswho had



no right to be the head of a factory, puny and ofjable though it
may be.’'

There was a long silence. Rosco stood with his badier, staring
out of the window at the traffic below.

She went on, 'l had already been forced to trarapleny pride by
asking you for a loan. Imagine how | feel today wihige had to ask
you for more—much more than that.' She whisperedybice husky
with hopelessness and strain, 'Imagine how | feel'h

He turned and looked at her. His face was blarkeies empty. 'I'll
give you a lift to the railway station. It will sawou taking the
Underground.'

She said stiffly, 'There's no need for you to bothe

'‘Nevertheless, | am bothering.' He found her cadtlzelped her on
with it. His hands did not once touch-her.

Was it possible, she thought in a daze as she niégsdehe stairs from
his apartment, that only a short time ago he hauh lmaking such
intimate love to her she had nearly become hisress?

He saw her to the platform from which her trainaiégd. He did not
wait for it to arrive. With a nod, he left her. keite had never felt so
dejected and defeated in her life. Once again abddiled. Now she
had no one to turn to, no one at all.

Lisette did not tell anyone about her visit to Roslamden's flat. All
the weekend she nursed her misery, pretending tmbtner that she
did not feel well.



Evelyn insisted that she should stay in bed andefdisaround her,
making her comfortable. Lisette did not object ter mother's

concern. In a way she welcomed it. Since her faltEath, she had
worked at a pace that was not really hers. Whemstsea librarian,

life had been tranquil. There had been no problshes could not

solve, no fears of strikes or bankruptcy to contertd.

When Monday came, she was forced to admit thatvsiseso drained
of energy and hope that she could not face goimgptta. A few days'
rest was what she needed, her. mother said. A dayamat home,
forgetting all about the factory, with herself taivon her, and she'd
soon be back to normal.

Lisette knew in her heart that her mother was ri§hte telephoned
Bob, told him the trouble and asked if he wouldrgarn in her

absence. He readily agreed and assured her tltaullemanage the
business perfectly well until she felt fit enough return. Lisette
smiled as she rang off. He even sounded eageckletdne work! She
was thankful that she had someone as reliable ast@act as her
deputy.

Almost a week had gone before Lisette began toldettkr. Every
evening Bob had telephoned to report on the daysnts. He
sounded neither depressed nor cheerful, so Liasgemed that no
further demands had been made by the employeesin ur
representatives that wage rates at the factoryldhmel increased
forthwith or there would be industrial unrest. Siaas thankful she
had such a loyal work-force.

On Friday morning, the telephone rang and Evelyswaned. Lisette
heard her say, 'Rosco! How nice to hear from yoaWwHare you?
When are we going to see you again?'

Lisette's heart, having leapt for joy, sank as & d her mother's
effusiveness.



'Lisette?' her mother was saying. 'No, she hase'h well, but she's
much better now. Yes, she's quite fit enough talspe you.'

'‘No, Mother, no,' Lisette called in a hoarse whispledon't want to --'

'Lisette, dear,' Evelyn held out the phone, 'Rosoald like a word
with you.'

She had ignored completely her daughter's furidakiag of the
head. Lisette had no choice but to take the receélWes?' she said in
a colourless tone.

'Lisette? | hear you haven't been well. What's lveemg?"

You, she longed to say, I've been ill with you,hmhe futility of
loving you, longing for you ... 'l don't know. Cdllexhaustion.’

There was a short silence. 'Are you better now?'
‘Yes, thank you.'

‘Are you fit enough to travel?'

‘You mean to London?'

‘Yes. 1 want you to come and see me.'

There it was, the old imperious tone. Head of Enmalpcts speaking,
she thought with defensive scorn, chairman and giagalirector of
Electro-Magnetic Universal. The words echoed inghsat vacuum
that had existed in her mind all that long, unhaypegk.

'Well, can you manage it? This afternoon, | mean.’



Of course she could manage it, but some wilful iegpt to life in her
mind and she replied, 'l can't think of any reasdry you should
want to see me.'

She heard her mother at her elbow, urging, 'Ga, deaand See him.
Why not?"

'Look Lisette," his tone was clipped, 'l want te geu. Today. Is that
clear? Bring your mother with you, if you don't wémtravel on your

own. But | want to see you alone. Come at threlmakc Can you

manage that?'

'Yes,' she said mechanically, 'three o'clock.' Téeeiver crashed
down at the other end.

Couldn't he have been pleasant? Didn't he posagdsuaanity? He
had passion in abundance, she knew that only tol. Bet
tenderness and consideration? No, none at all.

Lisette arrived early at Universal House. She leidHome before
lunch, promising her mother that she would havesalrsomewhere,
but she had not bothered. Her appetite had leftdveallowed up in
her dread of coming face to face once more withcBétamden.

She had racked her brains but had been unablentodha reason for
his wanting to see her. The magazine on her lafdauat hold her
attention. She closed it and went to the windowkileg down at the
traffic and the people in the street so far below.

Everything down there looked so small, she musedt ds she,
part-owner of an insignificant shoe firm, must ldokRosco Hamden
from the pinnacle he occupied as chief executiveaofiant
electronics organisation. A conglomerate, he héldadais company,
a corporation which, he had said the day they hat] bought up



businesses that were not necessarily in the saele@ &s their
own—in their case, electronics—but marketing qudiferent
commodities and services, like bakeries, car hioggl chains ...

And what had she replied? She remembered ruefuldion't like
monopolies. | don't like takeoverBhe words rang in her ears anc
mocked her.

How inexperienced she had been, how smug! Whatbditidshe had
had in her own power to overcome, single-handeg, @oblems
which might come her way in her life and her workere was no
doubt that she had grown up in the few short mosihse she had
met Rosco Hamden.

'‘Mr Hamden will see you now, Miss Baird." The vomkeRo0Osco's
secretary broke into her thoughts.

The executive suite seemed larger than she remendhlzgrd more
impressive. The man lifting himself from an armehao
acknowledge her entrance seemed more intimidatBlye felt
dwarfed by the whole scene, unequal tp whatever t@wasome.
Maybe she was still feeling drained, maybe she Ishdwave
postponed this interview, whatever it was about.

Rosco approached, his hand extended in a formalows. Had this
man really made love to her—less than a week agdh—such
ardour that she had been swept along by it alnooshe point of
complete surrender?

Their hands met, clasped and parted. It was athpersonal Lisette
wanted to cry. Now she was becoming emotional wondanly', she
derided herself, everything, in fact, of which telhaccused her the
last time she had been in that room.



She looked around. There was still no desk, oniyicaairs and
settees grouped around circular or rectangulaesafir files and
folders, for coffee cups and plates of biscuits.

This was the modern way, she supposed, where alteonferences
took place, where heads of divisions and departsnantd their

subordinates met for regular discussions of padicgt progress and
future plans.

This was a business world outside her experieh@®ré no relation
whatsoever to the empty inquiry desk and papewstr&fice floor,
the wooden huts and leaking sheds that made uprémaises of
Baird Shoes.

She glanced at Rosco uncertainly. 'Sit down, Lesette indicated a
chair beside his.

'Lisette’. Her heart jumped at his use of her fi@ie. So he hadn't
reverted completely to cold formality. There wagwever, no

warmth in his manner. His movements were brisk launglnesslike,

despite the way his eyes had scanned her faceeashéinds had

touched.

‘You still don't look fully fit. What's been wrong?

She shrugged and sank into the armchair next {estriging to hide
the relief she felt at sitting down, endeavouriogkeep her head
upright instead of allowing it to rest against tbleair back. 'l
suppose,’ she replied, 'it might be called the' '@u any other name
you might care to use.' She hoped she soundednolfdaenough to
prevent any further probing on his part.

'It's not good practice,' he commented, seatingéliyito let business
worries reduce you to a state of prostration.’



'‘Business worries' he called it! If only it had bethat, and not a
face—his face—haunting her day and night, thosels/be had used
about her mocking her, insulting her, resoundinganbrain from the
moment she awoke until she slept at night.

'Is that why you asked me here?' she challengedivée me a lecture
on business management?'

That faint smile touched his lips. It did not softbem. 'At least you
haven't lost your spirit.’

'Implying that I've lost something else in your €yeHe smiled but
said nothing. He crossed his legs and clasped dmsishloosely,
completely at his ease. Did he never lose contfoh gituation?

Lisette thought pettishly. Riled by his ability telax, whereas she
remained tense and apprehensive, she went on, iddgrity, for

instance?"

'So we're back to integrity, are we? | rememberattacked mine not
so long ago.'

She stared down at her hands, remembering theioncisvas when
she had asked him for a loan.

He looked her over, taking his time. Only his eyesved. His
expensively-dressed, disturbingly attractive boag wstill, but it was
clear from the animation in his eyes that his bve&s functioning at
full power.

He frowned as if puzzled. 'Haven't | seen thatibytfu're wearing
before?'

She wondered if he would remember the blue cor and he had!
She nodded. 'It was the last time | came heredoyea. The same
occasion as you mentioned just now, when | askedfgoa loan to
help save the factory from bankruptcy.' Shouldreimend him? Why



not? "You accused me of coming crawling to you gnhands and
knees.'

'‘Ah, yes," he said, rubbing his jaw thoughtfully.
‘And you showed me the door.'

‘Adding insult to injury, as they say. Mm, you'drdig say there had
been much—Ilove lost between us, would you?' Sheckkd her
hands to absorb the pain that swamped her bodg ayhical words.
'Has there,' he mused, eyes closed, 'ever beemeaduring our
comparatively short acquaintance when we havamigsinsults at
each other?'

'| can—think of one or two,' she replied, clearivey throat to rid it of
the sudden huskiness.

'Yes,' his eyes came half-open and rested on ber e smiled as if
the memory did not displease. 'So can I.'

'‘Why did you want to see me, Mr Hamden?'

He rose and she noticed he did not say, 'The n&osso,' as he had
in the past.

He rested his palms on the back of his hips andrdegl her tense
figure. 'Despite our momentary digression into mepersonal
concerns, | invited you to see me for reasons #rat strictly
business.'

She looked up, puzzled. 'Strictly business?'

‘That's what | said. You know nothing about it? Yewnaware of
what's been going on this past week you've beeg e nodded,
going a little cold. 'Hasn't your highly intelligeboy-friend told you



anything of the week's events? No, | can see h#thas doubt with a
view to protecting you in your weakened state.’

Now she was really afraid. 'Protecting me? Fromt®ha

'In the circumstances, | shall have to tell yousdems that, last
Monday afternoon, a deputation of your employeasecéo your
office insisting on seeing you. Bob Farrell exptadryou were ill and
that he was acting as your deputy. So they told thiat either the
increase in wages to bring them up to the negatiatgon level took
place next pay day—yesterday, to be precise—orwumyd stage a
sit-in at the factory until that increase in wages\wut into effect.’

'So,' Lisette put up a hand to her white chedhksy'te now on strike?'

'‘No. Moments after the deputation dispersed, andewour
boy-friend and deputy, Bob, was standing hand tdheondering
what to do, he received another phone call." HdesimiFrom your
archenemy, Rosco Hamden, who expected to find gousaal at
your worker-director desk.'

Lisette ignored the mockery and said, 'Well, wregigened?'

In a move that might have been to tantalise, tqHKeer waiting,
Rosco flicked a switch on the intercom. 'Coffee fao, please,
Pamela.'

The reply, 'Certainly, Mr Hamden,' came clearlyittie room.
'Please—tell me!'

He smiled at Lisette's pleading eagerness. 'Are ipotiorment,
wanting to know what happened next?' He came tadstafront of
her, pushing his hands into his pockets. A fledjirsgrious look
passed across his eyes. It went so quickly Lisettedered if it had
really been there. 'When | discovered you weratilhome, | was



naturally worried, especially after what had hapgaebetween us a
couple of days before.'

