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Her assignment was glamorous but tough

The man Robyn was sent to work with was the didedpe playboy
author, Bradley Dexter--a man whose scandalousstifie and
cynical attitude she despised.

However, Robyn wasn't easily deterred. She igntivedhoisy parties
and exotic women at Brad's villa and set deterntnidwork.

Making Bradley concentrate on his manuscript remlithe most
devious tactics--and Robyn pretended to be as jaddte was. But
falling in love with this outrageous man was nepart of her plan!



CHAPTER ONE

THE moment Robyn Barrett walked into her boss's offiecd saw his
face, she knew something was wrong.

'‘Brad Dexter can't finish his book for us in timglorton Phillips
announced. 'The earliest he can do it is by Chastmand by then it
will be too late.’

"It will still sell half a million," Robyn placated

'If we bring it out to coincide with the televisioseries he's
doing—which was the sole reason we wanted himnigHithe book
so quickly—we'd sell two million.’

There was nothing Robyn could say to this, for weéng her

employer said was right. Bradley Dexter was MorRublications'

best-selling author and also—in her opinion—one itsf most

obnoxious. Not that she had ever met him, for eamdhe occasion
when he had come to the office she had been alv&yéry book he
wrote became a best-seller around the world, ardyéyook was on
the same theme: anti-women—except as playthingsnaartiage;

anti-commitment of any kind. All the young men Robknew

professed to dislike his views, yet nearly all bérm bought his
books, quoted his sarcastic quips and assiduousiiched the
television series which were always made from edidhs books.

But six months ago he had devised a concept sdbelyhe TV
screen; calle®afety in Numberg, was a light- hearted romp througl
history showing how man had successfully foughtwag out of the
marriage trap. Hearing about it, Morton Phillipsdhaxmediately
urged him to turn it into a book, which he was nawhe process of
doing.



'‘Why can't Mr Dexter finish it as promised?' Rolasked. 'The last
time he was late on delivery, it was because tkgigbed off to Bali to
escape from Miss World.'

‘There's no woman involved this time," her empl®ged. 'It's a man.'
'‘What?'

‘No, no, not that! Martin—his secretary—has jusi havater-skiing
accident and won't be able to type for at leastritvonths.'

‘Why can't he get another secretary?’

'‘Because he won't work with someone he doesn't kraowl he
doesn't give a damn whether the book comes oubirHe's made
himself a millionaire five times over with what &ellready written,
and he doesn't care if he never writes anythingndga

'‘Some writer,' Robyn said derisively. 'He's justmaney-making
machine.'

'‘Don't knock our bread and butter!
'‘My bread and butter,' Robyn grinned. "Your jam!

Morton Phillips chuckled. Robyn had worked for Hion two years

and, despite her youth, was the best secretarathever had. When
he had first engaged herewith an excellent recordateon from her

previous employer, he had found it hard to cretdttsuch a
glamorous-looking girl could have brains to equallbesauty. But she
had. And wit and charm too. So much, that he hashdohimself

breaking his cardinal rule not to have an affathvenyone working
for him, and had done all he could to entice hter imis bed. But to no
avail. Robyn, he had quickly discovered, had a w@iiliron beneath
her soft exterior. Her golden-blonde hair, limpidey eyes and



voluptuous figure—always seen to advantage in #testVogue
fashions—was an old-fashioned girl who yearned footéage in the
country, a loving husband and a brood of children.

The fact that she had not found what she was Igdkinwas no one's
fault but her own; for she was exceptionally chgosgd knew

exactly what she wanted, and had no intention ofgromising. But

why should she? A girl with her looks and brainaldgget any man
she liked. With an effort he brought his mind avirayn the delicate
curve of her mouth to the more pressing probleBraflley Dexter's
refusal to complete the book until his secretarg @alle to work for

him again.

‘Damn ridiculous!" he exploded. 'I've already babkee advertising,
committed the printers, and landed myself with 8§ bka lot of
expense. Brad's got to complete this book in timeartiM's not the
only secretary in the world, though you'd thinkwees, from the way
Brad goes on about him.'

'How long has he been working for Mr Dexter?' Rolasked
curiously.,

‘Since he began writing, which was about ten yagcs'

'I'm surprised he doesn't have a female secretékgewing how
much he loves our sex.'

'He only loves them if he knows he can leave th&tarton Phillips
said dryly. 'Which is why he feels safer with Marti

‘Do you want me to ring up our advertising agenagl aancel the
adverts we've booked for Mr Dexter?"

'‘No, don't do anything yet. I'm not giving in to d@¥s decision
without putting up a fight. The whole thing's nonsieal. There must



be any number of male secretaries he can get.dinggo call him
again and see if | can twist his arm."'

He reached for the telephone, a frown marring i, faintly lined

face. Tall, slim, and a well-groomed forty- five, Man Phillips was
the epitome of the urbane publisher. Robyn watchied for a

moment, then went out, thinking dark thoughts abBuhdley

Dexter's highhanded behaviour. He knew very well ths publisher
had expended a great deal of money to promotefahiscoming

book, and from what she remembered Morton tellieg, it now

needed no more than five or six weeks' work oo tdmplete it. It
was typical Dexter arrogance to refuse to do sib lustsecretary was
fit again.

Come to think of it, she was not sure she everebedl the excuse. It
was more likely that Bradley Dexter was caughtrupnother one of
his temporary but highly publicised interludes wi#t another of the
world's beauties. Names and faces flashed intoninedt and flashed
out of it as quickly as they did his life. He rgaNas the world's worst
playboy—or best—depending on your viewpoint. And rake
matters worse, he used each affair as grist tamilis basing his
books on his experiences.

An office junior came in with a percolator of fréglbrewed coffee
and set it on Robyn's desk. She sniffed the argpeeaiatively, then
poured a cup to take in to her employer After aveosation with Mr
Dexter he would be in need of it! With her usuédrsi efficiency she
glided into his office and placed the cup at hisoal. His ear was
glued to the receiver, and the frown on his fackintensified, telling
her that his conversation with his best, and mgtult, author was,
as usual, onerous.

'‘Have your coffee,' she mouthed, and lightly tapipisdarm.



He looked up. 'Thanks, Robyn." Picking up the dup,gave his
attention back to his call. 'What did you say?'da&d, into the
receiver. 'No, I'm not talking to someone elséhatdame time as I'm
talking to you. | was merely thanking my secretimybringing me
some coffee. Although at the moment I'd prefeifaghisky.'

He paused and held the receiver away from his @dhat Robyn
could hear the staccato voice coming through i& &uld not make
out what was being said, though it seemed to arhasd®oss, who
was half-smiling.

'l can assure you that Robyn's just as good asmMaviorton Phillips
stated. 'He's not the only competent secretary,kymw. Why you
should think you can't find anyone to take his eléar a couple of
months beats me. If you...'

He stopped as the staccato voice interrupted him, Robyn,

deciding the conversation was going to go on foneséime, went to
the door. Her hand was on the knob when she heartddss give a
startled exclamation.

'‘But that's impossible! How can | . .. Dammit! Ga/@u get someone
down there? Yes, | know | said Robyn was the bmst,.." With an
anguished look in her direction, Morton Phillipstoaed her to stay.

Robyn shook her head, mouthing that she had natiatewhatever

of becoming Mr Dexter's secretary for two minuties,alone two

months, but her employer deliberately closed heseys he went on
speaking.

‘Well, if that's the way you feel, Brad, | don'tvieaany choice. How
long do you think it will be for? Very well, but nmore than six
weeks, and on the firm understanding that the &kished in that
time."! He put the phone down quickly, before Brgdleexter

changed his mind, then opened his eyes and lodkad secretary. 'l



had no choice,' he said weakly. "You know how mtluk book
means to us.'

'So you're throwing me to the wolf, are you?' Rolsand crossly.
'‘Don't you have any sense of guilt?'

'Only to my bank manager!" Brown eyes surveyed 'Bera pet and
do it, Robyn. wouldfeel guilty if | didn't know you better, but yoa'r
more than able to take care of yourself—otherw@ae wouldn't still
be such an innocent!'

'How right you are,' she said crisply. 'Bradley Bexvon't get any
change from me! He's everything | despise.’

'For God's sake don't tell him until the book'ssfired! I'm depending
on you to see he gets it done.’

'‘Don't worry aboutthat. I'll make sure his nose is kept to the
grindstone!'

'See that he keeps his hands there too! Those dediean nights
can be dangerous.'

'‘Even to a girl armoured in innocence?' Robyn dhidken asked
curiously: 'I'm surprised he wanted me to workHon. | thought he
kept women out of his professional life.'

‘You're the exception that proves the rule," hepleger replied. 'l
guess it's because he's heard me speak of yoleb&fou wrote to
him a few months ago suggesting some amendmerdd)ecalled
and said he thought you were right, and that yalighgood brain.’

'‘Good enough not to stand any nonsense from hie fetorted.

"And tactful enough not to let him know what yountt of him, |
hope?'



'Of course,' Robyn said sweetly. 'l have the irgisref the company
at heart. How soon do you want me to go?'

‘Will the end of the week suit you? Take the nerd tlays off to buy
yourself some summery clothes, and charge thetbilise. Then try
to get yourself on a plane on Friday.'

'l suppose | do have to go?' said Robyn, suddestlyng cold feet at
the thought of having to work for a modern-day Gasa.

'For the good of the company,' Morton Phillips nedad her. "You
said it yourself.'

Sighing, Robyn left the room, in search of a muebeded cup of
coffee for herself.

It was not until Friday afternoon, comfortably eoisced in a
first-class seat on her way to Nice, a case fuhek clothes in the
hold, which she rightfully saw as sugar on theebitill she was
forced to swallow for the next six weeks, that Rollpegan to feel
deeply apprehensive at what lay ahead of her. Aghashe had no
fear of falling prey to Bradley Dexter's undoubtdirms—from the
interviews she had seen him give on televisionvgh® wise enough
not to underrate them—she knew that her own appearaould

make him determined to add her to his collectiofeofale scalps.

In fact, the more obvious she made her dislike iof, the more
determined he might be to seduce her. That lefiitertwo options.

Either to be so clinging and sweet that she wotrthie him to

distraction—in which case he might send her packing not finish

the book—or to be so hardboiled that she wouldeskamn off. As the
plane winged its way over the lush green countgysidFrance, and
then the snowy caps of the Alps, she was no nel®®ding which

course of action to take, and was still grapplinthwhe problem
when the plane landed at Nice airport.



Although she knew no one was going to meet hercshbkl not help
experiencing a pang of loneliness as she crossetktiminal hall to
wait for her luggage. Morton Phillips had told hertake a taxi to
Bradley Dexter's villa, which was some ten milesrirthe airport on
Cap d'Antibes.

The taxi driver seemed to know the address quitk fwehe gave her
a decided leer as he gallantly opened the dodreénrRobyn, used to
such looks, was also immune to them, and she déidiek in her seat
and stared with interest at the passing scene.iWithnutes of
leaving the airport they were on the coast road ear spirits revived
at sight of the nodding palms and scintillatingebéea, several shade:s
deeper than the clear sky.

If only she were coming here to work for a man sbeld respect
rather than despise. But at least she would be lam@ous
surroundings, for the pictures she had seen of Mxt@&'s villa
showed it to be one of the loveliest on the cdalse wondered which
one of his manygirl-friends would be in residenassihg no illusion
that pressure of work would stop him from pursuimg favourite
sport. Her soft mouth tightened, and she forcilggninded herself
that it was not her business to pass judgment®wdy a person led
their life, providing they did not harm anyone epicéhemselves.
Certainly the women in Bradley Dexter's life alesged to know the
score, and were not to be pitied when he left thegh and dry. Yet
everything he represented was anathema to heshemwchused on the
life she wanted for herself— which was totally diént from that of
this arrogant, best- selling author.

Born late in life to doting parents who had longegi up hope of a
child, she had been seen as a gift from God, aathttt that she had
been beautiful to look at and docile by nature ¢@afirmed them in
this belief. Her childhood and teenage had beeltiadga beautiful
Queen Anne house in a small Wiltshire village, whste had only
left to attend a private school in a nearby towfthdugh clever



enough to go to university, she had not felt sidfit compulsion
towards any particular career, and had finally dedion a secretarial
one.

It was not until she was in her first job in Londbiat Robyn realised
what a handicap her looks were. She had always tadkeappearance
for granted—as had all the friends with whom she: di@wn up. But
the new ones she made left her in no doubt thagrsidlonde hair—
thick and with a natural soft wave—atop a tallnsler body, and a
face classical in its symmetry of feature, could lger almost any
man she wanted. The trouble was, she never metansioedid
want—except as a friend— which few men found sytigf.

Her parents, who were longing for her to settle Wland give them
grandchildren, could not understand why, from leemtless horde of
admirers, she could not choose one, and their mmatkimg instincts
made weekends at home somewhat tiresome. Guilttsoazemade
Robyn wonder if she should accept the next suitpbdgposal that
came along. After all, what was she waiting forfoAantic knight in
shining armour to sweep her off her feet?

The answer was yes, for she was an incurable racnanith
old-fashioned ideas of morality, despite living am age when
romance was unfashionable. Her girl friends felaimd out of bed
with little thought; accepting it as a way of saythank you for a nice
evening, in the same way that their mothers hatbtaesl a kiss, a
generation before them. They teased Robyn for hfashioned
stance, but had long since given up trying to bhaground to their
way of thinking. Sex without love was a concept $tasl been
brought up to abhor, and she saw no reason to ehagrgmind, nor
her belief in the sanctity of marriage.

The taxi swung sharply to the right and Robyn dagythad veered
away from the coast and were driving along a widenontory that
jutted out into the sea. This was Cap d'Antibeg, i some of the



most beautiful villas on the coast, and now the @dofimany wealthy
Arabs who, together with Greek tycoons, spent theinmers here.
And Bradley Dexter too, of course. This was hisehdsetween
peripatetic jaunts around the world in search af fur running away
from commitments. But for the next weeks he woudd dvaying
put—she would see to that—until he had finishedlbek for her
firm.

Another right turn brought them to a cypress-lin@ad. On one side
she glimpsed parkland and the tall graceful coluofres house—the
Niarchos villa, her taxi driver informed her—and thie other a high
stone wall which wound for hundreds of yards befgxéng way to
massive iron gates. It was here that the car stbppd the driver
jumped out and spoke into the little grid insebiohe of the stone
pillars. The gates swung open and the driver junfyedind the wheel
and drove smartly through them, before they swimg again.

For a quarter of a mile they wended their way alangimposing
driveway, until they finally rounded a bend and ghw villa before
them.

Villa? Robyn thought in astonishment. It was make b miniature
palace. Long and low, except for a tall tower a¢ @md, its walls
were marble-clad, giving the impression of a Fremah Mahal. A

flight of shallow steps led up to an imposing froloior, banked on
either side by purple bougainvillaea. A dozen caArserican, French
and English, were parked in the circular forecourtthe centre of
which a huge fountain sprayed cool water over afugron of

waterlilies and goldfish.

There was no one in sight, but as Robyn steppedfaiie taxi she
heard the faint sound of music coming from thesfde of the house,
and guessed that here lay the pool. The taxi dcaered her cases up
to the front door and eyed her appreciatively ashid him, then
careered away down the drive, grinning all overf&te. He probably



thinks I'm another one of Mr Dexter's birds, shauthht irritably, and
rang the doorbell.

There was no answer and she waited with growingatrapce. A
second firm pressure on the bell still brought eply, and she
tentatively turned the handle. To her surprisedber swung open,
and she entered a vast, circular hall. Everythiag marble here too,
white as the outside walls, but with a fine veirgold and pink which
matched the Persian silk rugs scattered on the.flAomarble
staircase with wrought iron railings wound grackfuip to the first
floor—where the bedrooms presumably were, thougtvas the
downstairs rooms which held her attention.

A huge living room lay directly in front of hersitsouthern facing
wall completely glass. It was filled with countlesaede-covered
armchairs and leather chesterfields, all in paleuws, which made
them look like fat fruit-drops on the shiny marlfleor. Glass and
gold tables were dotted between them, and theree ilewers
everywhere, their colours vying with the startlygiodern paintings
placed strategically around the walls. Robyn shtetilas she looked
at them. She liked modern art, but these seemédwve come from
another galaxy. Her opinion of Mr Dexter sank elewer.

It was only as she stepped into the room that ahetlsat at the far
end, on her left, lay a dining area, furnished \aitieautiful teak table
and chairs—capacity for twenty people at leasthEaight of her lay
a similar area, but two steps down in level, ane lveere booklined
walls and a cinema screen. Resolutely she movessathe room,
her body supple in a grey silk suit that was alniostsame colour as
her eyes. It was an unusual colour for a blondedar, and no one
other than Robyn would have thought of it. But alvg her hair a
silvery quality which increased the innocent lodkaosmall, full
mouth and faintly tiptilted nose.



As she neared the glass wall she had a betterofitive wide terrace
that ran the entire length of the house. It wasesdifteen feet in
depth and was scattered with whitewood furnitur@blds and
chaises-longues with gaily coloured parasols thatched the half
dozen hammocks which stood empty.

Curiously she advanced further, but not until stteally walked on
to the terrace did she glimpse the next level nflland see, some
eight feet below, a kidney- shaped swimming pooyndic in size
and tiled completely with green and blue mosaic.

Robyn gasped and recoiled. Not at the pool, nobtlght mattresses
ranged around it; not at the loud music blaringrftudden speakers,
nor at the pagoda-shaped bar where a Vietnamekss luats busily

pouring drinks, but at the dozen or so men and dpdisterously

playingin the pool—topless every one of them—anthes®f them

bottomless too.

Heavens! she thought. This is even worse than ¢éa&rgd. Dismay
and anger kept her rooted to the spot. How dareddvidPhillips
send her here? Didn't he know what was going or®vimat sort of
woman did Bradley Dexter take her for? She sear@mdng the
crowd for him, and almost instantly found him. Haswmot one of the
laughing men in the water, as she had assumeda butionless,
almost sardonic-looking figure sitting on the edde¢he pool, near
the diving board. Even from a distance she sawhisgtictures failed
to do him justice. He was even better looking thiaey depicted.
Because he was sitting down it was hard to telhkight, but he was
well over six foot, with the build of an athletee Mas darker than she
had expected: his skin tanned mahogany, and hisbhae-black.
Aware that her heart was thumping uncomfortably, Rebyn drew a
deep breath and walked down the steps towards him.

Nobody in the pool took any notice of her, too miten their own
pleasures. Only the man at the far end watchea@oach and, as



she drew nearer, his cool appraisal raked her fiead to toe. She
began to tremble. Was it with temper or fear? Sage mo longer sure.
She stopped a few feet away from him and had retrdliear glimpse
of his face. Ah yes, this was Bradley Dexter ajhti She'd know
those hazel eyes anywhere, and that mocking, winlghm But his
nose seemed stronger and more dominant than itkétbaon
television, and his chin more pugnacious too, gissbove a thick,
strong throat around which hung a gold medalliogpidal, she
thought.

'‘Better late than never, beautiful,’ he said indie leaning back on
an elbow to appraise her yet again. 'Take off yothes and jump
in.'

' What?'

‘There's no need to be shy.' His accent was fafatigrican and she
remembered that his mother had been one. 'Divassgth, honey,
and take the plunge.'

‘Do you have any soap?' she asked sweetly.
'‘Soap?'

'For me to wash with. That's the only time | jumgked into the
water!'

For an instant he stared at her, then he gavenassiule that showed
gleaming white teeth.

All the better to eat you with, she thought, andwrhat next to him,
the wolf was but a lamb.

'‘Okay, you've made your point,’ he drawled, 'bybr don't want to
join us, why are you here?’



'‘Because Mr Phillips sent me.'
‘Mr who?'

'‘Mr Morton Phillips—your publisher. I'm his secrata Robyn
Barrett.'

Finely curved dark eyebrows drew together, and Rolkgndered if
Bradley Dexter suffered from amnesia. Surely hentddrgotten she
was coming here?

'l don't believe it,' he said finally. ‘Morton wain't do this to me. He
said he was sending a man."'

'He said he was sending you his secretary. Anésthad.'

'Robyn!" Her name was said softly, though the esgiom on his face
was hard. '‘My God, Morton did it deliberately! Hedws damn well |
won't employ a woman.'

‘Mr Phillips sent me because you asked him," Raad succinctly.
'‘Because you practicallgrderedhim to do it. He dichot offer, Mr
Dexter. | know,' she added, 'because | was indbmrand heard you
on the telephone.’

'It was a mistake,' Bradley Dexter said at onta.sbrry you've had a
wasted journey, Miss—er --'

‘Barrett,’ she said, and there and then made umimer she was not
going to give in to him. How dared he think he ebalder her and
her boss around like this?

'You've engaged me for six weeks,' she said firtalyd when | go
back | intend taking your manuscript with me.'



'Is that so?' His eyes glittered, more green tinap.grhere's only one
thing wrong with your statement, Miss Barrett. hat—definitely
not working with a female. If | --'

A shrill peal of laughter cut off the rest of hioms, and they both
looked over to where a pretty young redhead, calyl@ude, was
being tossed in the air by two husky young men|enwveryone else
in the pool was clapping and cheering.

Robyn tried to keep her face expressionless, batlBy Dexter's
next words told her she had not been successful.

‘You can't stay,' he said when he could make hinfe=drd again.
‘You'd hate it here, and since I've no intentioratéring my life
style --'

'You wouldn't need to,' she interrupted. 'I'm nprade, Mr Dexter.'
‘Then undress and go into the pool!

'It's too childish,' she said with disdain. 'l waaying those sort of
games when | was sixteen. Besides, men bore me.'

‘They do?'

'‘Very much so.' Robyn made herself sigh. 'Thatssafrthe reasons |
agreed to come here and work for you. Becauseg/ea'much a man
after my own heart.'

‘You'll have to explain that,' Bradley Dexter sdids face devoid of
expression.

Robyn knew her test had come. Undecided what ogidaty, the part
had now been thrust upon her. Trusting she wouldhbe to live up
to it, she said:



‘Your first book has been my bible. It expressedrghing | felt
about the opposite sex. Your contempt for womemlg equalled by
mycontempt for men. In that respect, Mr Dexter, zesulmates. If |
could write as well as you, I'd be writing the fame equivalent of
each one of your books!

A spark of interest gleamed in the hazel eyes wagdher. 'So you're
a liberated female,' he commented. 'There's notlmgual in that.'

'I'm not liberated in the usual way," she statédyudting her hips
forward aggressively. 'l don't need to prove my ifenity by
eschewing men. On the contrary, | use them whesetirthem, and
drop them when | don't— the way you do with women.'

‘Until Mr Right comes along for you,' he said, migito his feet in one
graceful movement, and looming over her, six fboe¢ of perfectly
co-ordinated muscle, only a small part of which wagered by tight,
brief black trunks.

‘There's no such thing as a Mr Right for me,' 8atlyn and, stepping
slightly back from him, gave him the same caredppraising look he
had given her. It took every ounce of her courage,only her inner
fury enabled her to do it. But it worked, for stasvssurprise, quickly
masked, flit across his face. 'You're a good-logkspecimen, Mr
Dexter, and when | decide to have a child, | wottlohind youas the
father. But that won't be for at least five yeag$, go there's no point
our discussing it.'

This time he made no effort to hide his surprigéhat makes you
think I'd be willing to father your child, Miss Baitt?'

'‘Wouldn't you?' she asked, astonished. 'I'm farematelligent than
any of your girl-friends to date—and just as gootbbk at.’

‘You love yourself, don't you?'



‘No more than you do, Mr Dexter.’

He chuckled, and triumph coursed through her, thoslge was
careful to hide it. This male chauvinist pig musliéve her to be
serious in everything she said. Nor must she lcse ability to
surprise him. Only by doing so could she keep amaepj ahead of
him; and being one jJump ahead was the only waywhgd be safe in
this wolf's lair.

'If you could ask someone to show me to my roohg'wsent on, 'I'd
like to change.'

'‘Would you object to being in the next room to niine
'I'm quite willing to share yours, provided you desnore.'
He blinked. 'Are you serious?’

'‘Why shouldn't | be? You've got a fantastic body, Déxter, and |
think you'd be quite a good lover.'

‘You're very experienced, | suppose?'

'‘Not as experienced as you," she replied. 'But been more
selective.’

'l happen to be very selective, Miss Barrett. Aod gon't happen to
be my type.'

‘Gone off blondes, have we?' she asked pertly.

'‘For the moment,’ he said sourly, and flicked hmgydrs in the
direction of the bar. The Viethamese came forwand Bradley
Dexter asked him to show his guest to her room.



As Robyn walked away from the pool, Bradley Dexdered in to
join the screaming occupants, and his shout ofnrgang in her
ears as she walked into the house.

It was only when she was alone in her bedroomht@aherves got the
better of her and, shaking like a leaf, she sankdio an easy chair
by the window. Slowly she began to relax and take her
surroundings. She had been given a beautiful raomd, she was
surprised to see that its decor was quite unlilkerttodern rooms
downstairs. It was furnished with a hand-paintednéinebed and
dressing table, with matching bedside tables, atedfcupboards
whose sliding doors were skilfully decorated tonolen with the
period. The walls were draped in pale blue silkd aapphire blue
carpet—the thickest she had seen—Ilay underfoot.

If this was the room Mr Dexter had planned for darsecretary, he
must have been expecting a very odd one, she thaughwondered
curiously what his own secretary was like. A eunymstrhaps, who
would give him no competition with the ladies. Shggled as she
remembered his expression when she had suggesaemhgsinis

room. She had taken a calculated risk, and, hatbshi, would have
had to hotfoot it back to London. Luckily the risld paid off, and
her boldness had annoyed rather than encouraged®hamto heaven
it remained this way.

If Bradley Dexter liked to do the chasing, she vdobave to chase
him so hard during the next six weeks that he'dreathless from
running away. But she must work out her tacticeftdlly, and decide
exactly how best to keep him turned off.

Smiling at the thought, she stood up and starteshpack.



CHAPTER TWO

IT was lunch time when Robyn had put all her clotaesy, and,
wearing an emerald green sundress with a matclackef, went
downstairs to find out where she would be workidign, the butler,
was crossing the hall as she reached it, and sheelgan a tentative
smile.

'‘Where does Mr Dexter do his writing?' she asked.
'In his private suite,' the Vietnamese replied.

Robyn swallowed. 'Not in his study?' she questippethting to the
far end of the living room.

‘That only for visitors and newspapers photographdtr Dexter
does serious work in own room.’

| don't doubt it, Robyn thought.

'‘Come,' the man said. 'l show you.' She hesitated,a slight smile
passed over his impassive features. 'Mr Dextef Isfilpool,’ he
assured her, and glided ahead of her up the stairs.

Nervously Robyn followed him back to the first flppassed her own
room and into the turret at the far end of theidorr It was like

entering another world: a fairytale one of Mogulesplour, with

Kashmir rugs on the floor, jewel-like miniatures the walls, and
ivory inlaid furniture.

‘Mr Dexter very fond of Eastern decor,' Kim said.
‘Then why is the downstairs so modern?' she asked.

"He like modern too. He say variety is --'



‘The spice of life," she finished, and decided th#élhe author was
going to be as predictable in everything, it wotilde too difficult to
fool him.

Bradley Dexter's bedroom was at the top of theetuand had a
breathtaking view of La Garoupe lighthouse on ade,sand the bay
of Juan on the other, while in between, villas mte, pink and beige
stucco lay tucked among the palms and cypressgsscgoung girls
from prying eyes. His bedroom was as glamoroushas ¢of a

potentate, with an eight-foot circular bed set belawmirrored

ceiling, and skilfully hidden lights controlled froa panel inset into
the gold headboard.

'l can't see a typewriter," Robyn commented.

'Study is below.' Kim opened a narrow door andldssd a delicate
spiral staircase.

Following him down, Robyn found herself in a roomedficient as
that of a director at space headquarters on Capav@eal. The
newest in word processors stood alongside a glepstael dictating
machine. Next to this were three telephones, abdnk of clocks
showing the different times in London, New York, Ko and
Sydney—countries where Mr Dexter's books sold &irthillions.

'‘How efficient," she murmured. 'But unfortunatelgtdn't know how
to use a word processor.'

Kim opened a cupboard and she saw the latest |IBdétred
typewriter. It made her feel better just to looktaand she asked him
to put it on the desk. Unable to hide his surprisedid as he was
ordered.

'l really am Mr Dexter's temporary secretary,’ she stated. [l
think | was pretending?'



'‘Ladies do," he shrugged. 'Many come here, antaalé different
stories. But they all here for one thing.’

'l don't doubt it," Robyn said primly. '"How longugayou worked for
Mr Dexter?'

‘Ten years—but no woman stay longer than two, threeths.'

‘Ten years!" Robyn exclaimed, more interested i® tian than his
employer's love life. 'But you look so young.'

'I'm thirty-four,’ he said. 'Same age as Mr Dexkée. found me in
refugee camp and get me and wife out. | work far aver since.'

‘Wouldn't you like to do something else?'

Kim shook his head. 'Mr Dexter offer me chanceualg, but | happy
to stay with him. My wife wish stay here too,' ltglad. 'We travel all
places with him. Is excellent life.’

Robyn made a mental note not to give herself awaythis
boyish-looking man whose first loyalty was undoulbeto the
employer he worshipped.

'l come back here to do some work when I've hatch,' she
announced. 'Perhaps Mr Dexter will give me somethanbe getting
on with?'

‘Mr Dexter never work when he have guests,' Kinonmfed her, his
nut-brown features respectful but firm. "You takedh by pool with
other guests?’

'‘No,' she said. 'lI'd prefer to be alone. I'll eatloe terrace, if | may.'

Even though she did, she could still hear the nio@a the poolside
below her: laughter interspersed with the poppifgltampagne



corks, and the occasional splash as someone dnedhe pool to
cool off. By half past two, silence reigned, andiasity made her
cross the flagstones and peer down.

Kim and another young man had cleared away allftloel, and
somnolent figures lay supine on the mattresseseseene occupied
singly and some with couples. Quickly Robyn scarthedigures for
sight of her temporary boss. He lay sprawled ommarhock, a girl
either side of him, seemingly oblivious to the fdwit one of them
was stroking his hair and the other his feet. Résbf, Robyn looked
away.

She spent the afternoon in the study in the tuoatefully going

through the half-finished manuscript which she tdadovered in the
top drawer of the desk. Like all Mr Dexter's warkvas highly lucid,

and witty; and even more anti-woman than anythinghbd yet

written. Idly she wondered what made him so cyn@adut the

female sex. She knew several men who did not vasmarry and

enjoyed playing the field, but none had Mr Dextetep-seated
dislike—almost loathing—of women. She was certaicame from

more than a bachelor's fear of being caught. Perhaphad had an
unhappy love affair in his youth and had never veced from it? He

might even have been unhappily married. Whateveras, it had

turned him into the sort of person she despised.

She was still reading the manuscript when the safnfibotsteps
above her head made her realise that Bradley Dbatéreturned to
his bedroom. And not alone either, if the highdp#d giggle she
heard was anything to go by. There was a faint@ldgand upon skin
and another squeal which brought Robyn to herdeetharply that
her chair scraped across the floor.

A muttered oath told her it had been heard, anditioe at the top of
the spiral staircase opened. Bare feet padded damisvand Robyn's
gaze rose to sinewy brown legs. Hastily she lowberceyes.



'Who the hell's there?'

'It's only me, Mr Dexter.' Shaking with nerves, Rolheard her voice
come out as a thin thread of sound.

'‘Would only me mind getting the hell out of my gie quarters and
not coming back until asked!' he boomed.

Hurriedly Robyn obeyed, and only when she reachedafety of her
own bedroom did her pulses cease their wild racing.

Fool, she chided herself. You should have stayddaazened it out.
Except that he might have been naked, a littleevog@asoned, once
again reminding her of the enormity of the taskirfgcher. She
reached for the telephone and, with shaking hgmalsin a call to
Morton Phillips.

His voice, warm and reassuring, did much to stdasly though it
also made her unexpectedly tearful, as she blodedverything that
had happened since her arrival.

'I'd no idea | was letting you in for this kind thfing," her employer
muttered as she came to the end of her tale. 'Bbelsunk if you

come back now. To be honest, | got cold feet after left for Nice

this morning, and | tried to cancel all the adwanty we'd placed for
Bradley's book. But even though the agency willntet off the full

cost, we'd still be down the drain for so much nyoti&at my entire
profit for the year would be lost.’

' know,' she mumbled. 'But I'm still not sure hcstick it here. He's
impossible, Mr Phillips!

‘Then make yourself even more impossible. From whbatve told
me you haven't done badly so far! Look on it asuag, Robyn.'



By the time her call ended, Robyn had agreed tcamgnthough
Morton Phillips promised that if she still felt umbpy in a week's
time, she could return home.

For the next few hours Robyn remained in her rcafnajd to venture
downstairs in case she interrupted an orgy. Beigit o'clock, when
she could no longer bear being cooped up, sheetiptoto the

corridor and peered through one of the windowsgvel to see that
all the cars had disappeared from the drivewayy @m@n did she go
downstairs.

The villa seemed deserted, though soft lights gtbwethe living
room, and warmed the pink and gold marble wallstha hall.
Remembering the shape of the villa, she walkedutjitahe dining
room and found a door cunningly set into a flowenrl wall. It led
to a tiled corridor and thence to a butler's pamittyere glass-fronted
cupboards protected sets of exquisite china amdrsihnother door
opened into a large square kitchen, with staindéssl cabinets and
primrose tiled walls and floor. A massive refrigeraand freezer
hummed in one corner, and an equally massive &lemten stood
alongside it. At the far end of the room an archVeaythrough into a
small dining area, surprisingly and charmingly fahed in French
Provencal style, with wooden table and chairs @mdex cabinets on
the walls. It was here she found Kim and his wvageplump as he was
thin, as smiling as he was serious.

Kim jumped to his feet immediately he saw her. "Ymg bell,' he
said quickly. 'We have dinner ready for you. Plegseto dining
room.'

'‘Must 1?' Robyn pleaded. 'I'd much rather eat irelvath you.'

The couple looked at one another, and Kim spokié/gofhis wife in
their own tongue. The woman looked startled, tHanged at Robyn
warily. Robyn met her look and smiled, the firshgme one she had



given since arriving here. Mrs Kim smiled back rthese and bowed
to a chair.

The next hour was Robyn's happiest at the villee Viethnamese
couple were delightful to talk to, and though tiaare still somewhat
reserved with her, Robyn was sure they would bedoereds before
her stay was out. She had eaten the food Mrs Kithgnapared: a
delicate blanquette de veau, and a tarte Tatinhadtbegged to be
allowed to sample their own Vietnamese food thievahg evening.

‘Maybe you dine out tomorrow," said Kim. 'Not i€an help it. I'm
here to work.'

'Is not good work all time,' Mrs Kim said. 'Mr Dextnot let you stay
alone each night. He have plenty friends you meet.’

'I'm not interested in having a social life heRpbyn reiterated, and
forbore to add that the quicker she got BradleytBekack to the
grindstone, the quicker she would be able to leave.

She thought about this as she lay in bed that niigkdriating in the
softness of pure silk sheets—how extravagant coo&l get?—and
glancing from time to time at the luminous handstloé little
enamelled Lupin clock—another extravagance whicdi®y Dexter
extended to his guests. Really, the man must béhwveofortune, the
way he spent his money!

Yet he was making a fortune too, if what Mortonlifyg said was
true. Could that be yet another reason why he wasysical about
women? Because he had fallen in love with one aswbdered she
only wanted him for his money? In which case, difirse, the girl
would have had to be blind as well as excessivelpid, for Mr
Dexter—whether one- liked his writing or not—was @very
conceivable sense a superlative hunk of manhood.



Robyn was startled by her thoughts. She had nevsidered herself
susceptible to the physical attributes of the malejeving that
personality and character were far more importdiet from the
moment she had walked across the white flagstonegebng the
pool, and become aware of mocking hazel eyes wajdier, she had
realised that her long-held belief was about tslwegtered. It would
be all too easy to fall for Bradley Dexter; andtalb easy to end up
with a broken heart.

Robyn's next conscious thought was of a dreadftstifand she sat
up in bed and reached for her slippers. For a mostenwas puzzled
as to where she was. Then memory returned and, iggwshe
pushed aside the silk coverlet and padded intdo#teroom. The
house was silent as a grave, though outside, leagdsd as a nesting
bird stirred, and a plaintive mewing sound sigrthléecat or some
other furry creature indigenous to the region.

- Returning to the bedroom, a little more awake, gbeped through
the open window. She had an excellent view of tha.pAlthough
the floodlighting had been turned off, a few srhights glowed in the
trees, and she noticed the dark shapes of two Hoge padding
around. She shivered. She must remember not taigwalking at
night unless she wanted to be torn limb from lilnithe distance she
heard the sound of a car and the squeal of brakasand was taken
too fast. Stupid driver, she thought and, as thexdaccame nearer,
realised the car was approaching the house. Sheaglat the clock.
It was three-thirty. A car door slammed and shel hhelr breath. No
other sounds came and she moved back to the bed.

She was just pulling the coverlet over her whenltstead someone
singing cheerily as they passed her door. Indignahie sat up, half
afraid it would be opened. But it remained closed #e singing
receded. Courage returning, Robyn went swiftly ie tloor and
opened it. Peering out, she glimpsed Bradley D&xsgraying figure
at the far end of the corridor. Hastily she steppack. What a time to



come home! He certainly wouldn't be fit for worktihmidday. It
really was too bad of him, when he had promisedttdoPhillips
faithfully that he would work flat out to get thedk finished in time.

Fuming, Robyn returned to bed. She was too angsjetp and lay
there devising different ways of bringing Bradlegxier to heel.