‘You can get me off your conscience,' she respotaitly and she
hoped, convincingly, 'it was exhaustion. Or ‘fluteld you.'

He lifted a shoulder. 'All right, it's as good ameaas any. Anyway, |
phoned to tell you and instead told Bob, that thaitning | had called
an emergency meeting of my company's Board of Birec We

discussed the plight of Baird Shoes. | explainedsituation to them
and it was decided that since the business wasasahall one, any
transaction that might take place between Electagihétic

Universal and the shoe company in question needaqut to the
shareholders of E.M.U. for their approval or othisea

Lisette felt bewildered. The room started reelimgl &he held her
head. Pamela, Rosco's secretary, knocked and droutte coffee.

She heard him thank the girl and dismiss her. la$kes me to pour,
Lisette thought, my hands are shaking so much plsinvouldn't be

able to.

He did not ask her to pour. Instead, he filleddtps himself, adding
cream and handing her the coffee and offering tigars Eagerly she
sipped the hot liquid, while he settled himself doagain and drank
for a while in silence. When she had steadied,demned to know
because he spoke again.

'l immediately instructed the company's auditorgddo your factory
and inspect the books kept by Bob Farrell.'

Lisette dared not speak in case she broke the $pmbe was rising
within her like the dawn of a new bright day.

‘The auditors arrived and while they were therd) &as able to give
some words of reassurance to your employees fitatadl, all might
not be lost. This kept them quiet, at least fortihne being."'



The cup rattled against the saucer in Lisette'sl leenshe reached
forward to put them on the coffee table. By ther glas beyond
caring about appearances, about letting her enwsbaw.

‘Our auditors,’ Rosco went on, his voice impersdf@aind the books
In impeccable order. Your Bob Farrell has muchetmmmend him.’
This Lisette acknowledged with a nod. Useless tydlkat Bob was
‘hers'.

‘Alas,' Rosco continued, '‘Baird Shoes had veng liti offer.’

Lisette stared. 'So --?' He did not answer. "Wk where we were”?
No—no help, no hope at all?

Rosco pulled himself from the depths of the chas,hands feeling
for his pockets again and he paced the area imteddaound them.
Then he stopped in front of her.

'‘Against any sane man's business judgment, Liséesaid, 'I'm
going to make you an offer. Throw it back in my—rather, my
company's—face, if you like, but please, keep pwakies out of it.
I'm offering, on behalf of Electro-Magnetic Univalsto buy you out.
Call it a takeover, call it what you will, I'm offi@g you a sum of
money for Baird Shoes. Now," he watched her closgiye me your
answer. Yes or no?'



CHAPTER SEVEN

LiISeTTEplaced her hands over her face. The world had i top
and she needed time to regain her balance.

'If you say "yes", Lisette, your worries will be ah end.' She still
could not answer. 'l realise you're having a stieighknow your

abhorrence of takeovers, of family firms being $awaéd whole by

larger concerns. But the alternative is bankruptoy—auditors

assured us of this. Make your choice. Consult yoather, if you

like." She uncovered her face at last. 'There'ddlehone,’ Rosco
said. 'Use it.'

She shook her head. 'No need. | know her opiniee. hade my
decision.' Her body was growing warm, colour dyed ¢heeks. 'lt's
yes, yes. Please !

For the first time for weeks, she smiled. Her eyame alive, they
danced, they shone. Her smile illuminated her éecehe gazed up at
him. She wanted to throw her arms round his netie felief of
feeling the responsibilities slide from her shouddeas almost too
great be be borne.

He smiled at her reaction. 'Don't get too excitéou haven't heard
the terms of the offer yet. You might not approve.'

He was right, of course. This was a business dehtalled for more

restraint. Before letting him see her relief andigie, she should

have asked if there were any conditions attachddrade a pretence
of bargaining. She looked up at him, waiting, batedmined even

before he told her to accept the offer, no mattestvit might be.

He laughed, throwing back his head, and her heariniered. His
mood was good, he was being human and approachable.



‘You're a dead give-away, my girl. You're no bussn@sman. | can
read everything you're thinking in your face.' ldached out as if to
touch her, seemed to change his mind and withdievhdnd. He
continued his walk back and forwards. 'As you muestlise, the
buildings are mere shacks and worthless.' He loakedrds her for a
reaction. She compressed her lips and nodded.

He went on, "'The machinery now in use is so old,weeld only
receive from a buyer its value as scrap metall@ders you have in
stock, the skins, the adhesives and the lasts rogbaleable, but for
a relatively small sum of money. | gather the lawd which the
premises stand is not leasehold, but freehold?’

Lisette nodded.

'‘Which means,' he said, 'that you own the land bithvthe factory
stands. That is its greatest asset—the site.ittisally the only thing
on which we could raise any money in the deal. Nlibwell you the
sum of money we had in mind. | take it there arsimareholders, that
you and your mother are the sole owners?’

"There's no one else,' she told him.

'‘Which simplifies matters considerably.' He themed a sum which,
to her, sounded far in excess of what the factaag worth on the
open market, even when the value of the site wantanto account.
'‘Does that satisfy you?'

'Rosco, it's wonderful!"

He laughed again. 'What unbusinesslike languagetidt have that
phrase recorded in the minutes of this meetingrapdrt it to the
Board of Directors of Emu products!’



Lisette's cheeks turned pink. She looked roundrtiwen. '"You're
probably having this conversation bugged, anyway, @ped on a
concealed cassette recorder.’

‘You're right, it's being taped,' he responded, @idted to his head,
'here on a hidden recorder—by my brain.' Lisettdesin

'So,' he walked towards her, 'it's a deal?' Shel@ed.dHe held out his
hand. 'Shake on it.'

She extended her hand, too, but as their handsabend to meet, to
her consternation he withdrew his. 'There is on@tpgou've

forgotten. A rather important point, in fact. Youmother. She's
part-owner with you. You must get her approval.’

He was right again. Why was she acting so impulgi/@/hy could
she not act the cool, poised business woman? Ske 'tknow my
mother will approve, but | must let her know.'

'‘Don't speak for her, Lisette. She must do thahfnself. | want to
hear her verbal agreement before we go ahead awiisgi the
hand-over.'

He dialled her mother's number and held out theivec. 'I'll listen
on the extension. | take it you've no objection?'

'‘None at all." As her mother answered, Lisette sagkrly, '‘Mother?
Our troubles are over. Rosco—I mean Emu productsh-teegive
them their proper name, Electro-Magnetic Universale-auying us
out.'

'‘Buying us out?' Lisette wondered why her motheoise sounded
strained. 'I'm not sure what you mean, dear?'



'l mean,' said Lisette, 'l mean Emu are—well, tgkuns over.
I've—I've agreed.' There was a questioning silelhdbought you'd
be pleased, Mother,' Lisette added, her voice viegex little.

'‘But, dear, all we wanted was a loan. A takeovsuigly too drastic?
| mean, it's our company, isn't it? Your dear fatstarted it, and he
left it to us. He wouldn't have been happy to krtbet all his hard
work has led to a—a takeover, when all we wanted firaancial

assistance.'

‘Mother --' Oh, why, Lisette thought, couldn't meother understand
that a mere loan would no longer suffice? Why cotildhe accept
that it was the end of Baird Shoes and that nothihgtever could
save it now? '‘Mother, we're broke, dead brokddlyou they wanted
higher wages. The orders were running out. Anywagy weren't
being fulfilled ...’

'‘Dear, you should have told me money on its owrddrousave the
business.'

Lisette could hardly stand the reproach. 'Motheshe said
desperately, 'l tried to explain. | thought you ersiood.’

‘A loan, dear, a loan, that's all | thought you evgoing to ask for.'

Was her mother crying? Surely not! Not when she twadar away
to be comforted. Lisette put her hand over the mgete. 'I'm sorry,’
she said to Rosco, 'l never dreamt it would be susihock.’

"'l handle this," he said, holding the extensawmay from him. 'Put
your phone down and wait in my secretary's office.’

Without questioning the authority in his voice—sf&s too stunned
to question anything—Lisette obeyed.



Pamela looked up, said a cheerful 'Hallo, Miss &aand asked her
to take a seat. Then, to Lisette's relief, shaaedhion with her work.

Ten minutes later Rosco opened the door. 'Comé.isstte.’ He
waited while she passed in front of him into the@xive suite, then
he confronted her.

'‘What the hell did you think you'd gain by notital your mother the
truth? Didn't you think she was old enough to bptkeformed of
everything?'

Lisette, stunned by her mother's reaction andsiiscked by Rosco's
reversion to his cold, authoritarian manner, couidy falter, 'l did
tell her the truth, even if it was only part of lk—well, | just didn't
want her to get hurt.'

'‘But, good heavens, girl, she had to know it alinsotime, and
whenever that was, you must surely have known ulgvburt. You

should have told her the lot —about the unrest ajtlbe employees,
the threatened strike, the bankruptcy looming optead, you left it
to me to do the dirty work for you.'

Lisette having felt so happy, had descended yahagahe depths.
She told herself cynically, it was like being bdadme. She sank into
a chair. 'So I've done it again, have 1? In yoweselve failed in my
duty. Never mind,' her eyes lifted, challenging hihm used to the
taste of failure.' She made a pretence of lickiaglips. 'It's bitter and
extremely unpleasant. But then you wouldn't knowuyld you?"

'Look, Lisette," he grasped her wrist, drawinguneto face him, 'over
the last few days, not to mention the last few rr@apl've been doing
my utmost best for you. I've persuaded my Boar®ioéctors that
they were not entirely throwing their money awaybinying out a
nearly defunct business called Baird Shoes. Anal jit informed
your mother of the unpalatable facts and figuresclwlso nearly



forced Baird Shoes into liquidation. I've also nged—though God
knows how—to talk her into a calmer frame of mikdth all due
modesty, | really think | deserve not your sarcasmi your
gratitude.'

Lisette could not meet his eyes.

'‘Not," he went on, releasing her and watching alerer wrist where
his fingers had bruised her flesh, 'have you ohaaked me.'

Her eyes widened. 'But | said --'

' "Rosco, it's wonderful." That's not thanks. Ydwert went on to
suggest that | might even be having our convensasiecretly
recorded. Was that thanks?'

And she had wanted to throw her arms round his!rieckly she had
been at liberty to do so, how many barriers thatildithave broken
down.

She shook her head helplessly. '"You've done so riauals, | don't
know how to say thank you adequately. Just sayiaguwords seems
So insignificant when set against the generosigllofou've done.'

His eyes lingered on her for a moment, then hesthiaway.
'‘Rosco?’
'Yes?'

'‘What about the employees? What about their jobls&' asked the
guestion hesitantly, thinking she might arouseaniger again.

He turned to face her. 'As part-owner of the factand therefore
responsible for their means of livelihood, | woretewhen you were
going to think of your employees.’



His voice accused and she experienced a mixtuefiince and
despair. 'So I'm in the wrong again. | can neveriglat in your eyes,
no matter how much I try.’

His jaw hardened. 'Relax, girl. Do | have to calma ylown, as well as
your mother? Because if so, I'd choose a very mdiffeway.’

The look in his narrowed eyes had her pulses hammeshe felt a
surge of longing for his soothing words, his toaci his caresses.

'Rosco,' she asked, 'will they lose their jobs?'
He gestured. 'Sit down again and I'll tell you whiadve in mind.'

His company, he told her, owned an empty factoraonndustrial
estate to the north of London, not so many milesifivhere he lived.
'‘We could furnish it with up-to-date machinery foe tmanufacture of
footwear," he said, 'and, if the workers are wgjlio move house, they
would be re-employed by us in more modern surrcougsliand
conditions and much better rates of pay. If thoserots don't
motivate them to move,' he added, 'nothing will.'

Lisette frowned. 'It would cost them money, sellthgir houses and
buying new ones.'

'‘We'll even help them with that by giving them ngarges at special
rates and also a resettlement allowance. Now," avtdunting smile,
'‘perhaps you will acknowledge that there amneadvantages in
being employed by a giant company such as ourd,'\Welstood in

front of her, ‘are we going to have a politicaliargent? If it ends in a
stand-up fight, nothing will please me more." Sbheked up and
caught his grin. 'Fights between a man and a washaays end in

victory—and conquest—for the man. That is, if hk&sright sort of

man.'

She smiled faintly and said uncertainly, 'RoscoaWébout Bob?'



'He won't lose by the change.' His curtness cutamiy further
guestioning on that subject.

'Is it possible,' she asked, 'for me to see thefaetory some time?’

He smiled, his good humour restored. 'Sure. Kitgou there myself.
| suppose you want to make certain the Baird "offigy is going to a
good home?'

She returned his smile and nodded.

‘Are you free on Sunday? Come and have lunch withand I'll take
you to the factory in the afternoon. I've got tley ko the building.’

Her heart leapt. '‘Are you sure? | mean, your weeks are precious,
aren't they—the time when you relax?-"

‘Tell me, how better can a man relax than by haaimggpod woman
around?'

The cynical reply dimmed her pleasure just a lithegood woman',
any woman.

'l even let you cook the lunch, if you want. Arndat's "a real
concession. There aren't many women I'd let messitain my
kitchen. You're one of the select few.’

Who, she wondered dismally, were the others? And hmany
women did he have? As many as he had moods, shesp

By the time she had reached home, her mother haonize
reconciled to the takeover.

'‘We'll be able to stay here,' she said. 'I'll infidhe estate agent that
we're withdrawing the house from the market. Ob, rilief, dear!



she sighed. 'To think we haven't got to pull up @mats ... | do hope
you thanked Rosco for all he's done for us?'

With a twinge of conscience, Lisette nodded. Shd tranked
him—~but only when he had prompted her to do so.

She phoned Bob to tell him the good news, but liehter he already
knew. Rosco had called him as soon as she hahiéfiad had a long
talk with him.

‘You've done well, Lisette,” said Bob. 'l honestlydn't think
Electro-Magnetic would be in the least interested firm as small as
ours. | don't know how you talked Mr Hamden rouodlbing what
he's done.’

Lisette blushed at the memory of her planned 'demhicf Rosco,
and how wrong it had gone. How could she have thbtigat an
innocent like herself might have used such an ottheery feminine
trick to trap a man like Rosco Hamden into the ¢ake of a business
which was so plainly a loser? So why had he ddhe it

The next day passed slowly. When she had told lo¢ghen that she
would be going to Rosco's for lunch and then helavbe taking her
to see the new factory, her mother did not commextept to say,
noncommittally, '"How nice, dear.'

It was plain that she suspected no other motiveéhwisit, no deeper
relationship developing between them. And her mowvess right. It
was really a business lunch, with the differen@g,throvided Rosco
was in the right mood, he would let her cook thahherself!

He was in that 'right mood', it seemed. From thg & greeted her
on the threshold of his flat, and judging by theuzd way he was
dressed, he was in a very different mood from thedmnitting,
quick-thinking image he presented during workingiiso He wore
dark blue slacks and his honey-coloured silk shas Wwigh-necked.



Lisette was glad she had dressed in the same dashain. Her jeans
and blue tee-shirt caught his eyes and his gazeeveddazily over
her shapely figure. She remembered the scarlet tutfgirl called

Wanda had worn the day she had visited Rosco untedlig to beg

for a loan. She also recalled the blonde hair artept features.

'It's no good,' she said, prickling under his ardusgard, 'trying to
compare me with your beautiful girlfriend. I'm ind#ferent class
from her.' His smile broadened and she went onndefely as. he
closed the door, 'If you'd wanted sophisticati@xigess and— and
experience, you should have invited her, not me.'

‘Well, well. All that self-denigration and | havespoken a word yet,
not even "Hallo". What are you all steamed up about

'I'm not steamed up. But you didn't seem to appaivihe way I'm
dressed.’

His hand grasped her shoulder and he turned hawx d¢ you know,'
he said, smiling, 'that | was lookirad your clothes and nahrough
them?' He laughed at her expression. 'I've shogkedl You must
surely be a collector's item—a girl, probably thdyoone of the
species left, who can be shocked by a veiled nefereto the
nakedness beneath her clothes. Would you likenk®ri

Confused by the intimate overtones of his commesfits,answered,
‘Yes, no—yes, please.' She sat in an armchair aitdy trying to
relax.

He poured and handed her a glass. 'The "sherryeblefioch” routine,’
he commented. 'l bet it's a ritual you don't in@ulg in your
household. It would go against your proletariamgples.’

'‘Why do you keep sheering at my compassionateuddtito the
under-privileged?'



He came to sit on the arm of her chair and resigarm across her
shoulders. She jerked irritably at what was plaaflacatory action.
'Is that how you interpret my remarks? If so, I'morrg. I'm
compassionate to - the less fortunate section aktypdoo. If |
weren't, why did | come to the rescue of a povstticken family
business?'

Lisette said nothing. He was so clever at winnimgrtverbal battles.
He never failed.

‘Do you know something, my little worker-directdr§peak to you as
| speak to no other woman. None of my other woneguaintances
would understand what the hell | was talking ab&uit you,' he

curled a finger under her chin and turned her tgmeards, 'you're so
intelligent, you understand everything | say withoawy having to

explain it afterwards in words of one syllable.'

' "He loved her for her intelligence.
bitterly.

She quoted classic joke

He lowered his head and brushed her lips. 'Why,sdud softly,
‘would you like me to "love" you for— something &P

She eased her chin from his hold and stood up,ipgish her
tee-shirt which had come adrift. 'If you'll tell manere the food is --'

The deep freeze was in the kitchen and she helpeslfito items
which she placed in the oven for the specified tith&as good to
work in such a well- equipped, clinically clean dhen. She
wondered who kept the place so spotless. A dally,lsbe guessed, a
lady who probably did all the things a wife woulaMe done if Rosco
Hamden had at any time seen fit to take one.

But, she thought, placing plates in the hot cupthadrthe electric
cooker, no woman could exist who would suerymood of the head
of Emu products. Which was why, she thought, dlettethe dishes



extra loudly, he had such a selection of womemdéise—all the more
to choose from when a certain mood came over him.

'‘What's biting you?' She swung round, red-faced,sé@ him
straddling a kitchen chair. In her fit of tempdrgshadn't heard him
come in. 'Why all the noise?' he asked. 'lt waswba chose to cook
the lunch. I didn't force you.'

'It's nothing to do with the lunch,' she saidwls --' She hesitated.
She couldn't tell him the truth!

'It was something | was thinking, that's all. Natpito do with you,'
she lied quickly, sensing he was about to questerrfurther.

‘Next time," he said, as his eyes wandered toipkt-fitting jeans,
‘remind me to buy you an apron. I'd like to see geuhe efficient
little housewife you'll become after you're marriedBob Farrell.'

How do you know,' she fenced, dishing up the méathall get
married?'

"You mean,' his eyebrows surely could not go aghé' 'you would

consider dispensing with the marriage ceremonyEBxai, with

your high principles and slightly straitlaced resp® to a man's
love-making?'

'It's going on all the time nowadays, isn't it2 saplied defensively,
but not meaning a word of what she was implyingu¢hould know,
shouldn't you? Your private life—'

'Is my business.' He stood. 'It's time we ate.'

'‘Anyway," Lisette said, as they seated themselvestools at the
breakfast bar which ran along one wall of the letchBob Farrell --'



'‘Doesn't matter. You've already told me. And | doelieve you. A
nicer young man you couldn't hope to meet.’

She turned to look at him as they sat side by s¥imi're talking to
me like a father,' she said, flashing him an imposik.

‘A father?' He seized his knife as if it were a weapon.cMuonore of
that, you impudent young female, and I'll --'

‘Shall we eat?' she asked, with wide-eyed innocence.

'You're a cheeky little devil,’ he murmured, filirhis mouth with
food.

Rosco's flat was on the edge of the country, notfrtam Epping
Forest. The factory owned by Emu products was & slao journey
away on an industrial estate in a London suburb.

‘There's nothing in it," Rosco told her as he padutke car outside a
newly-constructed red-brick building. 'It's empM. you'll be seeing
Is bricks and mortar."'

Lisette shook her head, her eyes bright. 'l sleafldeing the future. A
dream which has become reality.’

He gave her $ curious look as he locked the caeaodrted her to the
building, opening the glass swing door with a keg anotioning her
in. Even the entrance lobby was, by Baird Shoewsta@ls, spacious.

'Inquiry desk,' Rosco said with a smile. 'Nobodsrd just like yours.
But | promise you there will be before very long.'

On the ground floor was a vast room with many wimsiothrough
which the sunlight streamed, making patterns ontilee floor.



Lisette half-closed her eyes and visualised machimad work
benches and people.

‘The whole building is air-conditioned,"” Rosco rekea, 'and,
needless to say, centrally heated.'

'So the smells connected with the work won't hangrad but will be
extracted without everyone getting frozen by opemeddows?
That's wonderful!"

On the first floor, there was a repeat of the laggsund floor room.
'For expansion,' said Rosco, 'when —not if—it haygpe

The third floor was divided into rooms of varyinges, the large
areas plainly intended to accommodate typists &nctal assistants,
the smaller rooms to be used by the managemehisigipersonnel
department. One room seemed more important thanothers.

Leading from it, through a communicating door, \&asnaller office,

no doubt intended for a secretary.

Lisette, dreamy-eyed, wandered back into the n@amrand gazed
from the window. All around there were buildingmsar to the one
they were in, some even now only half-built.

She turned, leaning back against the sill. 'l tHihkave this room.
There's a—well, a kind of nice feel about it. Wolld she looked at
Rosco, 'would | have a secretary?'

He looked back at her seriously for a few momehex he laughed.
'Of course the manager will have a secretary. Notage of money,
remember?'

She walked about, her arms wrapped around her,ustgble to
believe that in a few months she would be workimgre instead of
the tumbledown shack which, contained her officahat present
Baird Shoe factory.



'Rosco?

'Yes?' He answered her absently, turning from timelow to which
he had wandered.

'‘Once you said you would give me lessons on managewill you
keep that promise? You have such a wide experignoeustry, you
must know an awful lot about management.’

He walked towards her, arms folded. 'I'll teach,ybthat's what you
want. I'll charge you,' he teased, unfolding hisi@rand wrapping
them round her waist. "The form of payment, my swee, won't be
in money.'

. She frowned, drawing herself in. 'Rosco, | didm#an that. | --'

'‘Don't worry," he said softly, 'l won't ravish yodlot without
invitation, anyway. When do we start? Next weekeAd®you free
on Saturday?'

'l think so. Shall | come to you, or --?'

His arms, still encircling her waist, seemed conterstay there and
she relaxed under his hold. ‘Let me think. I've igotve'll do it the

easy way. We'll go to Epping Forest—it's only arskistance from
here— and take a picnic lunch. Weather permittthgt is. If it's

raining, we'll have to think again.’

'‘What about books? Will you take them with us?'

'‘Books?' He laughed down at her. 'l won't need botils all in my
head. Naturally, I'll tell you some books to re&te'took her hand in
his. 'Seen enough? Satisfied?'

‘More than satisfied. It's far better than | expdct



'So the head of Electro-Magnetic isn't such a wviflaihe smiled,
leading the way down the stairs and locking ther édter them. They
walked to his car. 'So "big" isn't so "bad" and adiihisn't so
"beautiful"?"

She shrugged. He was taunting her with her own svardl it was an
uncomfortable feeling.

At the car he took her by the shoulders and gavelsenall shake.
‘Admit it.'