Suddenly she chuckled. Of course! It was quite BmpBhe had

already made him think she was Miss Logic persedjfand now she
would prove it to him. Reaching for the little closhe set the alarm
for seven-fifteen. That would just give her timestoower and dress
before going in to awaken Mr Night-owl Dexter. Halslighted he

would be to see her!

As she stood outside the door of his bedroom atrsethirty next
morning, Robyn's courage almost failed her. Almumst not quite,
and breathing deeply she pushed open the door endimv

The room was in darkness, only a chink of light capdrom between
the closely drawn curtains. As her eyes grew aocustl to the
gloom, she saw the single occupant of the largaddaed. He lay in
the centre, enmeshed in a black silk sheet, omytdp of his head
showing. She tiptoed over and saw that he was e world.

'‘Mr Dexter," she said firmly, 'it's time to wake.dfere was no
answer and she repeated the request. There wasoséihswer and
she bent closer. What a perfect profile he had, reowd incredibly

thick his eyelashes were. It would serve him rifilshe pulled one
sharply. He stirred and she drew back hastily. Bwvas only a

movement in his sleep, and one bare, bronzed admrslayulder came
momentarily into view before disappearing againrita suffused

Robyn's face as she realised he was sleeping muitie. She should
have guessed it.



Retreating to the window, she drew another deegathrand pulled
the curtains apart. Sunshine, bright as the Koherrndiamond,
flooded the bedroom.

'What the hell!' came a furious roar. 'Kim! Dravose damn curtains,
will you?'

It isn't Kim, Mr Dexter,' said Robyn, clear as allpand just as
ringingly. 'lt's Miss Barrett.'

The figure in the bed jack-knifed into a sittingsgimn, and bleary
eyes stared at her.

'‘What are you doing in my bedroom at this ungodbyrhof the
morning?' he demanded.

'‘Waking you up,' she said brightly. 'And it isnt @angodly hour. It's
half past seven.'

‘Half pastwhat?Have you gone out of your mind? Get out of here!

'‘Only if you promise not to go to sleep again. Wavdna book to
finish, Mr Dexter, and | like things done accordita schedule.
Everything planned, cut and dried.’

'You're mad,' he said in a flat voice. 'Quite mack you sure you're
Morton's secretary and not some escaped lunatim omental
hospital?’

Robyn treated this remark with the disdain it netit'You gave Mr
Phillips your word that you'd finish this book, @exter. Or is it true
that when amangives his word, he only means it at the time, ar
anyone who thinks otherwise is a fool?"

Bradley Dexter looked puzzled. 'l seem to have dhé@ait comment
somewhere before.'



'It's one of your own,' Robyn said, hiding a smilgust changed the
sex.'

He sighed heavily, and with a lean hand raked isysblack hair
back from his forehead. 'What point are you trytagnake, Miss
Barrett?'

'‘Merely that everything you despise abmytsex, | despise igiours.
If | weren't such a great admirer of your books,Mixter, | wouldn't
stay here a single moment."'

'l don't see that as a threat,' he retorted, and garodigious yawn.
'For God's sake go back to bed, will you.'

‘You have twenty minutes to get dressed and come&ndto
breakfast," she answered. 'We have half an hoaatoand half an
hour for you to look at your post before we staotkvat nine.'

‘What time are we planning to stop?'

‘At noon—which | believe is French custom. But vegim again at
two-thirty and continue until six—with a short bkgfar tea.’

‘The only liquid | drink is coffee or alcohol.’

'If we maintain this schedule,’ Robyn went on dseihad not spoken,
'‘we should be able to complete your book in fouekganstead of six,
which will enable me to leave here that much earlie

His eyes widened disbelievingly. ‘Are you tellinge ngou prefer
working in an office to living a life of luxury ia millionaire's villa?'

‘Yes, | am. Particularly when | don't like the naitlaire!"

‘What a pity," he said, and throwing aside the sheminded out of
bed, as naked as the day he was born.



Robyn was too flabbergasted to show any reactioatevier. She
looked at him as if she had been turned into amilf salt, and indeed
she felt exactly like Lot's wife, except for thetf#hat she was still in
Gomorrah.

'‘My God, you're a cool customer!" Bradley Dexteravded,
misinterpreting her stony expression and stance doe of
indifference. 'Doesndnythingtake you by surprise?'

Turning her back on him, Robyn walked to the dddnt a man's
body," she lied. 'I've seen too many! I'll meet yaubreakfast, Mr
Dexter.Dressed.’

Outside in the corridor, she leaned against thg tvat limbs shaking
too much for her to walk. Regardless of what it mie@a Morton

Publishing, it was impossible for her to remaintla villa. She
hurried back to her room, intent on putting as mdgtance as
possible between herself and Mr Dexter. She woalikther return
flight to London and then pack.

It was only as she reached for the telephone tehtumour of the
situation struck her. Recollecting the way she madiched into his
bedroom, ruthlessly awakened him and then procesd&y down

the law, she was in no way surprised by his reacfl@ be honest,
had she been in his position, she might well haweedthe same
thing!

She giggled, then began to laugh, falling back upwn bed and
pressing the sheet against her mouth in case arsymned hear her.
If only Mr Dexter had guessed how near he had ctinggving her

heart failure! Indeed, it was a wonder she hadriapsed at his feet.

Remembering her consternation as he had stoodmt &f her, as
perfect a male specimen as the magnificent Grestkiet she had
admired last year in Athens, she thanked her lgthythat her very



consternation had been her salvation, for he hathken her silence
for blaseness and not shock.

Smiling at the thought, she stood up and smootleedltess, a crisp
pink cotton that brought out the golden glints ar kilvery hair. No,
she would not return to London—yet. She had managegkt the
whip hand over this dreadful man, and she intendemle him hard.

At eight o'clock, she was having breakfast in #ed-l shaded patio at
the far side of the house. Here lay the vegetaddan and fruit trees,
warmed by the early morning sun whose slanting pasieed out the

pale yellow of lemons, glinting like nuggets of gamidst glossy

green foliage, and warming the ripening peachesnbstled against
the mellow stone wall.

Kim, in black trousers and short-sleeved whitetsbarved her with
fresh orange juice, hot croissants and home-madeoagam, all
washed down by fragrant French coffee, the likevbich she had
never tasted. But of Bradley Dexter there was gn.gkt nine o'clock
he had still not put in an appearance, and heefalat she had won
this round began to fade. She should have knowterabtan to think
she could get her own way so easily. Not sure wdaio next, she
wandered along to the terrace. She could not Ir@ngelf to return to
his bedroom, yet was more determined than evetangb back to
London, defeated.

'‘Miss Barrett?' Kim's voice made her swing roundr Dexter
waiting in study for you. Please to go up.'

With fast beating heart Robyn did as she was @idside the door of
the study she paused to compose herself, thenawfiked smile on
her face, she went in.

Bradley Dexter sat in a black leather chair by whedow, his feet
stretched out on a matching stool. He v wore tfghihg cotton



trousers and a silk Lacoste shirt, also in black.viths impeccably
shaved, with his hair sleeked back, still wet fittve& shower. Only his
eyes, red-rimmed and bleary, gave away the nigotrbe

‘You're late,' he said. "Two minutes, to be precise
'l was expecting to see you at breakfast.’

'I'm still having mine.' He reached out to a siaalé and she saw that
he was drinking a Bloody Mary.

‘There's nothing like drink for ageing a man,' Robgid promptly. ‘It
coarsens the skin and puts bags under the eyeséfestill think it
adds to their masculinity.’

‘Another little gem of yours?'

'‘No, Mr Dexter, of yours! Though you actually go tonsay that the
only alcohol a woman should consume is champagne.’

'You seem to have made quite a study of my books.'
'l have. | told you | --'

'Forget it,' he said hastily, and set his glassrdow the table. '‘Can
you use that?' he asked, waving to the word process

'I'm afraid not,' she said. 'But I'm a fast typast) can take down your
dictation in shorthand, which would be even quidkeryou.'

'‘But you'd still have to transcribe it.'
'It's yourtime that's more valuable, Mr Dexter.'

Robyn went over to the desk and took out a shodipan and several
pencils, glad she had had the foresight to comelast night to make



sure she knew where everything was. Aware of hirtckvag, she
was hard put to it not to fumble, then determingfiiught herself
back into the role she was playing—Miss Liberatednvén, 1990.
Composedly she sat down and rested the pad ombker k

'You know, Miss Barrett,’ he said conversationallyou're too
beautiful to be working as a secretary.'

‘That's what all my employers say. But | happeertoy it.'
'I'm sure you could find other work that you'd gngven more.'

'You mean as a rich man's girl-friend? That istiityou advocate,

Mr Dexter. In every one of your books you say thia most

important thing in life is to have work you enjogidg, and that sex
should be a pleasant pastime which should neverpgedcedence.'

‘That's true,' he said, after a moment's pause.|"Banever met a
woman who's agreed with me.’

'You have now.' She half lifted her pencil. 'I'nadg when you are.’
'‘But only for work," he said slyly, and swung heef to the ground.

The material stretched tightly across his thighs #gnough aware of
it, Robyn made herself look at him with wide eyes.

'‘How predictable you are, Mr Dexter. You disappond. | thought
you were different from other men.'

'I am different,’ he smiled. 'l never have womecrseries.'
'l didn't realise it was because you were afraid.’

'‘Afraid of what?"'



‘That your lust would overcome your good sense.'

He burst out laughing. 'l don't think I'll have tHi@ar with you, Miss
Barrett. You're so damned matter-of-fact you'd tffra ram in rut!'

Try as she would, Robyn could not keep a straigté fand her own
laughter rang out.

‘That's better,' said Bradley Dexter. 'l was begigio think you had
no sense of humour.'

'l have an excellent sense of humour,' Robyn sawMgrting to her
part again. 'lt's important to cultivate one if ygant to keep a man at
arm's length. The male of the species doesn'blgkeg laughed at.’

‘Shall we start work?' her employer said, with aJyesigh, and
Robyn hid a smile and lowered her head to her oatleb

No matter how much she could fault Bradley Dextg@essonal

life-style, Robyn found it impossible to do otheamhadmire the way
he worked. She had met many authors during heryearss with

Morton Publishing, and knew that some liked to eviit longhand,
some created directly on to a typewriter, while eoth used
dictaphones. But she had never met one who workdédiently and

concisely with a secretary. It was almost as Wvieee reading from an
invisible page held up in front of him, so erroréneas the fast flow
of his dictation. Occasionally she wondered whetimermhad made
notes beforehand, but when she stopped him at om o query

something, it set him off at a tangent and gave &nmdea for an
article, which he then dictated to her with the sdinency before
returning, some three-quarters of an hour latenjgdoook.

At twelve o'clock, when she suggested they stop aorest, he
dismissed the idea, and continued with his dictedotil two o'clock,
when Kim wheeled in a trolley containing champagme silver



ice-bucket, a mound of glittering caviar, surrowhdyy wedges of
lemon, and a plate heaped high with hot butterastto

'I'm glad we're stopping for a little snack,' Rolsaid coolly, vowing
not to let him know how impressed she was.

‘The sort of snack you have every day in Londoa2ruired dryly.

'l could have if | wanted it,' she lied. 'But it wld mean going out
with older men. They're generally the only ones vdam afford
caviar.'

‘Don't you know any successfyiungones?'

‘Not that successful.' She accepted a goblet of champaghsgmed
it appreciatively. 'You're unique, Mr Dexter.'

‘That's the first compliment you've paid me.'

'I've paid you at least a dozen,' she said. 'Ha@hltquote your books
I'm complimenting you.'

‘You have the ability to make a compliment soukd kn insult!" He
heaped a plate with caviar and passed it overtd®iace my looks
and charm don't seem to be getting anywhere with gerhaps the
way to your heart is through your stomach!

Robyn gave him a sweet smile. It was one that gélggeroduced a
glassy-eyed look in her male escorts, but Bradlest®eavas made of
sterner stuff, and the only sign he gave was to embis eyes
indolently over her face, as if he were making mrentory of each
feature.

'I'm afraid you could never find your wayitwyheart, Mr Dexter,' she
said. "Though you have everything to recommend youa
woman—apart from being faithful and loyal to hdrattis—which



wouldn't bother me, of course, because 1 don'tebeliin that
nonsense either— but unfortunately | don't getsipatial zing when
| look at you.'

'‘Perhaps a little more champagne would help?'
‘Do you like your women drunk and incapable, then?'

He plonked the champagne bottle hard into theaioé returned to his
chair. 'Shall we continue working?' he said.

Although still hungry, Robyn set her plate asidd @icked up her
pen.

She had no chance to put it down again until fdurtyt, when the
man in front of her rose, stretched his six-fooe#imch frame, and
announced that he had finished for the day.

'l suggest you get that typed back for me tonidtg,'said, '‘and I'll
have a look at it in the morning. That means | wstart until about
ten-thirty.'

'‘My working hours are nine till six,’” Robyn inforehénim. 'l only
work overtime if there's an emergency.'

'l thought theravasan emergency over this book.'

‘Mr Phillips expects it to be finished in six wegksd at the pace I've
allotted us, we should finish it in four.'

‘At my pace we could do it in three; then you'dshet of me, which
would obviously make you happy.'

Robyn thought quickly. What a clever brute he wist not quite
clever enough.



'I'd be more than delighted to be shot of you, Mxt@r," she said
primly. 'But | have prepared myself for four weeiks the sun,
minimum, and | have no wish to cut it short. Besidesnjoy caviar
and champagne.'

For the second time that day he gave a roar ohkauglt was a warm,
uninhibited sound, and she was hard put to it nopin in. But
resolutely she didn't, and stared down at the flodil he was silent.

'l don't think you should work on until six todayhe said
unexpectedly. 'You didn't have a proper break athtime, so you
might as well stop now and have a swim. You camdgemorrow
typing back what I've dictated, and I'll resume kvitre day after.’

The door closed behind him, .and only then did Radlymp back in
her seat and drop her notebook to the floor.



CHAPTER THREE

THAT night Mrs Kim prepared a Viethamese meal and Rob
enjoyed the pungent aroma of lemon grass, spiced :
chillis—though she was wary of this little red peppknowing from
previous experience in a Thai restaurant that utlccdourn one's
tongue like fire.

After dinner they sat on the little patio adjoinitige kitchen, while
Kim regaled her with stories of his life before lhad been rescued
from poverty by the man for whom he now workedsdemed that
Bradley Dexter had gone to a great deal of troahlkexpense to get
Kim and his wife out of the country, and though Ksaw it as a sign
of the man's kindness, Robyn was not as certater Afl, in helping
the Vietnamese couple, the author had also helpedelf to the
services of a loyal and hardworking pair who seemithg to stay
with him for the rest of their lives. True, he haftered to train Kim
for any job he wanted, but this could have been eampty
gesture—one which he knew Kim would not accept. yRob
wondered why she was so quick to dismiss Bradlexté)'s gesture
of kindness, and decided that her antipathy for nies made it
difficult for her to be unbiased. It was also fafes not to like him.

It was midnight before she returned to her room arbdausted by her
long day, fell fast asleep.

A delicious smell of coffee awakened her, and slaéyl opened her
eyes to see Mrs Kim setting a small silver tray emifiee pot on to a
table beside the bed. Robyn's eyes went instamthyet clock and she
gasped. It was after nine.

'Oh, lordy! she cried. 'l forgot to set the alariit Dexter will
wonder what's happened to me.'

'Mr Dexter no home."



‘You mean he's gone out already?'
'He no come back last night.'

'Oh." Robyn had no need to ask why, and thoughamtly of the
redheaded nymphet with whom he had been cavoritigei pool on
her first day here.

'‘Does Mr Dexter often stay out all night?' she dstasually.

'He stay out more since he meet Miss Forrester. fghgirl four
weeks now. Very pretty.'

Four weeks. Robyn was surprised such a girl cadtithis long with
him and was curious to meet her face to face.

'‘Well, even though Mr Dexter's not home, it's nowese for me to be
idle," she said aloud, and quickly poured hersaitip of coffee. 'l

won't have breakfast on the patio, Mrs Kim. But @dan have some
more coffee and fruit in the study . ..'

'Is no good eat and work at same time.'
With a smile, Robyn shook her head, and hurried tiéé bathroom.

It was noon, and she was busy transcribing atldetree typewriter,
when footsteps above her told her that Bradley &elxad returned.
She tensed nervously, not putting it past him todea downstairs in
the nude to see what she was doing. If he didwahed definitely
leave.

The door above her opened and bare brown feet nidsdento eye
view. She glimpsed long muscular legs and .herfisgightened on
the keys, only relaxing as a flash of white showed short briefs
covering narrow hips and flat stomach. Then he wsasntering



across the room to her, torso bare, the thick &aofjhair on his chest
curling in wet ringlets.

'‘Managing to get it all back?' he asked, noddinigesitnotebook and
not bothering to say good morning.

'l never have trouble with my shorthand,' she eghlthen added for
good measure, 'l hope you slept well, Mr Dexter?"

'‘When | did sleep,' he said, straight-faced, 'is waxrywell.’

To her horror, Robyn felt a blush steal over herefalhere was
nothing she could do to stop it and she knew ti@aittan had seen it
too, for he chuckled.

‘Now why should a liberated lady be blushing? luigiat you'd be
unshockable.’

'I'm not blushing,' she denied, saying the firgtglthat came into her
head. 'l changed colour because | was angry.'@héem one raised
eyebrow that he was waiting for her to explain, anddly
improvised, 'l don't like discovering that my héas feet of clay, Mr
Dexter, and that you're allowing a mere woman toebetween you
and your work.'

'I'm not," he said, coming nearer to pick up sofith® pages she had
already typed. 'l told you | wasn't going to workiliyou'd typed all
my shorthand back, which looks as if it will be tmow at the
earliest.’

'‘Probably the day after,” she admitted. '‘But sungdy could be
correcting the manuscript and making notes fordise of it?'

‘Are you presuming to tell me how | should write?'



The extreme gentleness of his voice warned hestiehad trodden
on dangerous ground, and knowing she was in thagyrshe gave
him a winning smile.

'I'm sorry, Mr Dexter. You're right." She turnectk#o the typewriter.

'‘Does that mean | have your permission to takaéxétwo days off?’
he enquired silkily.

‘You're perfectly free to do as you like, so long you don't --'
Deliberately she stopped, dangling her sentenceidiair like a
worm in front of a fish.

'‘Provided | don't what?' he asked sharply, risothe bait.

‘Don't spend all your time with the same woman .tTauld be going

against one of your cardinal rules. "Play the figkhe quoted, ' "and
never allow one female— no matter how enticing—hiok she rules

the roost". | expected to see you surrounded tig Ghicklets,' Robyn

added for good measure.

‘You're determined to make sure | practise whaeagh, aren't you?"
There was faint irascibility in his voice, but Robgretended not to
notice it.

'Only because | can't bear the thought of yourfglin love and being
made to eat your own words.'

‘There's no fear of that.' He moved to the sptatcse. 'The woman
Isn't born who can hold my interest on a permabasis.’

'‘Does your present girl-friend know that?'

‘All my girl-friends know it. They read my books earefully as you
do. Though unlike you, they all believe they caarge my mind.’