The factories all around were quiet because itStaglay. Only one
or two people walked to and fro, disappearing buddings.

'l admit it,’ she said, 'but reluctantly and onlg-dause in the
circumstances | can hardly do otherwise.'

He laughed, his eyes glad that he had won the aguride drew her
close and kissed her. 'That was the long awaitexhk you" kiss you
never gave me. Except that | took it from you. @e¢he car. I'll drive
you back to my flat.'

Rosco made a pot of tea for them both and founthapened packet
of coconut cookies. Lisette drank her tea and deistéhe armchair,
eyes closed, deeply content.

She must have slept because she became conscibardd taking

hers and holding them until her eyes came opencdsyes gazed
into hers and it seemed to be evening outsideastnot getting dark,
but the birdsong sounded different.

Rosco pulled her up and into his arms. 'lI've se¢ f@r an hour and a
half watching the Sleeping Beauty. And all thatdimy appetite has
grown. Not so much for food, my sweet, as for s kps, parting
hers, finished the sentence.



His hands found the separation of her tee-shimhfh@r jeans. They
roamed over the softness of her midriff, arounddask and all over
the enticing curves her body possessed. She clurfgnt as he
brought her to life. From the dreams of her sldep was entering
another dream—that his lovemaking came not fronreésit love.

'Stay with me,' he whispered, spreading his kisses her throat as
her head hung back, 'stay here tonight, Lisetiletebich you my
needs, my desires. I'll show you how to resporal tman's passions.'

'‘Rosco, I—I wish | could say how much I—No! She must not tell
him how deeply she loved him. He was not interestéove, only in
the appeasement of his desire. But she loved himteasely, she
wished to please him in whatever way he wanted ...

'You want to stay?' His eyes blazed with gladnésghat what you're
trying to tell me?'

The door bell rang, once, twice, three times. Hade go and ran his
hand through his hair. The bell rang again, insibe as though
someone was refusing to remove the pressing fingerthere was
an answer.

'l go," said Lisette, and walked unsteadily asr¢he room and into
the small entrance hall.

Wanda stood on the doorstep. The tables had besedtu_ast time
they met, Wanda had opened the door to find a dcannerable girl
standing there. Now that same girl, no longer stalmit still
painfully vulnerable, was on the inside, while R@sovoman—as
Lisette herself had so nearly become—was the artsid

Wanda's eyes roved insolently over Lisette's dished figure, then
moved to Rosco who had come into the hall.



'‘Good God, darling,' she said, 'you must be hartbua woman if
you had to make use of a tee-shirted,- jean-cladrgoe@n
student-type!'

She entered and dropped her jacket on to a cHag tifhe her step-in
trouser suit was made of black velvet. A diamorabbh glittered on
the lapel.

'If you were so desperate for a woman, darlingg' wsient on, ‘why
didn't you call me? I'd have come at the click otiyfingers.' She
leant against him, pressing close to his body. idendt repel her.
'Like | always do.' She looked up at him.

Lisette walked past them, found her handbag ifivimeg-room and

returned to the hall. Rosco thrust Wanda from hmohwent across to
Lisette, who stood at the entrance door. Wanddy avismall laugh,
left them.

‘Thanks for today," was all Lisette could find #@ysShe was too
choked for words. Much more and the tears wouldgdiéng over.

'l ring you,' he said. He was remote again,rargier. He made no
attempt to explain or excuse.

Lisette supposed he was used to such a situatim,one woman
arriving before another left.

‘There's no need.' She tried to keep her voice, taldsome of her
misery crept in.

'‘Next Saturday,' he said.
'Forget it,' she responded. 'I'd hate you to gat gates mixed again.'

'l didn't invite her.'



'You don't need to, do you? You're unmarried, fodeall moral
obligations. Your mistress can come and go asikés, Ican't she?'

His arm lifted in a sharp movement. Lisette thoughtvas going to
hit her. She turned and ran down the three flightgairs and felt the
cool evening air sweep across her burning cheeks.

Lisette told Bob about her visit to Rosco's flaé $howed no sign of
concern, let alone jealousy, that she had spenddlavith another
man.

She supposed that since Rosco Hamden was soon thebe
employer, Bob regarded it as nothing unusual teathHould want to
see Lisette to talk business.

He seemed more interested in the fact that Rosgshawn her the
new premises which would house the factory. He tijuesd her
closely as to its design and even asked her to raaldeetch of the
place. With this in his hands, he began workingtlo@ possible
placing of machinery, the allocation of officese gpace that could be
used for the storage of materials.

Lisette told him, too, about her proposed visiRtwsco the following
Saturday and the reason for that visit. '‘But I'®eided not to go after
all,' she said, omitting to tell him why.

She could not bring herself to be in the close camyof a man who,
with such calmness and absence of embarrassmeatalla to
switch his passion and invitation to a night ofdmaking from one
woman to another.

'You must go,"' Bob urged. 'lt's a great opportufotyyou to learn at
first hand all about management- modern manageriémere else



would you get such a wealth of information? Only dyending
evening lectures, and that's a lengthy business.’

So, when Rosco telephoned, as he had promisedyntrma their
arrangement, Lisette did not have the pleasurehadwing his
invitation back in his face. She was glad afterwattht she had not
done so. It would have revealed a weakness, leftimgknow that
she was upset about Wanda's arrival at his flat.

In any case, she could not have refused him. Hagihter during
office hours and his manner was cool and detacHedwas very
much the boss of an international electronics asgaion. He would
meet her, he said, at the entrance to the Undandrstation and they
would carry on from there.

'‘Don't worry about the food," he said. 'We'll ertleat out—if the
weather's bad—or I'll have some sandwiches made up.

‘Thank you," she said, feeling annoyingly nervait's. very kind of
you to take all this trouble.’

'Isn't it?" he said dryly, and rang off.

The weather was warm, but a few clouds hung inskfye Lisette

wore jeans as on her last visit to him. They wesnt new and not
frayed at the hem as the others had been. Herasped and ribbed
and round-necked. She wondered if Rosco saw ham as/ergrown

student-type' as his lady friend had so scathingfigrred to her.

He showed no sign of noticing how she was dresdezhvine leant
across to open the passenger seat of the car edksdstation. His
greeting was cool and unsmiling. Had he not foegothe way they
had partedthe weekend before? His skin was tarfrong the warm
sun they had had for the past week or two. His ridug shirt was
partly unbuttoned, his dark slacks drawn in tolaan waist with a
dark blue belt.



His hair looked newly-washed and there was about l&m
tantalisingly fresh, hard masculine look which Hasette's senses
stirring restlessly. Now she was with him agair, bedy began to
shed the strange depression that had shackledchensafrom the

moment she had left him six days before. He, howeseemed to
regard her as no more than a passenger in hil bart her deeply to

think that, even after the intimacies they had ocasion shared, he
could still look upon her as just another woman.

'‘Where are we going, Rosco?' Lisette asked in # swiae.

'l told you, to Epping Forest. Have you heard @flit has a long
history. Once it was much bigger than it is nowRlmman times an
enormous forest stretched across East Anglia frmRiver Thames
to the Wash, but now only small pieces of thatgbremain. One of
them is the few thousand acres of Epping Forest.’

They left the town of Epping behind and the roamktthem through
the forest itself. It was a main road full of tiafand it was plain that
the forest was a popular place for weekend familyngs.

Lisette glanced up through the windscreen and sawthe branches
of the trees met overhead, forming an elongateavayg. Above the
trees the sun gilded the leaves and in the spastegeén, the sun
burst through, making the drivers and their passenghield their
dazzled eyes.

'If you're lucky,’ Rosco commented, overtaking awsmoving
vehicle, 'you might see a deer moving through rteest'

'In this part of the world?' Lisette asked, sumgulis'So near to
London?'

Rosco nodded. 'Fallow deer, they're called. Didestcendants of the
fallow deer of England. They're distinct from theugh European
deer found in many parks. The fallow deer in Eppkagest are



almost unique in Britain. Sometimes they shoot s€tbe main road,
and you can imagine how dangerous that is, notdmnlthe deer but
for the motorists. Hence the warning notices atite of the road.’

They drove on and Rosco motioned towards the faesiss the
road. 'High Beach,' he said. 'If you walk a shastahce, you'll find
the ridge from which you can see for miles acrosgfdrdshire.'

A short time later, he slowed the car and bumpéthefroad on to a
forest clearing, coming to a stop in a parking atteare we are. Our
destination—Con- naught Waters. Out you get antbtk the car.'

From the boot of the car he pulled a holdall, thentook Lisette's
hand and drew her after him. They walked throughttbes towards
the lake. Not far away, at the lakeside, was tre-house with a few
rowing boats moored nearby. On the lake other Huating one or
two people were moving steadily, oars dippinghgsand leaving a
skimming trail.

Lisette tripped over a tree root and Rosco steadwkedunlinking their
hands and putting his arm about her shouldersldgiked up at him
guestioningly, her heart beating fast. Was hisfatomod leaving him
and a new, warmer mood taking its place? Did slitetlsis mood

better than the other? He did no more than smiendat her and look
ahead. The excitement she had begun to feel diagl.aw

There were families gathered in circles, cloth®agron the ground
and covered with flasks and cups and paper pl@#ser people
gazed across the water, their backs against treksrHere and there
couples lay, entwined and in their absorption wathch other,
heedless of the comings and goings around them.

Lisette looked at them with envy. It was a sensasibe had never
known—to be so admired and desired by a man slesllthat, when
she was with him, the whole world receded into amggless blur.



Rosco found a small clearing a short distance ffoenwater's edge,
where the weekend crowds had gathered. He drewdaraimcoat
from the holdall and spread it on the ground. Thenpassed the
holdall to Lisette.

'You be mother.'

She laughed back at him and caught her breatle ditattle of warmth
that lit his eyes. To hide her embarrassment skedran the holdall
and found packets of sandwiches, tomatoes, fralitascuits.

'l made the sandwiches,' he informed her, stregcbut his legs and
leaning back on his elbows. 'l hope you're notssyuweater and that
you like the fillings.'

"Youmade them? | didn't think you had it in you!" saeirned.

He sat up and rubbed his hands together slowlynyhtaore remarks
like that, young woman, and you'll finish up acrogsknee! Nothing
would give me greater pleasure than to spank ytmisnbmission.
Ever since I've known you, you've been far too klieé

Her head swung round. With relief, she saw theesrkie didn't mean
it, he was joking.

'Why shouldn't | say what | think?' she challengeffiering him a

sandwich. He took two. 'We're on the same level, said so once
yourself. You're the head of a large company, enltead of a small
company. So we're equals. Aren't we?' She gazeidhatlemanding
an answetr.

He looked at her and looked away. He said thoutiatftMm,’
adding, 'let's eat.’

They finished their meal and packed away the erfipgk, having
drained it of the coffee it had contained.



Rosco lay back, his linked hands supporting hisihesette hugged
her knees.

'It's so pleasant here,' she said, looking abaut he

‘The lake isn't natural,’” Rosco told her. 'Once #nea was just
marshland. The lake was made in the eighteen-eghitihey called

the lake Connaught Waters after the Duke of Conmiawgho was

appointed by Queen Victoria to be the first rangfeEpping Forest.

In a really cold winter the lake freezes and pecoplee here to skate.'
He was silent for a few moments. 'l used to spenaidhere as a boy,
fishing and boating. | loved the place. Still doeVWwed a bus ride
away.'

She wanted to hear him talk of his childhood but dot like to
guestion him. Instead she asked, 'Can we go ariddodhe lake
now?"'

‘Not yet. This is a talkabout, not a walkabout.e $ughed and he
lifted his head to look at her. '"You know, it'steaage thing,' he gazed
narrow-eyed at the blue sky between the overheadchez, 'but
we've been together for over an hour and we hagaaltelled once.’

'l hate quarrelling with you,' she said brightlyd 'much rather we
were friends.’

His head came up again and she coloured deeplyettieg her
revealing words. 'I'm willing," he said, his hanmdgng for her, 'more
than willing.'

She evaded him, saying hastily, 'Tell me about mament.’
'‘What do you want to know?"'

'Oh," she lifted her shoulders, 'everything.’



'‘Everything? Oh, in that case, it will only take raecouple of
minutes!" She laughed with him and he added, 'N® ot a fool
takes on part-time lecturing for nothing. | shahashnd payment.’

Lisette moved uncomfortably, knowing he wanted teeask him
what he meant, but she stayed silent.

'‘Let me see now,' he murmured, sitting up andrigkiis hands round
his knees, 'the subject is so enormous | findficdit knowing where
to start.' He stared unseeingly into the depthiti®forest.

Lisette gazed at the way his hair tapered to thpeiof his head. She
saw the breadth of his back, the shoulder bladskipg against the

thin shirt fabric. His sleeves were rolled to abbieelbows and his
arms were tanned, the dark hairs spreading beyanddld band of

his watch to his wrists. She felt a stab of desuanting to stroke the
back of his head, to run her fingers .down his arms

At last he spoke. 'In industry," he said, giving&smile touched with
sarcasm, 'there are eighty per cent advisers agdwenty per cent
doers. You'll find an "adviser" behind piles of papThat's the only
way he can justify his existence.'

'‘But what about management?’

'Have patience, woman. I'm coming to that. A goaghager,’ he
went on, narrowing his eyes in thought, 'must hawe vital

guality—he must be able to get people involvedpust train them
to work as a team. Today, work enrichment is thegthWorkers are
regarded as individuals nowadays. The "conveydt bebntality is

finished. It's all small teams now, more group viagk

'‘What about the manager?' Lisette said in a snoadev

‘This is management,' he said with a touch ofition, 'which is what
you wanted to know about, isn't it? The managerase of an adviser



now, not so much a boss. There's less managemeintxwl, more
by motivation. Workers are no longer treated lik#skand naughty
kids at that, and they have the "behaviourists"souial scientists to
thank for that step forward.' He looked at her,dhd knew he did not
really see her. 'Are you with me?"'

She nodded.

'In large organisations there's been a revolutionmanagerial
thinking. We know now that you have to trust pedplget the best
out of them. Managers nowadays have to be pregareglinquish

the tight control they used to have, to hand tbatrol over to those
who are doing the job."'

Again he gazed into the distance, but Lisette khewvas not seeing
the trees, the worn paths, the occasional dog vdtrelged near them,
snuffling the ground.

'‘Nowadays,' he went on, 'it's discussion, not nagon; involving
workers in the decision-making process, encouradgiregn to do
things voluntarily, instead of under pressure.tAis takes time.' He
flicked her a glance and looked away. 'It takesepat, years of
discussion. The right personality of those at thye is an absolute
essential. They must have a very high standardaafdrship—of the
new style.’

As he spoke, Lisette realised that, although skiedean running the
family business for over a year, she really knewy Wittle about the
job she had taken on. It was essential beforeitarkie managership
of a brand new factory, such as they were beingmgito read a great
many books on the subject.

'‘Had enough or do | go on?' Rosco had become avfduer again.

She nodded. 'Enough for the moment, thanks. I'mnhegy to
understand what you meant when you said the sugsenormous.



But I'm really interested. | should love to leaom® more.' His raised
eyebrows put her on edge. 'That is, if you dontidrteaching me
some more some time.'

‘The pleasure would be all mine," he said drylyndyfull length
again. 'l haven't even scratched the surface cdubgect matter.’

She wrapped her arms about her knees again ared steound her,
hearing the birds singing, seeing them lift offfrdbranches, spread
their wings and flutter to land a few trees distdimh going to look at
the lake,' she said, rising and dusting her leggs &f leaf mould. She
wandered off, climbing the steep bank which brodwggrtthrough the
trees to the water's edge.

She glanced back once, hoping Rosco was followlg. had
remained where he was, seeming to have forgotten
Disappointment gripped her, although she told Herslkee was
foolish to expect him to act the friend, let aldhe lover, running
after her as if every moment spent without her wasted.

On impulse, she slipped off her sandals and stepgedthe cool
water, pulling the legs of her jeans clear. Witresythat were
unaccountably sad, she watched the laughing couplasats on the
lake. The young men rowed while their girl-friendsight handfuls
of water and let it run away. Again that envy wellep. It was
something else she had never known—complete agatré man, a
sharing of laughter, the simple joy of being togetthand-in-hand
companionship.

The water swished round her ankles as the wadtedidats reached
her. She thought of the man lying alone in theralgabetween the
trees. If she never returned to his side, wouldven notice? He had
his own girl-friend, a beautiful woman called Wanthy should a

simple, uncomplicated girl like herself—a girl wHoy her parents'

sake, should have been born a boy—matter to Roaocwdein?



£he slipped her wet feet into her sandals and ek to his side. He
did not even open his eyes as she lowered heestdidhim. Her feet
were still wet and she looked around for sometkitg which to dry
them.

'‘Rosco?’

'Yes?' 'Have you got a towel?'

‘A towel? What do you think | am? A nursemaid?’
A little plaintively, '‘My feet are wet.’

'You shouldn't have paddled.’

So he had watched her! 'l couldn't resist it.'

‘Nor could I, as a boy.' He sighed as if moving wasuisance. He
pulled his handkerchief from his trouser pockeer#tyou are.'

She dried her feet and-said, 'I'll take it home aadh it.'
‘No. Put it back in my pocket.’

She did, pushing it down so that it would not falit. Beneath her
hand she felt the hardness of his hip and for aseeonds her hand
lingered. She could not explain why, she had ndeee such a thing
before.

His head lifted and he looked at her through naswwyes. She
snatched her hand away and his head rested baak &g had
unbuttoned his shirt and pulled it free of his baltthe sight of him
lying there, from head to foot a magnet, Lisettel i@ quell her
Instinct to reach out and trail her fingertips oliex skin.



She tore at the grass beside her, finding a piecehew, then
discarding it, hating its bitter taste. She pulkdthe neck of her
ribbed top, wishing she had worn a cool shirt. S8inéed up on one
side, then on the other.

'Stop fidgeting, woman, for heaven's sake,' Rosow/igd.
'l can't,’ she said.

His head came up again, a sardonic eyebrow roséheblay back,
saying nothing.

She looked at him, her head movements jerky. 'Rs$t® murmured
in reply. "There's—there's an insect hovering gwer. It's landed on
your chest!'

'‘Brush it away,' he said lazily.

She dived and her hand skimmed over the dark hainspving the
Insect which flew away. But her hand was trappeuatied and
pinned down. The insect had escaped. It was het theat was the
prisoner.

His hand held hers against him. Under her palm f&he the
roughness, and under that the hardness of thedtarature beneath
his chest. She tensed.

'Please let my hand go, Rosco.’

'‘Why should 1? It's what's been bugging you thist gealf-hour, or
maybe longer for all | know—the fact that I've iged you.' His eyes
stayed closed but his faint smile was full of knegde. "You just
couldn't stand it, could you? You just couldn't ixestill. You were

determined somehow to get my attention.' He jaakeknupright,

caught her shoulders, twisted her round and pukgalown on top of
him. '"Well, you've got it now. What are you goimgdo with it?'



Her wrists were caught in grips of iron and he hbiEm out straight
at each side so that she was spread- eagled anddsedgainst him.
To keep her face from touching his, she had toeptat unbearable
strain on her neck, holding her head at an unnanige.

They stayed thus for some moments. His eyes wargitg her and
full of laughter, not in a kindly way, but as if keew the agony she
was going through to keep herself away from him.

It was no use, in the end the strain was too gnedter head flopped
forward. Instead of turning his head so that tlolieeks touched,
Rosco stayed as he was and their lips met.

Still with her arms imprisoned, Lisette felt his mtlo move, forcing
hers open. There was nothing she could do buiriebave his way.

'‘Now she's kissing me," he murmured against hetimou

Indignantly she lifted her head again. 'No, I'm! ¢ you who kissed
me.'

He laughed, his eyes brilliant. 'What, in this piosi, with you
pinningmedown!'

‘You pulled me on top of you!" she retorted. 'lrchd-'

The sentence was never finished. Her wrists wdeased but arms
clutched her, rolled her on to her back and shepivased beneath his
weight, full-length and helpless. His body was haamhd
overwhelmingly masculine, in his eyes the detertmometo catch and
conquer, to master and subdue.

‘This is the second time I've got you where | wegoi,' he said,
through his teeth. She struggled, but he heldtilewgh ease. 'We're
beginning to know each other very well indeed, drem, Miss



Lisette Baird? What would your "understanding bogHd" say
about that?'

'l told you,' she said, trying to evade his seekimguth, 'he doesn't
matter. | --'

'He doesn't matter?' he gritted. 'It's all rightrbg, my pretty. If you
have it in mind to play around with one man whiéeging another
trailing obediently after you on a lead, then dtet'tme change your
plans, especially as it seems I'm the one youtending to play
around with." His mouth settled, taking hers bypsse. His kiss was
as harsh as his tone of voice. His ungentle haedrcised out the
agonisingly vulnerable places on her body.

She had to free her mouth to speak, she had teitethow wrong he
was about her. With an immense jerk she freed loaritimfrom his
pitiless lips.

'Rosco,' she gasped, 'Rosco --' It was essentimdsome breath to
enable her to talk. Her hands came up to hold sigehof his head.

At her touch he was still. She felt the pressureiwrfall over her and
wished that the desire she was aware that he wasriercing
stemmed from love instead of mere proximity. Ang gould do this
to a man, she thought in anguish, any female foemehth a man's
moulding hands could arouse sexual appetite.

But love? That was different. She searched his agafey looked
into hers. Where was the love? It wasn't there,it?aBhere was only
a frightening kind of cruelty, a curious wish tonmh, a biting,

unillusioned cynicism. What had she done to infase with these

negative, corrosive emotions? It was as if, in sstn@nge way, she
had let him down ...

'‘Please, Rosco, let me tell you something.' Hegdlig, still against
his head, started to move gently through his H&m.not at all the



kind of person you think | am." She could feellbisath fanning her
mouth. Her eyes explored his face and she saw ughter lines
pencilled by time around his eyes, a frown markniog between his
brows. She smiled slightly, making no attempt wether feelings.

If it was there in her look, that love she felt this dynamic, restless
man, she did not care. Why should she hide it et $he desired
him as much as he desired her, even though theiredeas built on

very different foundations?

If she were to give herself, it could only everibdove. She loved
him and had done so for longer than she could z&Uuf he wanted
her, as it seemed he did, then why should he kethar?

'‘Explain what you mean,' he said softly, not ondjetating her
stroking hands but seeming to like it.

'It's difficult,’ she whispered, 'but—well, I've vex wanted any man
to touch me before. Always I've wanted to draw ham&ve away,
and if that wasn't possible, I've gone stiff anuste'

'It hadn't escaped my notice,' he said, with at femmle.

'‘No, no, you're wrong. Not with you. If | have gotense it was
because—well, because | knew --' she took a deegtir'l knew
what you would do to me.’

'‘And what have |—done to you?' he murmured, turrangd kissing
her wrist near his face.

'‘Broken down all my barriers, the—the inhibitionkiah have built
up over the years.' Her hands went to his shoul&rs closed her
eyes. It was not possible to watch the change whiaildd come over
him when she told him the truth. 'lIt's only beemrytouch that I've
not only tolerated but actually wanted and—and osmied.’



When her eyes opened, she steeled herself forthidtpvas not pity
she saw but pleasure, satisfaction —and somettseghe could not
fathom.