'‘One of them might, if they catch you in a weak meoityl she warned.
‘You said it yourself in --'

'‘My last book,' he finished for her.

She nodded. 'I've proof-read them all since I"anbeith Mr Phillips,
and | know many paragraphs by heart.'

It was a good thing she had brought his last tiieezks with her,
Robyn thought, having decided it was politic todd¢hem through
carefully in case he referred to them. But nevel $tze realised she
might be using them as a rod to his back. Herduasked, and there
was nothing she could do to prevent them curlinng ansmile. What
fun she would-have recounting some of these sderasr friends!

‘Are you laughing at me?' Bradley Dexter askedal assure you
Holly doesn't have a snowflake's chance in heflagfturing me.’

'I'd believe it if she wasn't the only flower irethiase.’

‘Then I'll pick another one for you,' he answegad] bounded up the
stairs before she could think of a suitable reply.

Robyn did not see Bradley Dexter to speak to ferdst of the day. It
was late in the afternoon before he left his roorake a swim in the
pool, executing a perfect dive that left her gagmuith envy as she
watched him through the window in the study. He lmhigurn the
candle at both ends, she mused, seeing him pldeghlg through
the water, length after length, but he had a loag % go before he
reached the middle and finally burned himself out.

At seven she was in her room, resting and wondevimgther to take
herself out to dinner in Antibes that evening, wlaehigh-pitched
giggle floated up from the terrace below. Robyroigd it, but when
it came again, curiosity got the better of her ahd peeped through



the window. Drat it! She'd forgotten the terraceswavered in, and
she could see nothing.

‘Darling, you promised!" she heard a girl say, @maligh Bradley
Dexter replied to it, his voice was too low to bediéle to an
eavesdropper.

Guiltily, Robyn backed away. What had happened Ho har
principles since coming here? What Mr Dexter didhis own time
was his own affair. Staying cooped up in the vlike this was
turning her into one of those females who livedaxiusly through
the lives of others. I'll take myself out for theeaing, she decided,
and reached for one of her new dresses, a cryistaleal voile, high
at the throat, but sleeveless, edged with blua sashade deeper thar
the dress itself. High-heeled blue suede shoebagadompleted her
outfit, and on an impulse she unwound her hair fitsrtoose coil on
the nape of her neck and let it fall on either safeher face.
Unconfined, it rippled to her shoulders like gildgatin, making her
look, with her almond-shaped eyes and provocativdykened
lashes, like a sophisticated Botticelli angel—simalversion.

Smiling at the thought, she went downstairs. Oslglae reached the
hall did she realise she had no transport, anavehéinto the kitchen
to ask Kim if there was a car available for heuse.

‘Small Fiat in garage,' he replied, looking up freame silver he was
polishing in the butler's pantry. 'l ask Mr Dexteut | sure is okay.'

The Vietnamese disappeared, returning a few monatasto say
his master wished to see her.

Schooling her expression to one of indifferencehyRocrossed the
vast living room to the terrace. Soft lights turnethto a fairytale

bower. Although the roof was covered, cool air edfthrough the
Moorish shaped archways, bringing with it the peréuof the sea that



lay some two hundred feet below them, beyond tipauwese of lawn

that stretched away on the far side of the swimmimg. Not that she
could see the pool from here. For that she wouétinie walk to the

edge of the terrace, and right now she found shetweanbling too

much other than to stand still and look at the mha had summoned
her.

He was as casually dressed as she had come tot.ekieslacks
were navy this time, worn with a dark red silk keweater that
showed every muscle of his broad chest and shauldered devil,
she thought, and believed it to be confirmed whenghve her a
mocking smile and reached out to clasp the scappéd hand of the
lovely creature perched on the settee beside him.

'Holly, I'd like you to meet my new secretary, MBarrett.'

A beautiful, vacant face stared in Robyn's direttiées, it, was the
redhead, as she had suspected, and much youngershieahad
thought. Not more than eighteen, though there \eagittle dew left

on her, if one could go by the pout of the moutt @ire knowing look
in the pale eyes.

'‘Miss Barrett?' she emphasised, and turned on the mdntamder
with a little shriek. "You said it was a man!'

'l said my new secretary's name was Robyn,' hescepl an amused
tone. 'But don't let it worry you, angel, she tlariike a man. Don't
you, Miss Barrett?'

'l try my best,’ Robyn asserted. 'Did you wishatié to me about the
Fiat, Mr Dexter?"

'‘No. You can borrow it any time you like. | only mtad to know what
your plans were for tonight. Morton called a shwhile ago and
reminded me that I'm responsible for you while y@tere.’



'Did he give you any message for me?' she askayingrhe had been
careful not to give her away.

‘All he did was warn me not to be taken in by yamgelic
appearance. Not that | would have been," he addedi make
yourself crystal clear.'

'Crystal clear about what?' Holly asked petulantlgsiggling herself
closer to him, every delectable curve visible ifoem-fitting silk
jersey jump suit, underneath which she clearly wathing.

‘That she's the male equivalent of myself,' Bra@eyter replied.
'‘No one could be as cold-blooded as you, darliglly giggled.

'‘Miss Dhimpoh to see you, sir," Kim's voice intergd, and with a
bound Bradley Dexter leapt from the settee to gtketslender,
black-haired girl gliding towards them.

Singapore Airlines come to life, Robyn thought aedlg, and
wondered if this man was a relation of Hugh Hefremner of
Playboy, whose penchant for attracting some of the womakst
beautiful women was well known.

‘Mai! It's great to see you,' Bradley was now sgyiHow did you get
here so quickly?'

'l took the first plane from Paris, as you instagctne,' she smiled,
showing tiny white teeth, gleaming like little pksarbetween a
beautifully shaped mouth, painted fuller than alkgwas. She was
olive-skinned, with slanting dark eyes, her exotigpearance
enhanced by the high-necked, long-skirted tuniossbre. It covered
every curve, yet disclosed them too, as she camenker host and
put her two hands together in an attitude of prayet lowered her
head to them; a typical greeting of the Far East.



Bradley Dexter responded by drawing her into hissaas gently as if
she were a lotus petal, and leading her to a twtesdove-seat,
solicitously finding a stool for her feet—she bgrekached his
shoulder—then sitting himself beside her.

Well, well, Robyn thought. So our wolf can preteiodbe a lamb

when it suits him. It was an interesting discovéoy,she would have
thought Bradley Dexter too arrogant to pretendeavhat he was not.
Or perhaps he just put on an act until he'd gott\wkavanted? But
from the way Miss Almond Eyes was looking at hinejign thought

he had had it many times before. She wondered wehlyald sent to
Paris for the girl, and was not left long ily douforr as she murmured
goodnight and went to the garage in search of thi $he suddenly
found him beside her.

'l hope you're pleased that | took your advice?stdpped her with a
detaining hand.

'‘My advice?"

‘That there's safety in numbers.' His hand roset@mched her silky
hair. "With your colouring you'd be a much bettei for Mai than
Holly.'

'‘But not as pliable,' Robyn retorted, and went talsdahe car.

Somehow the thought of Bradley Dexter with two lgwgirls in tow
spoiled what might otherwise have been a pleasesmtieg. She had
never been to this part of the coast, and she gehour exploring
the little town, with it's delightful central sqwaind broad main
avenue leading down to a new esplanade, with togyeapartment
blocks—mark of the new developments springing uprgwvhere
along this coastline. But she particularly likee tbld part of the
town, with its maze of ancient cobbled streetsyavatwindowed
houses, shuttered to prying eyes, and the busybgrbnce a tiny



port below the military barracks of Fort Carre, amosv an expanding
glittering marina, filled with opulent yachts.

She ate dinner in one of the restaurants overlgotie port. It was
crowded with tourists and she felt rather alonéd.tBe food was good
and the half bottle of wine she consumed induceleding of
lethargy and well- being.

Bowling up the drive to the villa, she heard th#& strains of music,
and as she entered the house she knew from thd sdwplashing
and laughter that Bradley Dexter and his two lovatires were in the
pool.

Trying to close her ears to their laughter, shetverbed, and was
suddenly pleased that she had remembered to wmg sar-plugs
with her. She put them in and immediately all soeedsed. But
though she could blank out noise, she could natkobat the pictures
flitting before her mind's eye, and she finally koout the plugs,
switched on the light, and sat up to read.

Almost at once she heard voices along the corratad it required no
Imagination to guess where they were heading. Doe b the lower
wing opened and closed and Robyn found that heyefs were
tightly clenched about the book she was holdingh8aeally did
practise what he preached! She was consumed bg@ snse of
disgust, the more strong because, for a short wbday, she had
entertained the belief that he might not have meaatything he had
written.

Tossing her book aside, she went to sit by the ewndrhe scent of
night stock wafted up to her, as did the call &jree cicada pleading
for a mate. Pensively she wondered if she would fve one of her
own. Perhaps if she were plain-looking she mighehattracted a
different kind of man, but so far most of the oslks had met, though
willing to marry her, did not possess the intenaityl seriousness for



which she was looking. She sighed gustily, andhassbund died
away she heard footsteps running down the coraddrnoisy sobs.

Quietly opening her door and, running out, Robyw stolly racing
down the marble staircase. As the girl reachedttom she looked
up, expecting to see the man she had just left,sbaing Robyn
instead, she gave an angry shriek.

‘That swine!' she screeched. 'l don't play thiré&ltio anybody!"

She stormed out and Robyn sombrely returned todeoen. Bradley
Dexter was ... Words failed her, though they spuumd chaotically
in her brain, making sleep tedious to court.

The next morning she was not surprised to learhNfaa Dhimpoh
was in residence, and for the next few days BrabDleyter devoted
himself exclusively to her. He acted like a childhna new toy; he
was constantly beside the girl, swimming with ftEmcing with her
and at mealtimes happily letting her feed him fitoen plate.

Robyn tried to keep out of their way, but was dragmwatching them
like a needle to a magnet. As one day led to ancdine he still made
no move to return to work, her anger mounted. Mat it wasn't
wonderful to be staying here. It was almost likengesole guest in a
five-star hotel. Until noon she had the swimminglgo herself, and
could lie on one of the mattresses sunbathing wttfear of being
seen. For some reason she did not want to havdegrakxter's
lascivious eyes upon her, or be forced into manmgi her pose with
him; added to which she had taken a dislike tone girl-friend
since she had come into the kitchen and found éeting Mrs Kim
for not serving them with lobster the night beforbe voice, always
dulcet when speaking to Bradley Dexter, had be&shhdhough it
had given way to sweet sibilance as she had seleynRand she had
quickly walked out. Mrs Kim turned back to the ®bivhere she was



chopping mushrooms, but not before Robyn saw tlaleeglitter of
tears in her eyes.

'‘Don't let her upset you,' she had said impulsivalyting her slender
arms around the woman's shoulders. Mrs Kim wasiter than Mai,

and Robyn's five feet six inches without shoes ted®ver her. 'I'm
sure Mr Dexter didn't mind not having lobster lagtht, and he'd be
furious if he knew Miss Dimpoh had come in herarggwou orders.'

'Please, you no tell him," Mrs Kim said quickly.nb wish make
trouble.'

'l know you don't,’ Robyn assured her, but deciti®hs now time
that she herself did.

Yet she was not quite sure exactly how to set aibpahd two days
passed, until here she was, floating on the cot#mand staring up at
the cloudless blue sky once again. Five days ahd stvoke of work
done. Was Mr Dexter always like this when he wathva new
woman?

She swam to the side and clambered out, squeerzdhin@s dry as
she could and stretched out on a mattress, tiliegparasol above her
so that her body was shaded from the sun. Forwaldilonde she
was extremely lucky to tan so easily, but she kbetter than to try
her luck too far, and was more than satisfied far $kin to be the
colour of honey. It made her hair look more siltrean gold, which in
turn made her grey eyes look darker; shadowed pbatsmirrored
her growing anxiety at the thought of the smalchatf manuscript
that had been done since her arrival here.

She twisted over on to her stomach and unclaspedoih of her
bikini. Her breasts, rounded and full, flattenedi#ly as she lay on
them and bared her back to the sun. A butterflyecémnrest just
within her vision, its wings wafting to and froygig her a tantalising



glimpse of lilac and blue. Then it fluttered awhayt the lilac colour
returned in the form of the minuscule bikini thairély covered the
Singapore qirl's tiny figure.

Even eyeing her critically, one had to admit shes \mabeauty in
miniature, but Robyn could not forget how harddieécate face had
become when focusing on Mrs Kim. She might be swesst and
light on the surface, but she was vinegar benehitst the sort of
woman Bradley deserved—nbut not if it was going tevent him
finishing this book. But how could one get him ésume work?

The object of her thoughts padded out of the hossiefooted as a
panther and equally dark and sleek. His skin wasrahogany, and
had a natural shine that needed no oil. He looké®shed and at
ease, as well he might, not having risen untiivaf@nutes ago.

He sprawled down on a mattress and Kim immediatalye into
sight carrying the inevitable ice bucket of champagdut this time it
was accompanied by open-faced smoked salmon samesviand
gulls' eggs.

'‘Would you like a glass of champagne, Miss Barrét&l asked her
prettily.

Robyn would have liked to refuse, but the thoudra drink was too
tempting. Holding her bikini, she sat up, then ader back on them
both as she hooked the halter top into position.

'Shy?' Bradley Dexter asked behind her.

‘Too sunburnt,’ she replied, and swivelled roundiiragto sit
cross-legged on the mattress a few feet away fiiom h

Objectively he studied her, making no pretence ahgl anything
else. With an insouciance she did not feel, Roliyawad him to do



it, and at the same time watched him stare foestde was well
worth looking at, but she made her expression baseshe turned her
eyes away from him. He reached for the champagrepohe
powerful biceps in his arms swelling as he didntreplenished Mai's
glass and rose to do the same to her.

'You have an excellent figure, Miss Barrett,' hiel sanversationally,
‘and a big bust for such a slender girl. Nice Atided.

Silently she sipped her drink and he returned $ooln mattress.
'It's myturn to be complimented,' said Mai with a littlel gout.

'l do that with action, not words,' he replied, gndled her towards
him.

‘Mind the champagne!" she warned with a tinklinggla as the
bubbling liquid spilled across her golden- skinnedrs&ch.

'‘Makes you all the tastier," he murmured, and besthead to lick her.

Without knowing why, Robyn was convinced he wasndoit
deliberately to irritate her. It was a good sigd ahowed he was not
as immune to her opinions as he . pretended. Itshkl only make
him feel guilty at his idleness, she might eveable to persuade him
to start work again.

'‘What about doing a couple of hours' dictation, Dexter?' she
suggested.

'‘Ask the boss.' He slanted an eye in Mai's diractio

Graceful the qirl leaned towards him, the pointshef breasts
pressing against his chest.

‘Do whatever makes you happy, Brad.'



*You mean you won't mind if | disappear for thet iifsthe day?"
‘Not if it's what you wish.'
‘It will mean cancelling our flight to Corsica.’

‘You're the one in command,' Mai replied, her dgesdooking at
him with adoration.

'l wouldn't dream of disappointing you,' he saidfyy and stood up.
'I'm afraid it's no go, Miss Barrett. If Mai hadtpup a fight you might
have won, but as it is .. He leaned down and ptaat&iss on the
other girl's dark head. '‘Be ready to leave in amr heweetheart. I'm
just going to telephone Martin and see how he'simgadut.’

He strode away, leaving Robyn and Mai alone.

'‘Giving in to Brad is the best way of getting wigati want," Mai said
in her tinkling voice. 'But none of the other gintshis life have ever
realised it. He's like a child. If you resist hine lbecomes more
obstinate. But if he believes he's in charge, im@leable as butter.'

‘What would you have done if he'd taken you at ysord and
decided to do some work?' Robyn asked curiously.

‘Nothing. I'm not yet in a position with him to daything.’
'l take it you're hoping?'

'‘With Brad one can only hope.' She held out hedhand Robyn saw
that her wrist was encircled by a narrow, diamonaidéd band. It
was a delicate trifle, the more expensive becadise and Robyn
knew instantly who had bought it. 'Each day he gine something
different,’ Mai smiled. 'So it's worth giving in toim, don't you
think—even if one knows it can never lead to amglpermanent.’



Robyn admired the girl for her honesty, thoughfooher greed.

‘Mr Dexter has to finish a book," she said abruptlys very
important for the publishers | work for. That'symny boss sent me
here.’

'l know. Bradley told me.'

'If you could encourage him to work for part of eatay, I'm sure
we'd be able to get it done in time.'

'‘Brad can't do things by halves,' said Mai. 'He higay he'd only
work for half of each day, but once he starteddlielbe no stopping
him, and the next thing would happen is that hefalame away. He
hates distractions when he's working.'

'‘Even if he asked you to go, it would only be fourf weeks—maybe
less if | worked overtime. Then you could come bagkin.'

Mai shook her head. 'That isn't Brad's style. Qrestops seeing you,
he's more likely to become interested in a new,face renewing
acquaintance with an old one."

And a new body, Robyn thought glumly, though al@in said:
'When you first came here | had the impressiondygmown Mr
Dexter before.'

‘Not in the sensgoumean. | was a close friend of Prince Buntha
who was a great friend of Brad's.'

'Wasn't he killed at Le Mans last year?' Robyn dskeaguely
recollecting having read of the Burmese princdisitiaus wealth and
lifestyle.

'Yes, and Brad was a great comfort to me. Then &t wff to the
States and | never heard from him. | was quite ree@ when he



called me in Paris and invited me to come down.h&he girl nestled
back among the pillows. 'l hope you see why | cda'as you ask,
Miss Barrett? If | did, and he sent me away, I'ddmpardising my
chances.' Mai fingered the circlet of diamonds adbhber wrist in a
way that gave point to her answer. 'lIt would pleagevery much if
you didn't keep asking Brad to start work. Heiligh the book when
he's ready—and that won't be until I've left hevbkich may be quite
a while." The girl half smiled. "You know, it mighte better for
everyone ifyouwent away. You could always come back again whi
you're needed.'

Robyn controlled her anger. 'lI've no intentionexdJing without the
book.'

‘Then you might have a long wait.' Mai rose. 98k you when we get
back from Corsica.’

She undulated away and, feeling thoroughly fedRglyn plunged
into the pool. She had no idea how long BradleytBewould be
away, but knew it Was unwise to ask him. If he goignned to stay
in Corsica a day, devilment might make him extenddly she
wondered if she had been overplaying her hand huith Maybe her
assertiveness was making him more obstinate. Perha@s a case
of 'Softly, softly catchee monkey'. After all, bgiMiss Sweetness
and Light was paying off for Mai, so why not forrkelf too?

All at once Robyn felt better. When Bradley Dexteturned from
Corsica he would find a changed secretary waitondnim.



CHAPTER FOUR

IT was three long, sun-filled, yet tedious days beByezlley and Mai

returned to the villa. Robyn had had time to foratellher plan, and
knew she had to be subtle about it. She was tbtwtak able to copy
Mai's physical mannerisms, but there was no reasbg she

shouldn't mimic her docile attitude and defereMgeh two adoring

females flapping around him, she was banking ordlByaDexter's

intelligence to guess the point she was tryingriegohome to him.

'l hope you didn't find it too boring being on yoawn?' he asked,
coming down to the pool to find her.

He looked, if anything, browner than when he hadegaway, and
disgustingly healthy. Passion-filled nights obviguagreed with
him, she thought waspishly, and bit back a shaswan

'It's been wonderfully peaceful here,' she replietéel as if I'm on
holiday.'

‘Has Morton phoned for me?’
'He rangmeto find out how things were going."'
'I'm sure you told him?!

'l said you were busy entertaining a foreign visitout that you'd
make up the lost time as soon as you could.’

Hazel eyes glinted at her. 'Are you being serious?'

'l don't joke about business.' Robyn looked at hiitih pretended
earnestness. 'l owe you an apology, Mr Dexter. &/gou were
away, I've been re-reading your books and --'

'‘Not that again!'



'Please hear me out,' she begged. 'l should hairea@ from the start
that you don't like being ordered around any mbastl do. And of
course, you'vanoreright to be your own master. You've made
brilliant success of your life, and if you don'tntdéo write any more,
it's no one's concern except your own. It was myally to Mr
Phillips that prevented me from realising it.'

'I'm not without loyalty myself, Miss Barrett," lamswered sharply.
‘Morton's a good friend of mine and | don't wanketiohim down.’

'One's first loyalty is to oneself,' Robyn stated.
‘Dammit, you're quoting me again!'
'‘Am 1?' she asked with lying innocence. 'l hadedlised.'

'‘We'll continue with the book tomorrow,' he pronadssauddenly. 'I'll
have a word with Mai."

Knowing that if he did, he definitely wouldn't wgrRobyn nodded
and watched him stride away. Well, she'd made liemst® a
doormat and all he'd done was tread on her. Siidd, wasn't going to
abandon the act yet. There were a few more caftd® Iplay.

At the terrace, he turned and called out to her.
‘We'll be in for dinner tonight, Miss Barrett. lide you to join us.’
‘Thank you, Mr Dexter, I'd be delighted.’

That night Robyn dressed with care. Her outfit wasiear to one of
Mai's high-necked traditional dresses as she cfuét and it had
required assiduous searching for in the Nice baesq It was the
same silver-grey as her eyes, with delicate pirdesocembroidered
across the bodice, and down the long slit in theagtt skirt.



She drew her hair back from her face and combedata big roll,
keeping it in place with little jewelled combs. Herake-up was
minimal, except for her eyes, which she darkened elongated.
High-heeled sandals and a liberal spray of perfuorapteted the
picture. All she needed to do now was to walk ahd were gliding,
and to practise a decorous pose.

Bradley Dexter and Mai were already in the livimpm when she
entered, and Robyn was taken aback to see theqitfit was almost
a mirror image of her own. But in pink with grepiters instead of
the other way around.

The man was quick to notice it too, and he grinatetiem both.
‘You girls aren't ganging up on me, are you?'

Mai looked puzzled, and since humour did not seeiveta forte of
any of his girl-friends, Robyn answered the quastio

'If you'd prefer me to change into something diéeDexter, it won't
take me a moment.’

‘Not at all, you look charming—both of you!" He ckad for a
cheroot and Robyn hurriedly picked up a lighter #io#ted it on for
him.

Surprised, he lit up, then blew a cloud of smokg.itAcame her way
she did not flinch, but stood impassively, headhgly bent as if in
obeisance.

‘Sorry about that,' he said, waving the smoke dway her.

She nodded' gently and sat down, back erect, lkegsrdusly crossed,
the way she'd seen Mai sit.



At dinner Robyn emulated the girl too, taking snpadttions of food
and still managing to leave half of it, as if sheravtoo fragile to be
anything as mundane as hungry; making little ptotgsounds when
Kim replenished her wine glass and giving a girliabhgh when
champagne was served with the iced apricot souffle.

'You're the most lavish host in the world,’ sheablied, and glanced
at Mai. 'Don't you agree with me?"

'Of course,' Mai said shortly.

Bradley Dexter looked amused as his eyes met Relby#ow come
you're so lavish with your compliments tonight? Hadhange of
heart towards me, Miss Barrett?'

'I've realised that opinions formed on a prejudiceunworthy ones,'
she murmured, and saw a puzzled expression fbisadris face; as if
he knew something was going on, but was not quite what.

Mai, however, was in no doubt. She had known iftbhe moment
Robyn had entered the room.

'I'm surprised your employer allowed you to come arork here,’
she said now. 'Wasn't he worried in case you medeto stay in
France and not go back to London?'

'It isn't a question of whdt prefer,’” Robyn said sweetly. 'We bott
know Mr Dexter will never employ a woman secretay a
permanent basis.’

'l might be encouraged to change my mind," he said reached for a
cigar. 'Any objections if | smoke at the table?’

'l love the smell of cigars,' said Mai, breathingleeply.

‘This is your house,' Robyn added. 'And you'rentlaster in it.'



Once again he looked puzzled, and she warned hecdééb overplay
her hand.

'If you'll both excuse me,' she said, pushing daskchair, 'l have a
slight headache and I think I'll take a strollne garden.’

Gracefully she moved away, taking small steps aatihg her silk
skirt rustle.

‘Tomorrow at nine?' Bradley Dexter called after.HBut I'll only
work till noon.’

‘That's very nice of you, Mr Dexter. | apprecidte i

Hiding her triumph, Robyn went on to the terracd,aomce out of
sight, walked in her normal, easy way down to teztrnevel. She
loved the pool at night. The blue and green mosks made the
water scintillate like a peacock's tail, iridescenthe floodlights that
bathed the whole area.

A faint breeze had sprung up and it ruffled theesiltendrils of hair
that had escaped the confining coil on the napheofneck. She
tugged at the high collar of her dress and wisledvgere wearing
something low-cut and looser, but knew that tomorstw would be
wearing yet another Oriental type outfit. She Isatiled. It was less
amusing to play the part of a yes-woman than theratiie she had
assigned herself, but both parts were for the saason: to bring
about the downfall of the most supercilious, coteeman she had
ever encountered.

A rustle behind her made her turn, and she sawchlaing towards
her. With no man to watch, the girl's expressiors \&ss than its
usual serene one. In fact it was a downright nmtiane, and there
was a hard, singularly unattractive gleam in themadly doe-like
eyes. Robyn braced herself for the anger she kreswtevcome.



‘You think you're very clever, don't you?' Mai lads 'Well, | won't
let you get away with it!"

'‘With what?' Robyn asked guilelessly.

'‘With trying to fool Brad that you're the docil&le secretary here to
do his bidding."'

‘That's exactly why I'm here," Robyn answered. 'Amaly | remind
you that Mr Dexter himself was the one who suggkgte start work
again?'

'Only because of the way you sucked up to him—Hhagyat all his
jokes and deferring to everything he said, as Mvkees your lord and
master!'

‘We'll only be working in the morning," Robyn pléed. 'You can
have him all to yourself in the afternoons—and iights too,' she
added.

Mai's face was tight with fury. 'Unfortunately itow't turn out that
way. Once Brad starts writing he won't have timedoyone else. |
told you what he was like before | went to Corsmth him—and |

warned you not to try to come between us.'

‘That the last thing | want to do,' Robyn assured But Mr Dexter
does have a manuscript to finish, and it's my gofete he does so. I'm
sorry you're upset about it, but there's nothingn do.’

‘There's something | can do," Mai responded quiathg hit Robyn
sharply in the pit of her stomach, sending her liagpnto the water.

With a startled cry Robyn put out her hands to daseself. But
encumbered by high heels and a tight-fitting drelss,had no way of



retaining her balance, nor of preventing her headfhitting the
protruding edge of the swimming pool.

She felt herself going down, down into the blue-grdepths, then
rising again several yards away from the edge. ®&zethe blow,

she was disorientated and started swimming in tteagvdirection.

Her dress weighed her down like a lead sack, wrapipself around

her legs and making it impossible for her to mdvem. She sank
again, choking and swallowing water, then rose iggsfor air.

She thought she heard someone shout her name aedl ten the

direction it came from. Mascara was burning hessey®d they were
streaming with chlorinated water, which made itfidifit to see

through them. Valiantly she tried to swim towarlds sound. There
was a splash, and she saw a dark figure cleawmngay towards her,
then strong arms were holding her and Bradley D&xt@ice was
telling her to relax and that she was safe.

Strangely enough, she knew she was, and with assigltlosed her
eyes and let his hands support her head abovedter as he drew
her to the side of the pool. Only then did shetdriever herself out,
but before she could manage it he swung her uphist@rms and
carried her with him,

He set her on her feet, but as she tried to steerdegs gave way, and
she would have crumpled to the ground had he raathesd out and
caught her again.

'I'm sorry,' she gasped. 'How silly of me! But ¢lfguite faint.'

‘Your cheek's grazed,' he said in an angry voleu've hurt your
face.'

'l slipped,' she whispered, grateful for the fdehis arms about her.
'If you could put me in a chair, I'll soon get ntgath back.'



*You'll soon get a chill too, if you don't get irdome dry clothes.’

"Il call Kim to take Miss Barrett to her roomaid Mai, bending
forward sympathetically. ‘Poor girl! It was foolisfiher to wear such
high heels. She must have tripped on one of tiystbmes.'

Not bothering to reply, Bradley Dexter lifted Robyrto his arms
again, as effortlessly as if she were a doll, anods up the stone
steps towards the house. Robyn rested againshbeimwet head upon
his sopping shirt. His feet squelched on the mastaes, and she had
a sudden picture in her mind of how ludicrous thayst look, both
dressed to the nines and dripping water.

‘You'd better change too,' she ordered faintly.

'‘Even half drowned, you're still bossy!" he muttke@nd kicking open
her bedroom door, carried her straight into thétoaim and sat her
on a towel-covered chaise-longue beside the bathy \8here you

are and don't move. I'll send Mrs Kim up to undngms and get you
into bed.'

Robyn couldn't have moved if she had wanted, aadaghback in the
chair, her head throbbing.

It was a relief to put herself in Mrs Kim's gentt®mpetent hands,
though it was more than an hour later, after a wlaath and coffee
laced with brandy, before she felt human again.tNaitt she had any
intention of getting up, but she wanted to go ded¢he dressing table
to look at the swelling she could feel on her f&fge would probably
have a nasty bruise there in the morning. She tamliaghgingerly,
wincing as she did.

There was a knock at the door, but before she ceaydcome in,
Bradley Dexter stood there, with another older mmaa brown linen



suit, carrying a small attache case. 'l called Deriér,’ he said
abruptly, introducing the stranger. 'l want hincteck you out.'

‘There's nothing wrong with me,' Robyn protestdtbe fine in the
morning.'

‘You may have slight concussion,’ Dr Mercier irgetgd. 'And I'd
like to look at that cut on your cheek.' He glane¢dhe frowning,
dark-haired man beside him, who took the hint andtwat. 'It's not
pleasant to fall into a pool,' the doctor went amdly. 'It's a shock to
the systemn'est-ce pas?'

Robyn saw no reason to tell him she had been pustmeimerely
nodded as he started to examine her. He paid plartiattention to
her vision, warning her she must let him know it Started feeling
any head pains or nausea.

Promising she would, Robyn swallowed the two gilés gave her,
and then lay back on the pillow.

She woke up once, somewhere near dawn, and hedrairacreak.
Turning her head nervously, she was just able tcenoat the figure
of a man sitting by the window. The silver-grey shkyminated the
jet black hair, and she half smiled.

You shouldn't have sat up with me, Kim,"' she muedsleepily, and
turned over on her side, somehow feeling pleasedsis not alone.

The next time she awoke it was broad daylight dredfslt almost her
old self again, though she was careful to get 6bed slowly, before
padding into the bathroom.

What a sight she looked! The top half of her chgak a pretty shade
of purple, though her eyes itself was unmarked.Halgebeen lucky to
have got off so lightly.



As she remembered Mai's hands thrusting at hefeléng of relief
ebbed, and more soberly she made herself tidy etadned to bed.
She knew without being told that there would bevaok for herself
and Bradley Dexter this morning, which made Maivhener of this
particular round. The girl was going to be a bagneyn, and she must
watch her step if she didn't want something morese to happen to
herself. It's like an Agatha Christie murder, Roblyaught, and the
humour of the situation made her laugh out loud.

'I'm glad you've found something to amuse you!dBrp Dexter said
from the doorway, and she turned her head shasfhg @ame over to
the bed. 'May | share the joke?'

'It wasn't a joke,' she said awkwardly, and wenlooking at him.

He had not shaved, and stubble darkened the fvendf his jaw.
Somehow it lessened the severity of it, giving lairdishevelled air
that put her in mind of a castaway on an island.was certainly
dressed for the part, in fashionable frayed-eddpedts and a white
singlet, through which the black hairs on his cloestld clearly be
seen.

'l slept very well,' she said quietly, before hd hiene to ask her. 'And
| feel practically back to normal.'

‘You've still got to stay in bed today," he saiduglbly. '‘Doctor's
orders, not mine. Mrs Kim will be bringing you bkéast in a
moment, and if there's anything else you want, tiregbell.'

'Yes, sir,' Robyn smiled. 'And may | thank you fescuing me last
night?'

His shoulders lifted. 'I'd have done the same fhyioae.’



It was a truthful answer, but not a particularlyifgoone, and she was
glad when, without another word, he left the room.

Hardly had the door closed behind him when it odeaggin and Mrs
Kim came in with her breakfast.

*You much better?' she asked, placing the traysadRmbyn's lap.

'So much that | feel a fraud staying in bed. Butxter insists on
it.

'He clever man. You listen him.'

Robyn spooned a liberal portion of apricot jam en ¢roissant and
bit into it. 'Please thank your husband for meg' shid. ‘It was very
kind of him to sit up with me during the night.'

Busily dusting the dressing table, Mrs Kim turnednd in surprise.
'Is not my husband stay, Miss Barrett, is Mr Dextee very
concerned in case you have concussion. | offer btayhe no let me.'

Robyn's cheeks flamed. Although she had expectadl®y Dexter

to be concerned—as her temporary employer he vegomnsible for

any accident she might have on his premises—shadtahticipated

him sitting with her himself, and she found hisigtlde surprising.

Yet it shouldn't be, for he had shown gentleneskwarderstanding
when he had carried her from the pool to her rdd®cause it was not
a thought she wished to ponder on, she pusheday anwd poured
herself some coffee. Well, at least Mai would beagkd with herself
today, for now she would have her boy-friend to ékr3 his thought

was considerably less enjoyable than the previows and she
pushed it away too.

'l think I'll sit by the window after I've had bidast," she said aloud.



‘You stay in bed,' Mrs Kim replied firmly, ‘or lltéVir Dexter.'

Robyn grinned. ‘'Let him enjoy his day of freedomysMKim.
Concussion or not, he'll be working with me tomarto

'He working now. He by pool reading manuscript.’
Robert's smile widened. 'Miss Dhimpoh won't likatth

'‘She no here.' Mrs Kim was again industriouslyihdythe room. 'Mr
Dexter send her packing.'

'‘Packing?' Robyn echoed. 'You mean he sent heraway

Mrs Kim nodded. 'Last night, after doctor go, thewe big row. He
say she push you in pool—he saw from window. Migaipoh cry
no, but he shout yes. He very angry.’

Robyn heard this out in silence. She was delighkted Bradley
Dexter had seen Mai's mean-spirited act, but astedishat he had
sent the girl away. It was quite out of charactéhwhat he wrote.
Having two women quarrelling over a man was exoelier the male
ego, he had written. But perhaps the fact thabkear desire to have
him was not a personal one had affected his reacties, that was it.
Still, it had been drastic of him to send his giréhd packing.

Robyn kept returning to the thought for the reshefday; and what a
long, tedious one it was, broken only by Mrs Kiergry with lunch,
and tea.

At supper time Robyn resolutely refused to remaiher room any

longer. But though determined to dress and go dtawss she felt

decidedly shaky by the time she reached the hadl she perched on
the last step to recover.



'‘Don't youeverdo anything you're told?' a furious voice demands
behind her.

‘Yes, Mr Dexter,"' she replied, not looking rour8ut' I don't like
being cosseted unnecessarily. I'm perfectly well.'

'Oh, sure,’ he snapped, still furious, and heaviag to her feet,
frogmarched her into the living room, where he irdragly let her

go.

Luckily he had deposited her beside an armchairsf@dcollapsed
into it ignominiously. He stood watching her aneeisng the sudden
smile twitching his mouth, it was impossible forrheot to smile

back.

‘You're right,' she confessed. 'l suppose | shbaick listened to you.
But | got fed up being alone in my room.’

'l assumed you'd be too self-sufficient to be bondith your own
company,' he replied, sauntering over to the drirkdtey, and deftly
uncorking a bottle of champagne. He poured outdlasses, came
back to hand her one, and then sprawled on a dattiesgy her.

As usual he was casually dressed: all in blue tanigmade his skin
look even darker and his hair blue-black. He was t@o
good-looking to spend the rest of his life singlel amattached. He
should have someone to care for, who would alse foarhim.

What's the matter with me? Robyn wondered crodsist because he
sat up with me last night, there's no reason teshikiim with needs he
doesn't have. Unexpectedly she found herself csirtoufind out
whether he had always been so wary of women. Surelhad a
mother somewhere whom he loved? And what aboutérstand
sisters? And his father? Unwilling to give freenréd her thoughts,
she brought them firmly back to the present.



'I'd better go and tell Mrs Kim I've come down tbnner. If | --'

'‘She and Kim are out. They didn't want to go, basisted. There's a
Vietnamese dance troupe playing in Nice, and ttagltitkets for it.'

‘You mean we're alone?' The thought was unexpscadaiiming.
‘Scared?' he mocked.

'‘No, Mr Dexter. Hungry. For food,' she added, sgénme gleam in his
eye.

‘That's what | figured.' Lithely he rose. 'Mrs Kipuit your supper
ready on a tray, so | can either bring it to yoteh& you can join me
in the kitchen.'

'Ill join you,' she said, and stood up carefully.

He did not offer to help her, for which she wasdgland walked
ahead of her to the kitchen, leaving her to folldm more slowly.

When she entered it, he had already wheeled a taolézy on to the
little patio and was setting the table. There veasliconsomme, cold
lobster salad and a bowl of fresh raspberries asahe. A tall bottle
of hock, chilled so that a bloom lay upon it, stooet to two
delicately fluted glasses.

'‘Not bad for the cook's night out,'" Robyn quippstting down.
‘Do you object to luxury?' he questioned.
'Not if it's earned. And you've earned yours, Mxi2e.'

'I'm glad you think so.' He began to eat. 'You @athave me the
impression that you thought my success came tdg.'ear



'l think your books came too easily to you,' shid sarefully, picking
up her spoon. 'l mean I think you could write sdmreg far more
difficult—but equally interesting—if you set yourimal to it.'

‘The definitive novel?'
‘Why not? Haven't you wanted to?'