'l don't know if you're aware of what you're teffime,' he said, his
body hard with a desire that demanded indulgebaé)'m assuming
you know what you're saying, that your powers asmning are
unimpaired and that you also know—and welcome—wla@ting

your way.'

His head lifted. He searched her face for rejectionding none, his
mouth took possession of hers. Irritated by theidaformed by her
tee-shirt, he tugged at it, loosening it and shgpimpatient hands
inside.

Lisette's skin tingled as his caresses, with a sviemiliarity,
skimmed and stroked, bringing her to vibrant life=r body moved
and responded with delight to his lovemaking anddrens curled
and crossed around his neck. His lips made thegrrtarvéhe hollows
of her throat, feathering back again to settle widrd, intimate
possession on her parted lips.

'‘By heaven,' he murmured, 'if we weren't in a puplace, there'd be
no holding me back, you little minx. There'd benomsense from you
this time about stopping as there was last. I'&ehmy way and you'd
belong to me, from the top of your sweet head tar yeriggling toes.
You'd be my woman, minx.'

Her body came exquisitely alive under his increglgirppossessive
touch. She moaned and hid her face in his necksc®&b she
whispered, 'please --'

'‘We'll wait,’ he agreed, 'but | say it reluctantior the present,
however, I'll tame my desire—it won't be easy—araat\WwHe moved
on to his side, pulling her round, then he smileid iher eyes and



kissed her. He tidied her tee-shirt, pushing ioiptace under the
waistband of her jeans. It was an act that tola g@fowing knowledge
of her, of an intimacy between them that increagd every caress.

He took her into his arms and they lay togethegpped about in
each other, her head on his shoulder, his cheeksidpeer hair. There
was a contentment about her now; no longer wasosheented by a
driving longing. She was at peace—with the worldhwerself, but
most of all, with Rosco Hamden.

The words of a song came into her hdag. had a love of my own ...
All those lovers lying in each other's arms—thegdaot look upon

her with pity now. Nor need she look upon them veitlvy and a kind

of anguish. There must after all be something abeut something

she had long ago decided she did not possess, wiacde a man

want to hold her like this, kiss her as Rosco hadedl feel desire

stirring for her. It would have been heaven, sloaigit with a thrust

of sadness, if he had loved her, too ...

'Lisette?'
‘Yes?' She rubbed her cheek against his.
‘You'll come back to my flat?"

The long silence was' broken by the agitated mowsra her limbs.
He must have felt them because his arms aboutigtgened. Did
they give away the tumult in her mind, the battle was fighting?

She prevaricated, putting off the moment of deaisid¥ou don't
mean stay the night?'

He looked down at her with amusement. "What eldeydu think |
meant? To wash the dishes?'



She tried to smile. Her heart thudded painfullys Hand pushed
between them intimately and pressed against hey bdtere the
heartbeats could be felt. ‘Calm down, sweethékitbel as tender and
kind as you want me to be—the first time.'

'If—if it's what you want,' she whispered, 'l will.

He said nothing, but she knew by the way his aratdesl more
firmly round her that she had pleased him. 'Lasheg’ said.

‘Later," he agreed.

Her thoughts wandered. She endeavoured to rementizd¢rhe had
told her about management. Even the small amounati¢éaught her
indicated how very much there was to learn. Thingslld be so
different from now on. Being part of a giant compavould have its
compensations, she supposed, however much sheohddraned it
in the past.

No more worries about finance—there would be mbaa sufficient
money to develop and expand. Responsibilities wdnddshared,
advisers on policy, on new markets and overseds tk@uld abound.
Fear of strikes through failing to implement wageegments would
cease to exist.

'‘Oh, Rosco," she stirred, 'it will be wonderful he part of your
company, to be the manager of a brand new factaiti, modern
machinery and proper office accommodation for thmia staff. You
don't know how terrible it's been working in thade shacks and huts
and in unhygienic conditions. When the new factoeguipped and
we move in, I'll be able to --'

‘You'llbe able to?' She had not noticed until he spakenik hold had
loosened, that his arms were freeing her. 'To WiNd® she noticed
the edge to his voice.



She felt cold, although the sun filtered warmlyotigh the trees. She
sat up, hugging her knees again.

‘To be a better manager, | was going to say," aioe fsowning.

All around were blackberry bushes, at this timah&f year full of
thorns but no fruit. Long brambles stretched ouf &ying to reach
something that was just beyond them. The sun welnihd a cloud
and the treetops stirred in the sudden cool breeze.

Rosco sat up and the look he turned on her was tatls get this
straight. | have never once said, either by implkeca or firm
statement, that you would be made manager of twefaetory.'

'‘But, Rosco, | --' She was too dismayed to continue
The truth was taking time to penetrate.

'You—what?' He stood, pushing hands into pockétas'that what
this'—he indicated where they had been lying—'wa#aaid of?
Were you trying it on again? Was it a repeat pentoice of the last
time you tried to persuade me, against my wiltatce your company
over?'

She stood now and faced him, her face pale, hetshelenched to
stop the shaking.

'‘What was this—this human sacrifice in aid of timse?' he went on
coldly. 'Last time it was for Big Business. For wheason did you
see fit to use your "persuasive techniques" onatesision? To make
sure you got the managership of the new shoe coyftpan

Lisette shook her head, but it made no impressiow could she tell
him she had seen no need to try 'persuasive tagsijcas he called
it? It would have sounded so arrogant, so presuonigtuo tell him



she had assumed without question that the job wpa$ to her.
After all, she had held the position before.

'So you were coming back to my flat? Why?' Rosazkepharshly.
'For a repeat of what happened before, exceptthisaime you were
determined to go through with it right to the sighcontentment at
the end, followed by my unquestioning acquiesceag®ur request
while still wrapped about by the golden aura oelmaking?’

'‘Must you be so cynical?' she cried.

'Who was it this time who persuaded you to make'sherifice"?' he
rasped. "Your mother again, or your so understanioy-friend,

hoping he'd get a foot in the door, too, by becgnyour assistant
manager?’

She sat down again, drawing up her knees-and restingheek on
them. 'You're wrong in all your assumptions,' sheked. She knew
she would be unable to convince him. Hadn't thenesvef the day
followed, in his eyes, almost exactly what had tagkace a week or
two ago at his flat, when she had really triechtow herself at him in
order to gain his help?

'I'll take you home,' he said curtly.

So the golden day was over. That 'love of her tvad' changed back
into a remote stranger. 'All the way?' she askdly,dooking up at
him.

He shrugged as if it was of no consequence howdairove her as
long as he deposited her somewhere away from heninHicated
that she should move from the old raincoat on whihegy had been
lying. He folded it and pushed it into the holddlhe day which had
held such promise had come to a bitter end.



They drove away from the peacefulness of Epping$tointo the
endless movement of traffic that passed through sineurbs of
London, the residential areas and industrial bagdiwhich lined the
route to her home.

'Did you honestly believe,' said Rosco, his voiasedh'that, given the
right kind of "encouragement”, | would hand overaoplate the job
of manager of the new shoe factory?"

''ve been its manager up to now,' she replied ndafely, 'so |
thought --'

‘That you could make the transition from the manag® of a
broken-down, failing firm to that of a brand newoperly financed
venture without any trouble at all? And with wha
gualifications—that of once having beehkaarian?'

‘That was what Bob Farrell was—a librarian. Yet'yewspoken well
of him, called him able and intelligent --'

'Which he is.'

'‘Because he's a man, that's why! You're prejudaggainst women in
management positions, in any responsible posi¥ou. could never
look on a woman as your equal --'

'l called you my equal once,' he broke in coldlyfun, that's all. You
didn't really mean it,’ she accused. 'We were bwthaging directors,
you said. The fact is,' she rounded on him, 'tbatrggard all women
as suitable for only one thing, the appeasemeywbwf desires.’

‘You're talking the most unmitigated rubbish!" ‘Aating to you,
that's all | do talk.' He laughed. 'Now you're wagtme to say that
you're the most intelligent girl | know. All rightyith a quick glance
at her, 'l will say it. You're the most intelligegitl| | --'



‘Then why can't you give me the managership ohthe factory?'

'‘Never miss a chance, do you?' he taunted. Masteotraffic lights

seemed to be against them. During the long waetiah red signal,
Lisette fretted. 'l hope,' she began as they wddedraffic to cross
their path, 'you won't hold—what happened todayirefjaBob

Farrell." Rosco was silent, his hands resting lgbth the steering
wheel. 'He had no connection with—with today at Bibr did my

mother.'

‘There's no need to try to protect your boy-friehd,replied curtly.
'‘Where someone's business potential is concermeasider it not in
relation to their private lives but their abilitieShe traffic lights
changed and they moved on. 'So the motivation Hier gathetic
attempt at self-sacrifice today and your agreerteeabme back with
me to my flat were motivated purely by self-intePést

'l suppose,' she replied tiredly, 'you could thaikt that way.'

By the tightening of his lips she knew what he wlasking. But
wasn't it true? What else had brought her out ¢aipiwith him—to
tell him her feelings about him and to allow himrt@ake love to
her—if it hadn't been self-interest? Not, as hetakisnly believed, as
a means of being given the managership of the aeterfy—she had
assumed the job was hers anyway—but as a meapsmdiag a few
precious hours with him. 'Pathetic self-sacrifice' linad called it,
when all she had wanted to do was to tell him, simmlv him, how
much she loved him.

It seemed a long journey to her home. When Rosew dp outside
the house, she asked him in, but he refusedcdllland see the
Burlingtons. Thank you all the same. Goodbye, ligset



She looked at him. 'Goodbye', he had said, and witth cool
detachment. The word sounded so final. Was it yaakk end of
everything between them?



CHAPTER EIGHT
A FEw days later, Lisette took a call from Rosco's dacye

'‘Mr Hamden would like to see you, Miss Baird. Coytal make it
this afternoon?'

'‘See me?' Lisette asked, dazed and sounding, she &rittle stupid.
'‘But why?'

'l really don't know, Miss Baird.'

Of course she wouldn't know, Lisette reproacheddierHe wouldn't
tell his secretary his private business, would he?

'What time this afternoon?' she asked.
‘Three o'clock. On the dot, he says,' the girl daiaighing.

On the dot he was, too. At three o'clock preciselyette was called
from the waiting room and shown into Rosco's roAmsshe entered,
he rose from the depths of one of the armchairs.

He approached, hand outstretched. 'Welcome oncm a@gathe
executive suite.'

Lisette put her hand in his to acknowledge thetpalesture—and
found hers caught and held fast. Her eyes wereaemdntoo, and a
slow smile spread across his face. ‘Do you ské# Imy touch?' He
was being sarcastic again. 'Out of all the merhis world, do you
still prefer mine?'

So he hadn't really believed what she had toldthenotheg: day in
the forest? But how could he, when he had aftersvacdused her of
using her femininity as a bait to capture a tofjob



'When we parted you said goodbye," she answerdidouight you
meant it.'

'In the personal sense | did.' His eyes did notddeer face which, to
her own surprise, she managed to keep completalykblIn the

business sense, | should have said au revoir. Altteve did buy you

up. In the circumstances, you could hardly havesetgul not to see
me again, could you?"

She took her hand from his. 'The day we first nség'said, 'you gave
due warning—that you "ate little companies like enifor your
mid-morning snack".

He smiled. 'l seem to remember that when the "meas first

offered to me, | turned my head away in disgustn&dime later, |

recall a certain—attractive representative fromt tltampany

virtually begging me to swallow it whole. | don'sually touch

"“failing" companies. But for some reason that catglly escapes
me,' he rubbed his jaw, 'l made an exception df phaticular firm

and complied.’

‘We'll do our best not to give you "indigestiorshe retorted.
Rosco laughed.