'‘Not yet. Perhaps one day | will." His teeth glednas he smiled.
'‘When I'm old and grey I'll change my tune, but loe moment |
enjoy dancing to it.'

‘Are you never bored by its repetitiveness?'

‘Are you?' he countered. 'You're how old, Miss Ba# Twenty-two,
twenty-three?—and if you're as great a disciplengfbooks as you
say, you must have known many men. Are you telimgyou're

bored with them?'

Robyn swallowed a portion of the delicious jellis@hsomme which
gave her a little more time to decide what to amswe

'Yes,' she said finally. 'That's why I've given mlysanother five
years before | settle down and have a family.’

'l knew there was a nesting instinct deep dowrdamgou!'

'l didn't say | was going to get married,’ she nteth. ‘Merely that |
want to have children.'

He digested this remark with the rest of his soapgd she was
delighted to see she had flummoxed him. He wasoswigced he
knew everything there was to know about women kieatound it
difficult to believe that one of them could evely ssomething to
surprise him. But she had a few more surprisesoire sshe thought
mischievously, and was amazed how easy she wasdintcto play



this part. The world's lost a great actress inshe,decided, and said
aloud:

'l could never imagine myself being content witlegnan. | need at
least two.'

'Is that so?' he enquired. 'And may | ask who tles ent two are?"'

Wildly she sought for an answer, but none came idmAll she
could think of was her current boy-friend, David, pteasant,
uninspiring young accountant her parents hopedvsiudd marry.

'Of course not,’ she answered, still desperateiykitng. In the
distance a car revved, and somewhere a dog baakedywent on
barking—a high-pitched sound, like her mother'sttten Of course.
The Scotties!

‘At the moment I'm with Hamish and Alex,' she said.
‘Scotsmen?'

'‘Without a doubt. Strong, short-tempered, but Vewable.'
‘Handsome too, | suppose?’

'‘Would youwaste time with an ugly girl?' Robyn did not wiait an
answer. 'Hamish is very handsome. He has black bart and dark
eyes. He loves going for long walks.'

‘And Alex?'
'‘Older and not quite so energetic.'

'How much older?’



She multiplied each of Alex's years by seven, whiels the popular
way of humanising a dog. 'He's forty-nine,' she saisually.

'You're mad! That's far too old for you.'

'l don't see why you say that. You're thirty-fomdaHolly couldn't
have been more than eighteen."'

Bradley Dexter's mouth half-opened and then clansped
'‘What do they do?' he asked finally.

‘Nothing.' Robyn was momentarily at a loss, theitldy recovered
herself. 'Well—without boasting—they both come frarmonderful
line. Highly pedigreed, you might say.'

'‘My God, you make them sound like a pair of dogs!

'l don't call your girl-friends bitches!" she sadignantly. 'So there's
no need for you to be insulting.'

'Sorry," he replied, not bothering to look it. 'Botis Hamish, or
whatever his name is, feature as a father for ghudren?'

'It's too early for me to say. Ask me that questioa few years' time."'
She leaned forward and looked at him with greatioan 'Don'‘tyou
want any children, Mr Dexter?"

'l don't have sufficient conceit to wish to per@gaumyself.’
'‘But children can be such fun.’

'Fun!" he said harshly. "You don't have childrenfém. They need to
be cared for, worried over, listened to, loved exery stage of their
development they require your time and interestydti aren't
prepared to give them that—don't ever have any!



It required no intelligence for Robyn to guess thatown childhood
had been an unhappy, unloved one.

‘Yes,' he said, abruptly, reading her expressyom,re quite right. My
arrival on this planet was an unwelcome accidenthviny mother
did her best to forget.’

‘And your father?"

'He loved her so much he was willing to do anythiockeep her.
Even to the point of abandoning me.'

'‘Oh no!" Robyn was aghast.

‘Well, not in the accepted sense,' he admittegyimtglhimself to a
large portion of lobster and motioning her to de #ame. 'l was
brought up by a nurse, sent off to boarding sciv@n | was six, and
remained there— even during the holidays—until lked out at
sixteen. The rest of my life I'm sure you know.'

She nodded. Dishwasher in a restaurant, merchamagefor three
years, and a whole host of other jobs until, atnty<our, he had
produced his first book, and been a success aelkkhrtty ever since.

‘Where are your parents now?' she asked tentatively

'‘Dead. They died as they lived, Miss Barrett, tbgetand enjoying
themselves. Sailing between the Bahamas and Baslthdy were
caught in a freak storm."’

There were many things Robyn wanted to say, butkkek®& better
than to utter any of them. It was clear now whys tian disliked
women, blaming them all because of the behaviouored. She
understood, too, why he refused to succumb to lave ,why he saw
it as a terrible weakness—for love had made hisfatrer weak. Yet



there were many children who had been brought thpowt affection,
yet had managed to lead normal lives and commihseéves to a
relationship. Perhaps this man might have donedinge had he not
achieved such success with his first book. But adimg polygamy
and becoming its chief spokesman, he had foundeason to
disavow it; indeed, his continuing success had omygle him more
deeply entrenched in his opinions.

Never would he admit he was wrong; nor would hecede that he
was psychologically damaged. To do that, he neddedjyreater
self-awareness in order to recognise that he waabtamf being
much more than he was. But then why should he @&fakizandsome
and rich enough to buy what he wanted, he hadasmoreto work at a
relationship. In fact the word 'relationship’ wasedrom which he
shied away.

Surreptitiously Robyn regarded him. He was eatinth violithe
unconcern, as though he did not care that he haxah diimself away.
Such an attitude could only come from supreme sstHance, and it
suddenly struck her that though he had been a ¢hiltl and
adolescent, he was in no way a hurt man. The $leelhad built
around himself had become a second skin— hardaasuim—and
would remain with him for the rest of his life.

'‘What made you the wayou are?' he asked unexpectedly, and sl
was so surprised by the question that she wasuin@t#hat he meant.

'It couldn't only be reading my books that made yee the light,' he

went on. 'Did you have absent parents too?'

'‘On the contrary, they were genuinely doting. Ty are. They've
lavished everything on me, and | grew up with some
self-confidence.'

'‘Knowing you were intelligent and exceptionally beful,' he stated,
eyeing her with the candour of a diligent housewwifpecting a joint



of meat at the butcher's. 'The only thing thatlspmu, Miss Barrett,
IS your practical streak.’

'‘Aren't you practical?' she asked indignantly.

'‘Not when I'm laying siege to a woman.' Deftly enoved the plates
and placed the bowl of raspberries between thelnenT can be as
romantic as a lovesick swain—flowers, presents|dhe

‘Until the citadel is conquered and you ride awagearch of another
one!'

'l leave no bleeding hearts behind me," he mocKéw citadels |
conquer are all there for the taking, and | makermnises I've no
intention of keeping.'

‘Where's Mai?' Robyn asked abruptly, disliking &ahhim talk this
way.

‘She had to return to Paris. Urgent business.’

'You're lying," Robyn stated. '‘Mrs Kim told me ysent her away.'
'Only because her act was becoming a bore.' Hyzas suddenly
lightened with humour. "That was your doing, of ig@y Miss Barrett.

Damn! | really can't keep calling you that.’

'l wondered if you'd noticed my behaviour,” shedsdemurely,
placing the tips of her fingers together and longher head towards
them in an obeisant attitude.

His chuckle was sufficient answer, and he made theroas he
stacked the dishes on the trolley and wheeled filydeto the
kitchen.

'‘Coffee here or in the living room?' he called.



'l make it,' she said.
'No.' His voice was terse. 'l don't want you wajton me.'
‘You say that women should.'

'l say that girl-friends should,' he corrected. fTaesn't apply to
secretaries.'

Robyn should have been delighted at this, singhdawed he no
longer regarded her as a citadel to be conqueretisige was not
pleased, and she was alarmed to realise it, admitith her usual
candour that this past hour in Bradley Dexter's mamy had made
her see him with kinder eyes.

Too kind, in fact, because she saw the dangerentén liking this
man; knowing how quickly it could turn into someti deeper.
Hadn't Morton Phillips warned her dbout the warmdiflerranean
nights?

'l don't think I'll have coffee after all,' she ddaurriedly. 'I'm feeling
tired and I'll go to bed.

'‘No headache or dizziness?' he asked sharply.
‘No, Mr Dexter. | assure you | don't have concussio

He relaxed and turned back to the percolator. '@l Brad,' he
ordered over his shoulder. 'Each time you say Mxt&eit reminds
me | have work to do.'

‘Then maybe I'd better go on doing it. If --'
'‘Goodnight, Robyn,' he interrupted. 'Sleep well.'

‘Thank you. Goodnight—Brad.'



CHAPTER FIVE

RoBYN was down for breakfast before eight the next nmgnbut
early though she was, she was too late to catctil®rddexter, who
had left the villa a half hour before to fly to Rem

'He leave message for you,' said Kim, handing hesravelope.

Convinced she had been left to kick her heels wBriglley enjoyed
the dolce vita,Robyn tore open the envelope furiously, her ang
abating as she read the firm, bold writing.

'l had a call last night from my aunt. She's in Rdior two days en
route to San Francisco and this is my only chahse@ng her till the
autumn. | expect to be back late tomorrow.' Benda¢hsprawling
signature was a P.S. 'She really is my aunt! Aghplly seventy-four-
year-old who's the one and only female | give amabout!

Robyn put the letter into the pocket of her dresswwondered how to
occupy herself for the next two days. Living thHe lof a lotus-eater
was definitely not her scene, and she debated wheth go to
Antibes and look around the shops or drive fartdfeid to Nice or
Monte Carlo. It was only as the words Monte Cadmne into her
mind that she remembered her friend Anna, with wisbmhad been
at school, and had not seen since she had marngshg-looking
Frenchman three years ago, and left England.

She hurried to the phone book. Now what was Armaisied flame?
Gollaux, Gabeau—no, it wasn't either. It was GaviSbe leafed
through the pages. There were several people bhdme, but only
one of them was listed as an architect, and sHiedlithe number,
hoping that Anna was home.

The warm voice of her friend reassured her thatwskse and happily
Robyn made arrangements to drive over and sed&aevery day.



Il try and get to you by lunchtime,’ she prontiséBut the roads
might be crowded, so don't worry if I'm late.'

Then it was upstairs to change into one of herntyretw dresses, a
silky voile in misty blues and lilacs, with a widedmmed sunhat to
match. Definitely Ascot, she solemnly told her eeflon before

going downstairs again.

She was crossing the hall when the telephone &imgwas standing
right beside it and she picked it up. It was a @sking to speak to Mr
Dexter.

'He's in Rome,' she said. 'May | help you? I'mdaisretary.’

‘Then what does that make me?' came the amusead ‘tepought |
was.'

Robyn was startled. This was the unknown Martia,shadowy man
who had worked for Brad for ten years. His voicarsted nice, and
she wondered how old he was. Probably in his ddtlgs; young

enough for Bradley not to regard him as a fathgurg, but old
enough not to be competitive. As if competition Vdbaver worry

Bradley Dexter! That man would have women floatarxgund him
when he was ninety!

'Is there anything | can do?' she asked, rementdpshe was on the
telephone.

'‘Brad promised to let me have some books,' camaurtgaver. 'I'm
going out of my mind with boredom, stuck here.'

'If you can tell me the books you want, and giveymer address, I'll
bring them over to you.'



'l live in Antibes,' he said. 'l have a little heusn the ramparts. But
please don't bother. Perhaps Kim could deliver tteme later on.'

"'l be quite happy to do it,' said Robyn, curidagneet him. 'Expect
me in half an hour.'

She hurried away to find the books he had requestadbatch of
fairly recent best-sellers which she found on ointa@ shelves at the
far end of the living room—the area where Brad wapposed to
write, but didn't. It was certainly a far more luaus study than the
room in which he really did his work, being decerhin the best
Italian modern style, with, furniture as seen idaaach showroom,
and John Siddeley touches in the elegant curtamidvelvet-covered
banquettes that ran the length of two walls. It wasresting that
Brad should keep his study proper away from prygggs, and she
wondered if he did the same with his innermost @nat hiding the
real ones and only letting you see the carefullymtdated and
maintained ones. It was an intriguing idea, but lsdé no time to
speculate on it, and with the books under her dm@wvegent out to the
car.

As she bowled down the drive, her spirits were haghoefitted the
cloudless blue sky and the golden sunshine. A sbking breeze
half-lifted her hat and she took it off and sluhgn to the back seat.

The gates at the end of the drive were closeda®she approached
them they opened automatically, snugly closing tehier as she
drove through.

There was little traffic on the Cap, though it eased as she
descended the hill towards Antibes. On her righthilue sea lapped
into the bay, and ahead of her she glimpsed thpadmwalls as they
wound around the rocks and out of sight.



Glad she had thought to bring a map with her, sbw dhto the kerb
and studied it, then set off confidently for thenparts. She was
somewhat put out to find it was only possible tw&lone way down
the winding road set into the wall, for it meant geing into the old

part of the town to bring her to the beginning bé troad. But
eventually she managed to find her way throughmbee of narrow
streets—it was still early enough for the markeboin full swing,

which did not make her task any easier—and sheféetiong the

ramparts in search of Martin's house.

It was certainly a lovely spot in which to live esmused, slowing the
car to admire the view. Below the thick walls tlea $oamed gently
upon the rocks, and further out, boats bobbed upenwater, the
waves scintillating like faceted glass.

Most of the houses were tall and narrow and joinedtheir
neighbours on both sides. Some of them were neaihytgd, though
several had been gutted and were being completblyilt. But they
still exuded an overall impression of antiquity; iaghey had been
standing here casting shuttered eyes upon the dxubaats as they
set sail for the Holy Land.

The house she was looking for stood on its ownvaasl larger than
the rest. It was painted white and had dark blugtsts, which

matched the dark blue door. The roof was flat,gladcing up Robyn
glimpsed a roof terrace and blue and white awrilihg. place did not
look as if it was let into flatlets, but had theawof belonging to one
person, which meant Martin either had a privat®ine or was an
exceptionally well-paid secretary. With some cutp®obyn rang

the bell.

A middle-aged woman in a dark print dress openeddloe almost at
once and, as if expecting her visitor, indicatadRobyn to climb the
stairs.



‘Tout droit, tout droit,"she intoned, and Robyn climbed to the top ar
entered a delightful studio room, with cream-tiléabf, pale green
walls and white bamboo furniture with gaily coveredshions.
Sliding glass doors opened on to the patio sheskad from down
below, which was aflame with flowers. But it wa®tman in the
room who caught her attention, and she was unableide her
surprise, for he was Bradley Dexter's age. Thougfhas macho in
appearance, he was none the less tall, slim aratte, with sandy
brown hair and warm brown eyes.

'Hullo, Robyn Barrett,' he smiled, standing up teej her.

She saw that his right arm was in a sling and plestter covered it
from wrist to elbow.

He saw her eyes on it and smiled: 'That's the regso're here! But
now you are, | hope you'll take pity on me and keepcompany for a
while.’

'‘Only for a little while," she smiled, sitting dowiim on my way to
Monte Carlo.'

They eyed one another, both obviously liking wihatytsaw.

'‘Brad wasn't expecting a woman," said Martin. '‘Bstppose you
know that?'

'He left me in no doubt!’

He chuckled, and Robyn searched for somethingyoStze was not
sure if Brad had told him the sort of girl he hadrid her to be, and
she hoped he would give her a clue as he wenteakspg.

'‘Brad's very pleased with you,' the man said. i ine you're very
bright, and capable—for a woman.'



'He's pretty bright and capable for a man!" Sh&ddoaround the
room and then through the window. 'You have a wdnteiew. I'd
never get tired of looking at it.'

"It's even nicer in the winter when the sea's roagghthe waves wash
over the walls. In summer there are too many cadsthe tourists
spoil it.'

'‘But you don't live here all the year round, do%ou

'‘No. But | come back here pretty often. Brad lookshe villa as his
home base.’

'I'd rather expected you to live with him," Robyatted.

‘Never," he said emphatically. 'Fond though | arniwof, | like to have
my own pad where | can relax.’

'It's a beautiful pad,’ she enthused.

‘It wasn't always. When | bought the house fiveryesgo it was a
ruin, but I've renovated it bit by bit." He stogd and went over to a
cupboard. 'What can | offer you to drink?'

‘Something long and cool, then | must be going.’

‘Not permanently, | hope. I'd like to see you agéiyou'd care to
come out with me one evening. | can't drive, butewithin walking

distance of a good restaurant. Or we could eat Maidame Vernier
Is an excellent cook.'

''d like to see you again,' Robyn said franklyndA don't care where
we go.' She stood up and went over to him, watchsdye deftly
squeezed an orange into a tall glass with hishkefid, and topped it
up with Perrier water.



'l bet you work miracles when you've got both haadailable!" she
teased.

'l hope you'll be here to find out!" Martin saw haok away quickly.
'l didn't mean that the way it sounded," he apskdi

She turned back to him. 'I'm glad. For a minuteohdered if you
were like --' Remembering this man worked for BegdDexter for
ten years, she did not go on, but he seemed nohita her
tactlessness and gave her a rueful glance as ldowat . 'I'm the
exact opposite to Brad, I'm afraid—a dull stick arever the life of
the party. But it's because we're opposites thageten so well.'

Robyn was curious to know how they had met, butrditithink it
politic to question him, so she finished her driqpnkckly and rose to
leave, promising to see him for dinner in two daiysé.

It was shortly after one when she arrived at Anflas an airy
spacious one in a large block on the upper heightdonte Carlo,
and giving a glimpse of the fairytale palace of @ramaldi family.

'When are you going to meet jour prince?' Anna @s$ler as they sat
sipping coffee on the terrace after a delicioughun

'‘Who knows?' Robyn shrugged.

'l take it you haven't met him already?' Anna tdasker
greeny-brown eyes full of laughter.

Bradley Dexter's eyes, Robyn thought, and a comphege of him
appeared in front of her, so real that she felt®hndd put out her
hand and touch him. She blinked quickly and thegen@ded.

'‘No, | haven't met him yet,"' she said firmly. 'ltoo involved with
Hamish and Alex.'



'Who?' Anna was startled. 'Didn't your mother haveouple of
Scotties by that name?'

'‘Exactly," Robyn said, and started to giggle. 'Bragdley Dexter ...’

Punctuated by gales of laughter, Robyn told hemftfithe whole
story of her arrival at the villa and the deceptste was playing on
its owner. She left nothing out, and Anna was $lytandignant,

though exploding with amusement at the way he bagped out of
bed naked, causing Robyn to scuttle away likeghteined crab.

'‘What's going to happen when he finds out you'snlmitting on an
act?' Anna asked when the whole story had reathend.

'‘Why should he find out?' Robyn asked. 'I'll nesee him again once
| go home.'

'Is he as good-looking as his pictures?'
‘Better—and far more intelligent than his books.'

'l think his books are amusing,’ Anna defended rssingly. 'Pierre
buys every new one.’

'l don't think Bradley wrote the first one to belesmg,' said Robyn. 'l
believe he wrote it out of bitterness. The fact th&urned out to be
funny was a bonus for him. But each new book heewrelps to
keep the wound open.’

‘That's a profound assertion,” Anna commented. 'ridmay be
equally profound, I'd say you're falling for him.’

'I'd as soon fall for the devil," Robyn assertedving Bradley Dexter
would be hell." Firmly she changed the conversatut you look as
if you're living in heaven.'



'l am," Anna confided. 'Pierre's wonderful. | suppdhat's why I'd
like to see all my friends married—I can't beas¢e them single and
miserable!’

Robyn laughed, but could understand what Anna me&hat Pierre
came home later that evening. He was even nicer e had
remembered from their wedding. Marriage had softemen and it
was quite obvious he was extremely happy and dmtdus wife.

He took them both to supper, to a family-run Italiestaurant which
made its own pasta and the most delicious crensredrRobyn had
ever tasted.

'l don't see why you have to go back to the vdlaght," Anna stated
as they sipped their after-dinner coffee. 'If BegdDexter's in Rome
he can't object to your staying the night withDe.say yes, Robyn,
I've a spare room that hardly anyone ever uses.'

‘Except me, when Anna and | quarrel,’ Pierre joked.
‘Once in three years,' his wife pouted.

‘And then only for half the night,' he agreed, batg hold of her hand
and bringing it to his lips.

Anna ignored the gesture and went on looking atyRolbo stay,'
she pleaded. 'Then I'll show you around the shofise morning and
you can leave after lunch.’

Robyn gave in, finding it decidedly pleasant tcab@ong friends and
able to behave in her normal manner. It was amaahag a strain it
was to maintain her act with Brad. 'l'd better phaoime villa to tell

Kim not to expect me home tonight." She went te,risut Pierre
restrained her.



‘Il do it for you, if you give me the number.’
She did so and he went away, returning a few malater, smiling.

'‘No problem," he said. 'Mr Dexter was home anddkspto him
personally.’

'Oh, lord!" Robyn was discomfited. 'I'd better leaxery early in the
morning. He may want to start work at nine.’

'He doesn't,’ Pierre informed her. 'l asked if lst@d you back at a
special time, and he said no.’

Although Robyn professed to believe it, she wasapeand the next
morning, resisting Anna's blandishments to show ther lovely

shops—'Anyway, | couldn't afford to buy anythingvdnaco prices,’
Robyn stoutly averred— she set off at a brisk spéwdCap

d'Antibes.

Even so it was after ten-thirty when she reachedilta, and parking
the Fiat next to the scarlet Ferrari- how like BegdDexter it looked,
with its lean aggressive lines—she ran up to hemrto change. As
she reached the corridor, Brad came towards hex feat padding on
the marble floor, striped denim shorts low on hpsh

‘You're a fast worker,' he drawled, his Americacest normally
slight, much stronger now.

'In what way?' she asked.

'For a girl who said she didn't know anyone dowrehgou aren't
doing too badly. | take it Monsieur Gabino is arfaleman?’

'Yes, a very charming one, as it so happens.'



'l gathered that you thought so. When he discovieeagtas speaking
to your employer, he said he hoped | wouldn't mingu spent the
night with him.’

Robyn remembered Pierre's habit of getting his quos muddled
and guessed Anna's husband had said 'him' where&etras'. But it
was a fortuitous mistake, for it established hexrabter once and for
all in Brad's eyes.

'I'll be ready to start work with you in ten minsifeshe said coolly. ‘In
the study or by the pool?’

'In the study, and make it five minutes.'

Almost as if to punish her—though why she was noes-Brad
dictated without stopping for most of the day, @andas six o'clock
when he finally went up the spiral staircase legdonhis bedroom.

Robyn's wrist was aching, and she let the penattea to the desk.
'‘Will you want me to type this back tomorrow,' sisked, ‘or will you
want to continue with the dictation?'

'I'll carry on with you—workwise, | mean—as longthe muse lasts.'
As he reached the door of his bedroom, he paudkeshy goodnight,
Robyn. I'll see you at nine in the morning.’

That evening Robyn dined with Kim and his wife alesely refusing
to think where Bradley Dexter was, or with whomeSkondered
about Martin, and what made him content to live Iis in the

shadow of such a scintillating employer. Few givtsuld give him a
second look when Bradley Dexter was around, thquegyhaps he
was satisfied to be second choice. Somehow shd cotiimagine it,
for there was a resolution about his demeanour $paike of
character. It would be nice to go out with him torav night, and at
least it would stop her focusing her attention a3



She pondered on what to wear, and later, upstaheriroom, picked
out the dress, knowing that if Bradley worked hehard tomorrow
as he had done today, she would have little tift@ler for doing so.

She was not asleep when she heard him come homaghht was
well into the early hours of the morning. His steps firm in the
corridor outside her room and he closed his doastlyu Whoever
had had the benefit of him tonight had had a stuwer.

Sharp at nine the next morning Robyn was in thdystaady to start
work. At one minute past nine Bradley Dexter carowml the spiral
staircase from his bedroom, clad in a short teowelling robe,
loosely tied around the waist. He flung himself doin the black
leather chair and stared at her.

Robyn stared back at him, itemising him as he hack @one with
her. Glinting eyes, very green, which suggesteg&rncurving dark
eyebrows drawn together above his straight nose waeil-shaped
mouth, which at the moment was set in a tightdihdisapproval. He
was every inch bad-tempered male, and she knewhatiedone
something to cause it. Triumph and fear coursealtyin her, but she
showed neither.

‘Why didn't you tell me you'd met Martin?' he deichaah.
So that was it. 'It slipped my mind,' she said icasy.
'How the hell could it?'

'l don't know, but it did. | had no reason to hidom you. | never
even gave it a thought.'

‘Well, he's giveryou plenty of thought! | suppose you know you've
bowled him over?'



Robyn was too aware of her looks not to guess right have
happened.

'l thought he was rather nice too,' she said piagist
'He is nice—too damn nice for you to play arounthwi
'‘What makes you think I'm playing?'

'‘Well, aren't you?' Not waiting for her to replye lvent on angrily,
'You're to leave Martin alone. He's had enoughli®un his life
without falling for a girl like you.'

‘What's wrong with me? | don't do anything you vl do. Or are
you going to be old-fashioned and say it's diffefenta woman?"

'l happen to think its different for a woman. You may look like an
angel, but you're anything but,’ he snapped. 'A fewve years of
loose living and it will start to show on your face

'It doesn't show on yours,' she said brightly. "Yook quite rested
today, though I'm sure you had a very active night.

'‘We're discussing you, not me, and | meant whaid lsefore. | don't
want you to see Matrtin.'

'You can't tell me what to do in my free time.'

He scowled and jumped up. His towelling jacket &wesd and she
quickly averted her eyes, hiding her relief wherbbled it tightly.

'I'd like to tell you a story, Robyn,' he went dine temper had gone
from his voice and it was his normally deep ativactone. 'l've
known Martin since we were kids together at boaydichool. | lost
touch with him when | ran away and only met up witin when |
was writing my first book. He was twenty-four, trearge age as me,



and married to a pretty girl called Elizabeth. Ihever seen a guy so
happy—until the day she ran off with her skiingtrastor in Aspen.
It damn near broke him, and if | hadn't helped wth pim out of it,
he'd now be a drunken wreck. It's only in the faest years that he's
become his old self again, and the one thing Itdwamt to happen is
for him to fall for a girl like you.'

‘Thanks,' she said sarcastically. "You're full @hpliments.'

'I'm being honest with you. That's a complimenttself.' He sat
down and stretched his muscular legs out on tha stdront of him,

‘You're a beautiful girl, Robyn, but you've gotmeart, which is why
| don't want you breaking Martin's. You're promisas and you're
not interested in marriage, so on all counts yaen'arwhat he's
looking for.'

‘Don't you think Martin's old enough to decide tftathimself?’

'‘Not where you're concerned. You look too much lke ex-wife,
and since he's still in love with her...'

Robyn was disconcerted by the answer, but nobfag.

‘It might do Martin good to fall in love with me arfind out what a
dreadful girl I am," she said brightly. 'The shanight make him
decide to look for someone who isn't like his exewif

'Or he, might fall even harder for you than he tbd Elizabeth.
You're twice the girl she was.'

Unaccountably Robyn was pleased. 'You mean I'ntipret

Brad turned his head, his cheek rested on the Idathker back of his
chair, which outlined the firmness of the bone dtice. Definitely
not a man to play with, she thought inconsequédntial



'You're beautiful,’ he said softly, 'but deadly. [8®a good girl and
leave Martin alone.' Not waiting for her answert §eemingly taking

it for granted she would do as he said, he motidhatlhe was ready
to start work.

This day was a repetition of the previous one, ¢fout was
interrupted by a call from Holly, whom he dismissedh cruel
speed.

'‘On with the new?' Robyn asked flippantly when &é put the phone
down on the girl.

‘That's my motto," he flipped back. 'Love 'em amdvk 'em. Or
perhaps | should say, lust 'em and leave 'em.' y¢&l déer, and
chuckled. 'How do you manage to do it, Robyn?’

'Do it?' she repeated, not sure what he meant.

'‘Blush,' he explained. 'How do you manage to gdasacinatingly
pink of cheek when you're about as innocent asl¢vd?'

'It's a little trick | learned," she said demureiypd held her pencil
poised above her notepad to show she was readgtoe work.

As on the previous evening he stopped at six, wli$ier goodnight,
and went to his room to change. Robyn did the saoteyas careful
to stay in her own room until she heard him driway Only then did
she set off to meet Martin.

Knowing about his past made her see him with dfieeyes, and for
the first few moments with him she was terriblyfseinscious. But
he was an easy conversationalist, and during dinvtach they had
in an airy, flower- filled restaurant on the Capdpshe relaxed and
became her normal self. She made Martin laughesoédh him about
some of the strange authors she had met duringvthgears she had



worked at Morton Publishing, and this led themal& ailbout books in
general and plays in particular. They found ouy ttivere both avid
theatregoers, which, he confessed, was somethingissed while
living down here.

'l spend two weeks in New York at the beginningpfing and the
beginning of winter, seeing every new play,' he isighch 'But it's not
the same as being able to go when the fancy takes Mis hand
moved across the table and lightly touched her-pppged one. 'My
fancy has taken me very much in your direction, y®gbhe said
softly.

'‘Because | look like your ex-wife?'

His hand drew back and he sat rigid with shoclkadrme said flatly.
'l suppose he told you the whole story?'

'‘Only to warn me not to hurt you,' she confessetlwanting him to

think badly of a man who cared so deeply for hiesnfil. 'He doesn't
believe I'm the right girl for you, and | think keaight,' she added,
realising that charming though Martin was, thers wa special zing
between them.

'‘Don't decide so quickly," Martin replied. 'l stivdant to see you
again—if you'll let me.’

'‘Why not try a redhead?' Robyn suggested, 'andldomdes a miss
for a while?"

'I'm no longer in love with Elizabeth,' he answer@&iit Brad won't
believe it. He still insists | haven't got her ofitlmy system.’

'‘Because he equates you with himself. Brad's rfevgotten his own
anguish, so he can't believe you'll ever forgetrgou



Martin gave a slight smile and shake of his he#du've got it
wrong, I'm afraid. Brad's never anguished overrbagi long as I've
known him. And he never will, either."

'l wasn't talking about a girl. | was referringthee way he feels about
his mother."'

Martin's eyes widened, then moved over her fagétagng to read
her mind.

‘How do you know about his mother?'

'He told me. Not the whole story, but most of iboit not being
wanted, and being left in school for most of hisiyg years.'

''ve never known him admit that story to anyordartin said
incredulously. 'Maggie and | are the only two peopho know how
deeply it affected him.’

'‘Who's Maggie?' Robyn asked, her heart giving atoonfiortable
thump in her chest.

'His aunt—the one he went to see in Rome.'

'So it was true!" Robyn was inexplicably delightedd it showed on
her face.

'Didn't you believe him?' Martin questioned. 'Hama@s his aunt
more than anyone else he knows. When his own mameste
traipsing all over the world, she wanted him telwith her. But his
mother wouldn't hear of it. There was no love lostween the two
sisters- in-law, and she even forbade Maggie tonglosae him when
he was at school. Not that Maggie took any notfdeeo. She'd come
down two or three times each term, and during ti®al holidays
when there was only one teacher left to watch awer If it hadn't



been for his aunt, Brad would have run away frohost when he
was fourteen, but she persuaded him to stick iadait longer.'

'I'm glad to hear theremnewoman in the world he doesn't despise
Robyn said on a sigh.

‘There are quite a few women he doesn't despisatirvresponded.
'‘Don't be fooled by what he says. The only troublbat the moment
he meets a nice girl— someone who's sweet and handscould
genuinely love him—he runs a mile. He'll never Henself fall in
love,' he went on. 'Never.'

It was interesting to know Bradley Dexter's cymeisf the female
race was a pose. However it would not change feisstyle, and his
future was likely to be as untouched by genuinemtfaras his past.
Poor Brad!

Robyn blinked her eyes as the man occupying hed mialked
across the well-lit room towards their table.

In a pale grey safari suit, sleeves rolled backliszlose muscular
arms, and a darker grey silk shirt open at theathirbe was so
preposterously good-looking that Robyn caught heatth. How fast
would he run away from the real me? she wondenedl kaew that
had she been aware of Bradley Dexter's past whegnhidd first met,
she would never have embarked on this ridiculotis ac

Yet as his eyes glinted down at her she revisedpigion. It was

pure conceit on her part to think that with her,nmght have been
different. Bradley Dexter would never change. lfostem and then
leave 'em. That was the axiom by which he lived, stre must never
allow herself to forget it.

'l didn't know you were dining here,' said Martifbome and join us.'



'‘Only for a drink,' Brad replied. ‘Marcia doesikelto share me.’

A tall, soignee-looking brunette undulated towald=sm. Her casual
white pleated dress was not a copy of the DiorRolgyn had seen on
the front page of this monti&gue but the couture one itself; as rea
as the sapphire and gold necklace around her tleaeh blue stone
half an inch in size. An even larger sapphire wetgdown her left
hand, not quite masking a diamond wedding ring.

'‘Lovely to see you, Marcia,' said Martin, standiadgiss her.

'‘Darling!" she cooed, too busy eyeing Robyn to rretuhe
compliment.

'‘My temporary secretary,’ Brad murmured casuaBall we join
them for a drink before we go to our table?'

‘Anything you say, darling.’

Ignoring Robyn, Marcia commandeered the convenmsatiand
Bradley let her, smiling at her jokes, which weratg witty, and
sipping the inevitable glass of champagne.

Sourly Robyn watched him, wondering if he knew leswy far the
best-looking man in the room, and deciding thadlide

'‘We're going on to the Casino after dinner,' hedsaty announced.
‘What about you two joining us?'

Robyn met Martin's eyes. She knew he was happy twhdtever she
wished and, frightened by the strange feelings Bvas arousing in
her, feelings she wanted to deny even though dinse® to admit
them, she shook her head.

'I'd rather sit on your lovely roof terrace anddisto music.'



‘There's your answer, Brad,' said Martin, lookig pdeased that
Robyn immediately regretted her decision. No maitkat she felt
towards Bradley Dexter, she had no intention ofihgris friend.

'l think we're de trop," Marcia said, pulling Bram his feet. "You'll
have to make do with me.’

I'll bet he's already made do with you, Robyn thaugtchily and, as
Brad turned away and their eyes met, the suddesttbf his jaw told
her he had guessed her thoughts.

'‘Pretty girl,’ Robyn murmured when she and Martiaerevalone.
‘Where's the husband?’

'‘Divorced, along with husband number one. She'sigaje be third
time lucky with Brad.'

'‘How stupid can you get?'

‘That's what Brad says,' Martin grinned. 'But slae'stunner, isn't
she?'

‘A stunner,' Robyn echoed, and took a sip of winieich suddenly
seemed to taste bitter.

Later, in Martin's house, they sat on the roofaegrand did listen to
music. But it was not as romantic as she had hopedyas she in the
mood to be kissed.

‘Just friends,' she said firmly when Martin madgeaond attempt to
draw her into his arms, and though he looked faistirprised, he
accepted the rebuff.

She was pretty sure Brad had told him the sorirbhg thought her
to be, and though she wished she could tell hivag a lie, she knew
it was dangerous to do so. Martin was Brad's frieas well as



secretary, and he would never allow him to be plafpe a fool. It
required no imagination to guess how furious Bradl be when he
discovered the trick she had played on him—esggafdie learned
it from someone else—and there and then she maberupind that
at the very first opportunity she would tell hinettnuth about herself.
If it made him see her as fair game, and she faingedcouldn't hold
him off, she would return to London. Yet somehove stad the
conviction that he would not make a pass at hahdriwo weeks she
had been at the villa, an empathy had developegedest them that
would make him treat her as an equal and not #&syghpng. 'Why so
pensive?' Martin asked. It was on the tip of hagtee to tell him, but
she held back, knowing she had to talk to Brad. {®sly then would
she be free to be herself.



CHAPTER SIX

WHEN Robyn drove into the garage, she was surprisédddBrad's
Ferrari already there. It was only one o'clock afm#® had not
expected him to leave the lovely Marcia's sideastye—-especially as
they were going to the Casino—unless he had brdugtitome with
him. It was an unpleasant thought, and she tosselddad, angry that
it should be.

Dropping the key of the car on the hall table, sleat up the stairs,
her fingers trailing on the bronze handrail. It adevely staircase, as
indeed it was a lovely villa— apart from the draeddfmodern
paintings. With the removal of these, and some rfi@ami touches in
the downstairs rooms, the villa would make an ideatmanent
home. Not that Bradley Dexter wanted anything peena

As she turned at the top of the stairs to walk dtvencorridor to her
room, she saw him standing at the far end watcharg Her heart
seemed to skip a beat and then to pound furio8sigidenly nervous
of him, yet not knowing why, for his anger did moatter to her, she
walked slowly towards her bedroom.

'l want to talk to you, Robyn.’

It was useless pretending she had not heard hould@'t it wait until
the morning?' she asked. 'I'm tired."

'It won't take long.' He swung open the door ofdtigly and she had
no option but to walk past her bedroom and join.him

Although she had determined to tell him the trutbwa herself, one
look at his set expression warned her that nowmneaghe time. He
was too furious to see the funny side of it, andileither send her
packing immediately—without the manuscript—or pbbsnot even

believe she was telling him the truth. From thétgliin his eyes as



they swept over her, she knew with a sinking htwat he was far
more likely to see her confession as yet anotiek. t6he would have
to wait until tomorrow, when he was in a better ©hoo

He was in a fine temper. It was apparent in theskis shoulder and
mouth, and the virulent look he gave her as he todler hair, which
was dishevelled from the breeze that had blownromfthe open
window as she had driven home, but which, as hid merds
showed, he assumed to be from a different reason.

'l thought | told you to leave Martin alone?' hendaded.

'‘And | thought | told you that what | did in my &¢ime was my own
affair!’

'Since it's only an affair you're looking for, wohto?'
Her heart began to beat even faster. 'No, you won't
‘That isn't the message I've sometimes read in gpes.'