'‘But,’ she went on, 'as I'm to be thrown out of joly, | soon won't
have any control over what happens to the firmedaBaird Shoes.
Or any connection with the company that made a wigal

His eyes narrowed momentarily, then he motionedtdbwards the
settee. 'Relax in the arms of your "parent" compahls eyes
mocked her, trailing her face and figure reminislgers though his
thoughts were pleasant.

She coloured slightly and sank on to the settegoided her, leaning
back and looking her over. The navy blue dressvaire was neat,



button-through and round-necked. Her gloves, handirahshoes
were white. She was dressed as if she were attpadimterview.

Rosco's hand moved towards her and rested a frigech from her
thigh. She tingled, as if he were actually touchieg He smiled, as if
he knew the effect the nearness of his hand wasdnawn her.

‘Well?' he murmured. 'Are the barriers up or down?’
'l don't know what you mean,' she answered stiffly.

'If the barriers are down, my sweet, you're welcanmy flat at any
time.'

Her head spun round. "Your woman friend called Veamaks left you,
so you're looking for a replacement? Is that why gsked me here?"

He laughed, as if he was enjoying himself. '"Yowreng. Wanda has
not "left" me. She comes and goes as she pleasésnidB that isn't
why | asked you to come and see me.' He stoodlagng himself in
front of her, growing brisk and serious. 'l caligali here to offer you
ajob.'

'There's no need.'

'‘Why, have you found employment?' She shook hed.h8den
there's every need. You used to be a librariatmatright?’

'Yes,' she said, holding her breath.

‘This company, like most large companies, possesdéxary—a
very good one. We need a librarian. I'm offering yioe post.’

Her heart almost stopped. It was a dream—it must be



‘The library,’ he went on, 'occupies all of thetHfiffloor of this
administrative building. The pay is good, the hoams reasonable.
It's a specialised field, but I'm "Sure that witbuy intelligence you
would master it quickly. Will you accept?’

Her eyes came alive, her wide mouth curved in desmosco, |—I
hardly know how to thank you. It's unbelievable!F@among books
again ...'

He smiled at her pleasure.
‘Are there many other librarians employed there@'asked.

'| forget the exact number. There's the chief hlara—that would be
you --'

‘Me?'

'Yes, you. Why are you so surprised? Do you thikh a smile, 'l
would offer the one-time owner-manager of a shatofg a lesser
position, especially as she's had previous and welyable
experience in a library?'

'‘But --' Couldn't he hear the note of dismay invace?
'‘But what?' He seemed puzzled.
'You did say the position was thatlefadlibrarian?’

'l did. We shall, of course, require a referenaamfryour former
employers, but from all that | know of the applitahe smiled again,
'l have no doubt that it will be a good one.'

'‘Qualifications?"



‘At least an A.L.A., Associate of the Library Assion. Better still,
the higher qualification of Fellow of that sameasation.'

She stood rigidly, doing her best to disguise hisampointment.
‘Then I'm wasting your time."'

He frowned, caught her shoulders and urged her deagain.
‘Explain.’

Lisette said tonelessly, 'l have no qualificati@ssa librarian. I've
taken no examinations. | haven't even attendedarlbischool.’

Confessing the truth about herself to this highlgldied man was

acutely painful. 'The local branch library," shemtven, ‘accepted me
on the staff as a school-leaver and | remainedsistant all the time
| was there.'

His frown deepened and he walked about, fingersmnog at the
loose change in his pockets. 'Well,' he looked datmer, in his face
dismissal, in his tone a touch of exasperatiorf & ihad done his
best for her and she had let him down, 'that's tbalt it?"'

'Rosco,' she looked up at him, 'you once calledsméntelligent |
understood everything you said without having tplaix it in words
of one syllable. Wouldn't that do, Rosco?' She pleading, but was
that so wrong when her livelihood was at stake?

He walked away, walked back. 'l haven't forgottemas at my flat.
The circumstances were bordering on the—intimatéat say
when | have a --' his eyes skimmed over her, 'gfyl&kitten to

entertain cannot be taken out of context and ptt & business
situation." He walked away again and stood at tivelew gazing
down at the insect-small traffic below.

‘Thanks,' she hit back bitterly, 'l appreciate thaty much. I'll know
in future never to accept what you say as the truth



He swung round, started to speak but changed md,murning back
to the window.

‘The job of manager of the new factory should beeyishe burst out.
Why should she not speak her mind? Where Electrgrdac
Universal was concerned, she had nothing to logename. Her eyes,
full of challenge, sought his. He looked at here 8hished he would
speak.

At last he said, 'There's no reason at all why sleouldn't send in
your application along with other people when thie's advertised.
But | warn you, you may not even be short-listed. $Mall want a

person of the highest calibre, wide experiencepmatrably a degree
in management. Do you honestly consider that yguidify, even for

an interview?'

'It's ironic," she said bitterly, acknowledginghar heart that he was
right, 'that the lower down the industrial laddeuyare, the more
you're taken care of. My employees are assureaeaf jobs, but | --'

'l said you could apply although, as | also saa@y'ly be up against
stiff opposition.If you succeeded, you would also be entering the
race, Lisette. Are you up to that?'

'‘What do you mean?' she challenged. 'Am | healthgugh?
Authoritative enough ? Can | get nasty enough wihennecessity
arises? Or is it again because I'm the "wrong" skx—female and
therefore in your eyes weaker than my male couat&é?p

His hand came out and he lifted her by the elbostaad in front of
him. He looked at the high colour in her cheeks lilaze in her eyes.
‘Nothing will quell that spirit of yours, will it?'

She gazed back at him unflinchingly, unwilling tep the subject
because it was her future she was fighting for.dBiet would not get
down on her knees and beg for the job.



His arms encircled her waist and he impelled hesatds him. The
sweet familiarity of the feel of his body againgr$ and the male
scent of him drove every rational thought from head.

'‘Must we keep fighting?' he murmured, resting Ips first against
her ear, then trailing her cheek to her mouth, wlnes lingered.

Lisette fought to quieten her hammering heart,egaim control of
her powers of reason. He lifted her chin. 'Be fultivith yourself,
Lisette. Do you really think you could tackle sucposition?'

With a jerk she was almost free of him. This wasaa to be fought,
not tamely submitted to. 'That's typical of yohg ccused. 'First you
kiss me, then you stick a knife in my back!

The phone rang and he released her to answeohth Waterman?
Yes, | want to speak to him. Put him through in tmmutes.' He
covered the mouthpiece and turned to her, but stsealveady at the
door.

'If you have any more bright ideas for jobs for'mbe snapped, 'go a
little lower down the social scale. | mightist have enough
intelligence to become a cleaner, or if I'm nottapthat, | could
always make the tea.'

He was angry and did not hide it.

‘All right,' she flung across the room, 'so I'mrgeunjust. You've
done your best for me. But,' she blazed, 'I'm larf@—ateverything.
Can't you get that into your head? And I'll teluygomething else. |
don't care, | just don't care any more!'

She slammed the door and ran along the corridowiagpthat she
did care. She cared very much indeed.



Two weeks later, Bob Farrell received a call frone thead of
Electro-Magnetic Universal.

‘Mr Hamden wants to see me," he said. 'l don't kmbyr. Any ideas,
Lisette?'

She shook her head. How was she to know how RosendEn's
mind worked—except againkerinterests?

Bob kissed her lightly on the cheek as he leftdtcle the train to
London. 'For luck," he laughed. He needn't havd Haat, Lisette
thought as he went to the door. She knew it wagandove of her!

'l ring you at home," he said, 'and let you knawat it was all
about.'

The takeover of Baird Shoes by Electro-Magnetic tgahe

smoothly. Now cash-flow was assured and finance maanger a
problem, the employees' wages had been increabked. fliture had
no question mark hanging over it. Lisette thoughtas ironic that
the only one who did not know where she was goiag tie one-time
owner of the firm. Bob could, if he liked, eithend another job in
industry or return to librarianship.

He phoned her that evening. He sounded so exciedksew
something good had happened to him.

'‘Mr Hamden offered me a job, Lisette,’” Bob saids 'Assistant
manager.'

'‘Assistant manager of what?' she asked dazedly.

'You know, in the new shoe company. They're gomghiange its
name, of course,' Bob went on before she couldsagrd. 'Can't be
Baird Shoes any more, can it? | suggested "SofifgteShoes". Mr
Hamden thought the name might be taken up by them.’



Choking back her feelings, Lisette managed to caméate him.
'‘When do you start?' she asked.

'‘As soon as it can be arranged. There'll be a dwswitch from my
present position to the new one. He's told me tckwo some draft
plans for the reorganisation. | told him I'd alne&@dd some ideas and
he wants to see them.'

'‘Who's the manager you'll be assisting, Bob?' 8bd to make her
voice sound disinterested.

‘They're going to advertise. He said it would hé&e=n stupid to
advertise for an assistant manager when he knewdkke such a
good one!’

Lisette remembered how Rosco had referred witheasf Bob
Farrell's intelligence. But, she thought in anguish had said he
respected hers, too!

Bob was saying, 'lt will mean my moving house.hdlve to find new
lodgings. You don't object if | move away, do ybisette?' He asked
the question a little uncertainly. What did he estgeer to do—grow
hysterical?

'‘Of course not, Bob. The sky's the limit for youpwn With
Electro-Magnetic behind you, you'll get to the tope day.'

And it was I, Lisette thought ironically, who waisthat "top" once!
And it was | to whom Rosco gave instruction in thg of
management, not Bob.

'‘Good,' said Bob. 'l knew you'd see it that way 'reing off.

What he had really meant, Lisette thought, turramgy, was, I'm
glad we haven't got our lives so entangled wittheztber's that you



thought | was going to marry you. I'm glad you ha@venade a fuss
and that I'm still free of all ties.

Lisette's mother was spending the evening with Boeingtons.
When the phone rang, Lisette thought it was herherotlt was
Rosco.

‘Well," he said, 'heard the great news yet?'
'‘What news?' Although her heart was thudding, loezerwas dead.

'l thought you'd be out—or in—with your boyfrier@elebrating his
new job.’

‘That's his affair, not mine."

A brittle pause. 'l thought,' the speaker continued would have
come round to your house tonight and proposed ageriAfter all,
today he got himself a brand new job, at a muchérgalary, with
excellent prospects. What better basis for a gooarriage
partnership could a couple want than that?'

Lisette imagined the sarcastic smile on the fadeetaller. Would it
deepen to cynicism after she had spoken?

'l may be old-fashioned,' she said slowly, 'butéhe that little thing
called love.'

She would never know the response she had provokech because
he rang off. The noise the receiver made crashig ds cradle was
painful to her ear. She rubbed it and sighed.

What had she said to make him angry? Or had Wanazed

unexpectedly? 'She comes and goes as she pléasegsaid. Had he
perhaps become impatient with the boring girl chllesette Baird to
whom-he had been speaking?



Her hair needed washing. She looked in the hallamend made a
face at herself. No wonder Rosco had cut their esation short! If
the face that stared back at her was comparedhatiof the woman
called Wanda, the face in the mirror would loseexdry time.

Lisette pulled off her dress and put on a towellirpe. She

shampooed her hair and rinsed it with the showachiment over the
bath. There was a noise behind her and she listdeettled she must
have imagined it, turned off the water and gromedtie towel.

It was put into her hand. She gripped it and wign hair dripping
freely over the bath said tensely, 'Mother?"

There was no reply. Frightened, she straightenédsamng round,
spraying herself and the floor around her with watam her soaking
hair.

'Rosco!" It was a shriek.

He stood in the doorway, resting on his hand ag#resframe. The
familiar taunting smile curved his lips. His winedrshirt was open at
the neck. His dark- brown trousers fitted him tof@etion.

Lisette's heart did its usual dance at the sightraf She said sharply,
to hide her confusion, 'lt's not long since youmduh How did you
get here so fast?'

'l stole a jet and flew here. It's parked in thelbgarden.’

She frowned at his broad smile. '‘Don't be sillyy#ay, how did you
getin?'

He held up a bunch of keys.

'‘My mother's?' He nodded. 'But she's at the Buiding}'



'So was I. You'd been invited, too. Why didn't yymme?'

'l didn't feel sociable. Anyway, it's none of ydwrsiness.' She turned
her back on him, hoping he would take the hinstill don't feel
sociable.’

‘That's okay by me. Carry on. Pretend I'm not here.

That was asking the impossible! She lifted the tawelry her hair
and turned to face him.

'‘Don't you know,' she said desperately, 'that a aromever likes to
be seen washing her hair?'

'‘Not being a woman,' he returned dryly, 'l wouldn't

'Hasn't Wanda ever told you?' She hoped he woudgrase the
sarcasm, but it seemed he didn't.

He pushed his fingers back through his hair. "Wahida murmured,
affecting a frown. 'Who's Wanda?'

'‘Oh!" She turned from him. '"Will you please go a®lay
In the silence she rubbed the towel slowly oventetrhair.

‘Now that's no way to treat a visitor." He mustédavept across the
room because, when his hands settled on her shieuktee reacted
violently. One twist and she was free, facing Hangathing hard.

'‘Why have you come?' she demanded. 'To offer mhanmb? As a
lift attendant, perhaps? Or haven't | got enoegperienceor that?

Licking envelopes? No,' she shook her head fungglattering him
with water, but he merely smiled, 'l've no quaations for that, so
that's no good. Emptying ashtrays? Worse still.dée&t smoke here,
so how could | have ever emptied ashtrays before?'



Rosco stood, arms across his chest, hands gripprigelbow. There
was amusement in his eyes and also a tantalisueglgd look. He

seemed to be enjoying a private joke which excludadand it riled

her beyond all reason.

'| came to ask you a question,' he said at last.

'You could have asked that on the phone,' she sdappbbing so
hard at her hair it was beginning to resemble &bus

He shook his head. 'Not this question. | wantegsk®your face when
you answered.'

She covered her face with the damp towel. 'Nowitask

He threw back his head and laughed. After a monmentsaid
abruptly, 'Remove that towel, Lisette.'

There was a note in his voice that demanded tdbgenl. The towel
was lifted to her head again.

‘Are you in love?'

The towel stayed still, dismay filled her eyes. Hael guessed her
secret? '"Who with?' she parried.

'‘Bob Farrell?’

'‘Good heavens, no!' She gasped and the towel ,yeduser mouth.
Now what would he think? He was quick-witted, hewrshe had no
other boy-friend.

'So you won't be going with him when he moves? Ywan't be
finding a house to live in, marry him and live hapever after?'



'l've told you—nonad' She added, with an acrimony which took eve
herself by surprise, 'Anyway, how many marriageséhdays have a
"storybook" ending? Tell me anythingnythingin life," her voice
rose, 'that ends happily?'

He walked across to her, but she swung from hinail\@is hands
found her shoulders, but this time they slippedeurtie bath robe
and moved and moulded -caressingly. 'How bitter mntjle |
worker-director has grown since I've known her. Gae tell me
why?'

'‘Why?" she blazed, wrenching away again and faaimg 'Wouldn't
you have become bitter if, like me, you'd had etleng taken from
you?'

'‘By "everything",' he said quietly, pocketing hanls, ‘do you mean
Bob Farrell? He's getting promotion, has excelfgospects and you
don't want to stand in his way? So you're doing treat
self-sacrificial act | know so well and denying yloue him?'

Lisette pulled the robe back over her shoulders anabped it
defensively about her. She asked, her voice hrltat your guilty
conscience that makes you keep going back monoshnoo my
friendship, and | mean friendship, with Bob?"'

He looked astonished and quite unamused. 'Why dhloblave a
guilty conscience where you're concerned?'

'You?' she spat, uncaring of any injustice of whattfe might be
accused. 'You took away from me everything that enl#ed worth
living—the factory, my work, my interests, the iddawas going to
try out where Baird Shoes were concerned.’

'‘Such as?' he asked coldly.



She sank on to the side of the bath. 'Oh—oh, ltdowow.' Why was

she so confused? She gave a quick rub over herthair stopped.
'Like—like a workers' co-operative. That's the fetushe flared, her
eyes burning, 'whether you, from your pinnaclenafustrial power,

like it or not.'

Rosco was silent, considering her drooping figure.

‘All I wanted,' she said forlornly, 'was a loanromoney so that |
could try to put my ideas into practice.' She géhap at him. 'And
you wouldn't give it to me.'

'You must face facts, Lisette." She seemed to Istimeed him to
anger, but, she told herself, she should be usethabby now,
shouldn't she? 'A mere loan would have been usélesh a venture
wouldn't have succeeded without a massive injeafamew capital,
and you damned well know it! Your credit-worthin®@sss so poor no
bank or financial concern would have advanced ysugle penny.'

She closed her eyes. They were quarrelling agalmeriWvould he
go? His presence in such intimate circumstancestovaging her.
But it seemed he had not yet had' his say.

'‘Have you thought,' he said quietly, 'just whatav/é given you? A
large amount of money—much larger than my audimmdsme your
firm was worth—to buy you out. Out of your diffi¢ids, your money
troubles, your strike threats, your ancient mettiogroduction, your
failure to provide the goods on time. Not to memttbe means to
repay your overdraft which the bank manager wasatheing back.
Is that nothing}'

'I'm sorry,' she said weatrily. 'lt's all true. Yai'won. But then,' her
hair hung down wetly and she pushed it aside, &ravays win.'

'l wouldn't be where | was now if | didn't.'



She stared at the bath mat beneath her bare fdatomsidered his
remark. She considered it all ways. It could—jussgbly—hold a
double meaning.

Her head lifted. 'What do you mean?"'

He came to sit beside her on the edge of the bisglarm went round
her shoulders. 'Let me see,' he smiled down atitall,began two or
three months ago, when | saw a girl across a crowalem.'

Lisette's heart began to hammer, but her eyeswene Failure and
disappointment had stared her in the face so mamstin her life
she could not believe she was free of their tormgrtresence now.

With a shy, tentative smile, she looked at him.
'I'm offering that girl a job.’
Her smile vanished. 'Not again!" she said angrily.

‘Yes, again.' He caught her chin and, overcomingrésistance,
turned her face to his. 'The job I'm offering i8-fime, well-paid, has
limitless possibilities." A short silence, then]thdugh you haven't
asked, I'll tell you what that job entails. It inves cooking for me,
entertaining for me --'

'‘As yourhousekeeper?'

He laughed loudly and continued, 'To live with mkeep with me,
and most important of all, make love with me.’

'‘As yourwoman?'
'‘As my woman.'

‘You mean take the place of Wanda?'



It seemed she had annoyed him again. 'l wouldedlspf you both in
the same breath.'

So he rated Wanda's attractions more highly thas! Wdo, thank
you,' she retorted. 'l haven't enoughperience.l haven't any
gualifications." She held out her ringless handishaven't any
previous knowledge --'

'‘By heaven, the woman has wit, not to mention endpitongue. It
must be the wet hair that's doing it. Here, letdmeit.' He seized the
towel, stood up and rubbed her hair until she gbde

‘Stop it! Stop it, please!’
'If | do, will you behave?'
'Yes, oh, yes!'

He looked around. 'This is ridiculous. I've neveurid such an
uncomfortable place to sit in my life, especiallitwa girl. On the
side of a bath, indeed!" He scooped her into msand looked down
into her face. 'Where's your room?"'

'‘Put me down at once,' she demanded, kicking lgs;, leut he held
her easily. 'Anyway, we can't go in my room. I'm deessed --'

'‘Precisely," he said dryly. 'It's the best plackdavhen you're, as they
say, deshabillee And | might remind you that you've been nmy
bedroom.' He smiled into her eyes. 'Haven't you8, Yeu might
blush, young woman. An innocent like you tryingseduce a man
like me! Now,' on the landing, 'which one?' Hedaled her pointing
finger. 'A single bed? Mm, | disapprove of that.wéwer, it will do
for now.'

She cried in alarm, 'What do you mean, for now? W4ra you
intending --?'



"'l come to that later,' he said enigmaticallyttpng her down and
sitting beside her. 'Listen to me first.' He foldad arms and looked
her over, seeing her fluffy hair, her pink chedies, eyes so bright it
was as though there was a light glowing behind them

'‘As | mentioned just now," he said, 'it all begdrew | saw you across
that crowded room at the Chamber of Trade reception

'‘When | choked after drinking that brandy?"

‘That moment exactly. | said to myself, "That'sdhe. She'll be mine
even if | have to move mountains to get her.™

'‘But'—Lisette frowned—'I thought you were laughigme.'

'l was. As people laugh when they find treasure¢hat end of a
lifetime's search. Yes, my bright-eyed spitfire, ean what I'm
saying. I've been intoxicated with you from the nemrtnour eyes first
met. You got into my bloodstream and you've beangyoound me
ever since. Why do you think | persuaded my BodrDicectors to
buy Baird Shoes if not because I'd fallen in lovithwou? The
money you were given was really a gift, becausanfomally your

company had little value. Why do you think | kepfirig to fit you

into a job with Emu if not to please you and hehoy’

He drew her against him, holding her throat aniihgl her head.
'‘Don't you think, my sweet, it's time you thankee pmoperly for all
I've done for you?'

'‘How, Rosco?' she whispered.

His mouth approached her lips. 'This," he murmwagdinst them,
'will do very nicely for the moment.’

When at last the kissing had ended, leaving Lisetsting limply
against him, she sighed and said, 'l fell in lovéhwou at the



reception, too. Which means that | loved you ttegt dcame to your
flat. | would never have --'

'‘Offered yourself?' he put in teasingly.
She nodded.

'‘Why didn't you tell me, wench?' he asked softlyshing aside her
bathrobe and feathering her shoulders with his lips

‘That | --' She took a breath to steady hersetfabse his kisses were
undermining her self-control. 'That | loved you?uMeouldn't have
believed me, would you? You'd have thought | hdg said it for my
own ends.'

'‘Would I? Who knows? Who cares?' He whispered, yBut arms
around me, darling.’

She complied, unbuttoning his shirt with a shy kafdoldness and
slipping her arms beneath it. Then her cheek fdusidhard chest.

'‘Docile suddenly, aren't you?' he teased softly.

Indignantly she started to draw away, but he pulht back,
laughing. 'Good! | love that spirit of yours. It alenges me, it
provokes me. Keep it up throughout our marrieddie I'll --+"

Her head jerked back and she shot at him, "Whoveaieg marrying?"

'l did. Your mother knows, because | told her befbleft her. The
Burlingtons know, because they were there, too.'

'‘But you haven't asked me yet!

'l have no intention," he said, smiling arrogarithy telling you.' He
grasped a handful of her hair and pulled back badh'So you don't



like monopolies, my little spitfire? And you dolite takeovers? Too
bad, my darling, because from now on I'm actingigbad boss. I'm
monopolising you. I'm taking you over from here&'tigged her hair
and she squealed, 'to here.' He dived and grasgggeahkle. 'Do you
understand? Unless," with a wicked twinkle, 'yoatter live with me
without any ceremony, legal ties, ring, certificateeed | go on?'

"'l marry you,' she whispered joyfully. '‘Any timany place. Now, if
you like. Oh, Rosco,' she reached up and pressdghiéo his, 'l love
you so much ..."

The robe, which he had loosened, fell from her kleya. The frail
barriers which were left between them were no abssato his
caresses.

Later, he said as she gazed dreamily into his éyes,know how the
song goes®nce you have found her, never let her lGmom the
moment | met you one enchanted evening, that péeelvice has
influenced my every action where you're conceretd | promise
you, my love, that it will go on doing so for thest of our lives.'

She sighed and settled even more closely intorms.a