‘Then you've misread it,' she snapped, and wetirtoaway from
him. 'l prefer my men to be less obvious.'

‘That's the way | prefer my women,' he said, comavgards her and
pulling her back against him. '‘But since you'renaland I'm alone --'

'‘Where's Marcia?'
'l left her at the Casino. She wanted to go on pkagnd | didn't.'
‘Then don't come home to play with me!'

Robyn tried to pull free of him, and knew instanthat it was the
worst thing she could have done, for his grip tgietd and he pressec
her body back against his. She felt the hardneks dfame down the



length of her spine, and the steely strength ofthighs pressing
against her buttocks.

‘That's exactly what I've come home to do,' he #aakly. 'It's what
I've wanted from the minute | saw you walking asrtéee side of the
pool towards me, your beautiful face full of disdai

'‘My beautiful face is still full of disdain,' sheajed, forcing herself to
remain inert against him in the hope that he waéetiéher go.

‘That isn't what your heart's saying.' His breatkléd her ear. 'It's
pounding like a trapped bird's. But it can't beriréear, can it, my
little Robyn—or shall | call you my little cucko&r theydon't mind
which nest they lie in either, do they?'

'l happen to mind very much,' she snapped. 'And 't e@nt to stay
in yours, Bradley Dexter.'

'I'm sure | can make you change your mind.'

His arms moved swiftly, one of them cupping herutiers and the
other gripping her under the knees as he swunggerto his arms
and purposefully mounted the stairs to his bedroom.

'‘Let me go!" she cried fearfully, pounding his ¢hé#/hat do you
think you're doing?'

'I'll give you three guesses!'
'‘Put me down!" she cried again. 'Put me down!'

For answer he dropped her on to the centre of ¢lae &t the same
time placing his body on top of hers. Although hpmorted himself
with his elbows, his weight prevented her from ggiing; nor could

she lever her knees to try to kick him, for hisslegere like iron bars
upon her own.



'Why pretend you don't want me?' he whispered vVéaeen wanting
each other from the beginning. Stop playing coynhwiie, Robyn.’

One of his hands came up to catch hold of her fageas he bent to
her mouth she twisted her head sideways and si€éime to rest on
her throat. He gave a triumphant laugh and movewh thwiftly down
to the curve of her shoulder, then lower stillwbere the creamy
mound of her breasts could be glimpsed throughatveneckline of
her dress.

A tremor went through Robyn and he felt it. 'Yoe s&e whispered
exultantly. "You do want me!'

With the ease of long practice his hands were loehier, adroitly

unzipping her dress. Even as she continued togieughe realised
the futility of it, for the silky bodice slippeddm her and his eyes
blazed down upon tiptilted breasts whose pink mppesembled the
tiny tea-roses that clustered round the narrowrpiidong the terrace.

If only I'd worn a bra, Robyn thought despairingbut knew that
even this would have been no barrier, for Bragis had curved
themselves upon her softness, and he was usingda teeth to
arouse her to an ecstasy of desire she had nefeee lexperienced.

‘You're beautiful,’ he said thickly. 'Every partyaiu. Don't fight me,
sweetheart. We were meant for each other.'

His hands moved with surprising gentleness arowrdwaist and
along the soft swell of her stomach, then down d¢krercurve of her
hips, removing her dress at the same time. It waskgfully done
that Robyn found herself naked except for her Isil&f panties. As
the tips of his fingers softly eased their way ititem, she knew she
had reached crisis point in her relationship with.h



If she had been able to confess the truth aboselidyefore he had
brought her into his bedroom, she might have stachance of
making him believe her. But if she did it npw, heuld think she was
putting on yet another act. By the time he discegd¢hat she wasn't,
it would be too late, because he would already haken her.

The jerkiness of his movements made it clear he neaggoing to
wait long before doing so, and the waves of ddgre/as arousing in
her by his sensual touch told her she was not éapabputting up too
much of a fight. But she had to fight. It was mtiv@n a determination
to retain her virginity; it was the knowledge tloaice she had given
in to him she would want to go on giving. And hesvmsat a man who
would want to go on taking—at least not from thensavoman.

With a cunning born of desperation she saw theeamdy one way
to play this scene: and that was with the same at&logic which
she had so far successfully used to keep him at bay

'Relax, darling," he whispered. ‘Let me hold yothaut having to
fight you.'

Instantly she lay passive. 'I'm not fighting youra®,' she said,
making her voice as husky as she could. 'I'm fightnyself.'

'‘Why bother?' His tongue trailed warm fire across stomach. 'We
both know you're going to give in.’

'Of course | am, but not for twenty-five minutes.’
His tongue stilled its movement. 'What did you say?

‘Not for twenty-five minutes. It's most important foe to be aroused
properly, and it always takes me that long.'

''d say you were pretty aroused already."'



‘That's what you think.' Wickedly she sank herheeto his shoulder.
'‘Hey!" He jerked upwards. 'That hurt!

'I'm terrible when I'm really aroused," she saitbphing the bronze
skin like a bee imbibing pollen. 'Don't rush mea@&rYou'll miss out
on a lot of fun if you do. Play it slowly, and put all the lights.'

'What?' He was startled.

'l want to see you properly. That way, | won't a" you with
anyone else. Put on the lights,’ she insisted.

‘Not all of them," he protested, reaching out tectoa switch on the
headboard, which illumined several soft lamps @nfén wall.

Following his hand, Robyn pressed all the switcéles could, and
every single light in the room flashed on, as aslthe soft strains of
a Cole Porter melody, while from a hidden cupbaardhe left of her

a little gold trolley glided into view, bearing &® bucket and a bottle
of champagne.

Robyn gaped at it, and all at once was struck kyhtiimour of the
situation. She tried to stifle her laughter, butvdis impossible. It
burst out of her and she collapsed upon the piltoa paroxysm of
mirth.

'‘How predictable you are! | expected soft lightd aweet music, but
| thought evernyou would draw the line at automated trolleys witt
champagne on them! What happens next?' Her laugtiersified.
'‘Does the bed start vibrating?"

Hardly had she spoken, when it did, and she gagthanscream of
mirth.



'‘Oh no! You're not only predictable, Bradley Dexieu're positively
old-fashioned. | can't believe it!'

‘Well, believe this,' he muttered in a fury, antilg himself away
from her, every bronze muscle quivering with ragepicked her up,
strode across the room and deposited her outsedddbr. 'I'm sure
you won't findthis so predictable!" he snapped, and banged the d
shut in her face.

Robyn fled to her room.

Only in its safety did the tears come, washing athayaughter and
making her accept the unpleasant, unbelievablb.t8he had fallen
in love with a man she despised.

Far into the night she kept trying to deny it, gsgvery excuse to
make herself believe that what she was experienvaga shallow
and purely physical emotion. But she knew it wasentban that. Of
course part of it was physical—she would be lyihghe said it
weren't— but it was cerebral too. Brad's wickedssesf humour, his
sharp mind and the tough way he had built hisdffesh, aroused her
admiration even though she disliked many of thegsine had done.
But she could find an excuse for every one of higleasant actions;
could find valid reasons why he should be faithle&espise women,
use them as playthings. And each excuse she matafdrought it
home to her how deeply he had burrowed his wayhetdheart.

But she was not too far gone to know there wasuharé in loving

him. All too clearly she saw the hopelessness.@riadley desired
her very much and, more important still, he hadlaatant respect for
her intelligence. She knew he rarely experiencesl itha woman,

which was probably one reason why he had not taedake love to
her before. But if he realised she genuinely céoedhim, he would

immediately send her away.



So where did that leave her? Common sense toldohssturn to
London at once, but two things stopped her. Noy doyalty to
Morton Phillips, but her own pride, which madenitperative that
Brad should never guess how she felt. Painful thotiggas going to
be, she must stay here till the book was completed.

It was a dispirited girl who made her way down teakfast the
following morning, head aching after a sleeplegghniTo hide her
shadowed eyes she wore dark glasses, and to kelsmkéair away
from her face— fatigue always made it lose somié&sdfounce—she
had confined it in a scarlet snood that matched $earlet
shirtwaister.

So it was that Brad found her at the breakfastetabér outward
appearance bright, provocative, and infinitely ssiptated.

'‘Playing Miss Garbo?' he asked sourly, gulping ddws orange
juice.

'‘Not playing at all.'
'Nor am 1.' He sat down and reached for a croissant

Fascinated, Robyn watched him spread it thickijhvatitter and a
dollop of jam.

'l thought you never ate breakfast,' she askedyain
'l've turned over a new leaf.’
‘What did you find under it?' she asked.

‘A beautiful crab-apple.' One croissant went dowt lae reached for
another. 'l suppose it's no good asking you neeoMartin?'

‘That's right." She sipped her coffee.



‘And it's equally no good suggesting you make dib wie?'
'l gave you my answer to that last night.'

‘Then the only way | can stop you from doing angnings to keep you
a hundred per cent occupied, a hundred per cghedime.'

'‘Not in your arms!" she flared.

‘At the typewriter," he retorted, and glanced @&t tlarrow sliver of

gold on his wrist. 'I'll see you in twenty minutesthe study. We've
some long hard days ahead of us, Robyn, and yav# no chance to
fly to anyone's nest.’

He was as bad as his word and, for the rest ofnek, worked
almost without cessation. Though he stopped pronaitisix each
night, remembering her earlier assertion that shi evorked
overtime in an emergency, she was so exhaustdtebythat she was
too tired to accept any of Martin's invitationgdioner. But Brad was
inexhaustible and would disappear each eveningtatotning until
the early hours of the morning. But always alone.

Robyn found herself trembling each time she heerddr screech to
a halt in the garage, and she would wait expegstdntithe sound of
two voices. But they never came, and she wouldgeugack down
in her bed, content yet ashamed that she shoulthisevay about a
man whose whole life was totally opposed to her.own

On Thursday evening she was alone as usual initimg lroom,
dinner over, and listening to music, when Martiriked in.

'If the mountain won't come to Mahomet...' he daydway of a
greeting, and kissed the silvery blonde top ofttear.



When she made a move to rise, he pushed her detkyagainst the
cushions. 'Relax, Robyn.' He seated himself oppd®t. "You look
beautiful, but tired. | take it demon work is t@tie?'

She sighed. 'How long can he go on at such a pace?’

'l've never known him flag yet. It's up to youéd him if you want to
ease up. You're not a machine, you know.'

'‘Brad thinks | am.’

'I'm glad to hear it,"” Martin smiled. 'Till now kealways had first
chance with the girls without any fight from me.tBou're different.
You know that, don't you?'

Robyn was silent and Martin inched his chair forvar could very
easily fall for you,' he went on. 'l don't suppgse'd consider giving
up your job and moving in with me, with a view t@atmmony?'

‘How long a view?'
‘Three weeks. It would take that long to get anla=

She laughed and shook her head. 'l appreciatdfdére laut it's no go.
We hardly know each other.’

‘Then let's get acquainted.’

'l can't spare the time. If Brad goes on at this,l be in London in
a fortnight with the book.'

'Will you see me if | come to London?'

'Why not?' She closed her eyes and let the musit alrer her.
Neither of them bothered to make conversation, @xeten Martin



rose to put on a new tape. The sky darkened to hiesyand frogs
croaked in a distant pool on the estate.

It was in the spirit of companionable togetherribas Brad walked in
and found them.

‘Am | intruding?' he asked, firmly turning on thghits.
‘Unfortunately not,' Martin replied, and rose taue.

Robyn guessed that his years of friendship haaadttim as to how
far he could go with Brad whose hazel eyes hadrbhedike chips of
ice, though he was still smiling.

"You shouldn't be driving,' said Brad, moving te thoor with him.
'I'm not. | came in a taxi.'
'I'll drive you back, then.'

The two men went out, and the instant Robyn hdaedaar of the
Ferrari, she scuttled to her room, and locked two.dl' here had been
a glintin Brad's eye which she distrusted, andvetwéld give him no
opportunity to get close to her again.

The next morning, she expected him to comment ontiiVa
appearance at the villa, but he did not refer.t@hinking about it
during the fifteen-minute break he allowed themlémich, when she
hastily swallowed a sandwich and drank a reviving of coffee, she
realised this was typical of him. Since she hadewily shattered his
ego by calling him predictable, he was now deteeaiinot to be.

He worked her at the same ferocious pace in tlegrafbn, and her
wrist ached as she kept up the endless flow oftisaond that filled
page after page. It was all excellent stuff, wésyever, but with an
even sharper sting to it than his last book, gson@ed out the pitfalls



of marriage and showed how men through the agesnaamadged to
have their cake and eat it.

As usual he stopped at six o'clock, but insteadisdppearing to his
room to change and go out, he paused and lookset at

'Is this your first trip to the south of France?'

She shook her head. 'l came here once with my fanggars ago. |
was about ten.'

‘Then you don't know the restaurants here?'
'‘Only the Bacon, where Martin took me.'

'I'm going to take you somewhere far nicer. Meetdoe/nstairs at
eight.’

‘Why the invitation?' she questioned, ignoring W&y her pulses
were racing.

'‘Because I've worked you like a dog and you hawemftplained.'

He ran lightly up the spiral staircase, leaving loeking after him,
dismayed that this kind and unexpected gesturediwun her bones
to water. Like a girl on her first date, Robyn tamit all her prettiest
dresses and laid them on the bed, before decidomn @ filmy
chiffon tunic, with a minimal bodice and shoestrsttaps. The dress
was simple in the extreme, relying for effect am dielicate oyster
colouring and the lovely shape of the body it @éisticlothed. There
was a jacket to match which, though it covereddikan, made the
gleam of flesh look even more provocative.

She was too exhausted to set her hair and shiddétioosely around
her shoulders, unaware that the style enhancddititair of fragility
that hung around her. She knew it did not come flard work



alone, but from her deepening feelings for Bradj ahe found
herself counting the hours until she could put f@anmd the villa
completely behind her. But tonight was going to damoment
snatched out of time; one she would cherish foréiseof her life.

He was waiting for her in the hall as she came dibwerstairs, leaning
negligently against the wall as he watched her.wés dressed
Impeccably, in beige slacks and jacket, with a deeprown,

open-necked shirt. As she came on a level with liiemiurned and
strode out to the Ferrari parked at the foot ofdteps. Silently he
held the door open for her, then took his placerktine wheel.

He did not speak and Robyn forced herself to rdtawas not easy
when he was so close beside her, his lean fingeksngn the gear

lever and occasionally, inadvertently, brushingiaggeher thigh. But

as the car greedily ate up the miles, she founichage peace in being
close to him.

The coast road gave way to the Comiche as theyNlie# behind
them and climbed up towards the purple sky, wheeses swinkled
down on a scene of fairytale beauty. Cypress-cavéils were
dotted with villas, some half hidden, some proudigplaying
themselves. Far down on the coast, glittering $ightarked the
esplanade, with here and there a brighter flashgbt indicating
restaurants and hotels. It was not yet high seaisdnhe road was not
too crowded, so that they were still able to mak&sapace along the
winding road.

Brad controlled the car with the same ease he aledrhis women.
I'm the only one he hasn't managed to control, Rahpught, and
wondered how long this would be true if she corgthto stay here.

They reached a fork in the road and took the ragyig, descending
sharply down to the pretty town of Beaulieu. Theexe only a few
people on the streets and the shops were closetihedlights in them



were on and she glimpsed beautiful antique furaitmd paintings.
They passed a delightful little casino which reskemilan iced gateau,
and then Brad slackened speed as they reachedatiuly-beige

facade of a small hotel, with its own car park imtach he swung.

'La Reserve.' Robyn spoke the words softly, rememyp& was here
that Morton Phillips had stayed after "his divoraeyear ago; a
holiday which Robyn had declined to share with him.

'It's one of the most elegant and expensive plagdise French coast,'
he had told her. 'Nowhere near as ostentatiouseaddtel de Paris in
Monte Carlo, and infinitely more attractive for amg seeking

seclusion.'

Robyn knew exactly what he meant as she walked dtven
flower-bordered driveway into the small lobby arrice to the
pine-panelled bar. Most of the residents and visibould be found in
the large square courtyard beyond, sitting amidstenflowers and
foliage, as they sipped drinks served by deft-footedters. The
beige walls of the hotel rose on two sides of iit;tbe third was a
fountain and on the fourth was the glass-walledatgant, whose
terrace overlooked the swimming pool and a priyatg, where
motorboats could bring guests from across the bageove as a
launching pad for water- skiers.

‘Shall we have a drink first?' Brad suggested antaiting for her
acquiescence, led her to a table. Behind them ¢hentinkling of a
piano, playing tunes from the twenties, which seskttoego well with
the ambience.

After sipping an unusual cocktail of champagne trash raspberry
juice, Robyn followed Brad through the elegant wghnroom, with its
floral-painted ceiling, to a table in the centretloé terrace. It was
obvious he was well known here from the way thetevaibuzzed



around him, then discreetly left them to make tloin choice of
food.

But Robyn was too busy enjoying the beauty of tbens to be
concerned with good eating. Entering this hotel foskn like
stepping back into a more gracious past, even thabhg man
opposite her represented an extremely aggressesemr and might
also be destroying her future. Shying away fromhsarc unpleasant
thought, she looked at the diners. Most of themeveamservatively
dressed, though there were a few tables occupieekbgptionally
elegant people, none of them English, she noted wime
amusement. The women wore the latest fashions addhe same
hard veneer as Marcia. Quite a few of them eyedl Brahe same
way too, their eyes making no pretence as they uedohim. Brad
seemed unaware of it, and even when she lookeihatnbckingly,
his puzzled response showed that his unawarenesganaine.

‘What's wrong now?' he asked.

'I'm just thinking how nice it is to be dining withman whom every
woman wants to eat!'

He half smiled. 'You enjoy taking an occasionak bitut of me
yourself, if | remember.’

'Only in self-defence,' she blushed.
‘What were you defending? It couldn't have beerr hyomour!'

'‘My independence. | like to hawmesay in the matter when I'm
taken to bed.'

'I'll write you a little note next time, asking yopermission.'



'‘Another ten days and I'll be gone,' she said,dilegito change the
subject completely. 'The book's coming along méously.'

'I might not be able to keep up this pace,' he @@dyrfso don't reckon
on leaving quite so soon.’

She hid her surprise. Martin had told her that Bred capable of
working at this pace indefinitely, and she wondafdugk intended to
slow down in order to keep her here. It was anr@sting thought.
Brad was obviously puzzled at meeting a female wias not an
immediate pushover for him, and curiosity might mdkm try to

give her another push! Poor Brad. He would leafmdaost that she
was totally unlike the women he had so far known.

'Let's call a truce for tonight," he said abruptWe've both worked
hard and we're tired, so why don't we behave W«e friends out
together, instead of acting like cat and dog?"

'In your last book you said men and women coulden®e friends
unless they were sexless or in their dotage.'

‘Well be the exception that disproves the rule.'

'‘When a man starts saying that to a woman, headitrg on
dangerous ground.’

'Stop quoting me," he growled, and rustled the narner.

They both chose their meal independently, somewbgirised to
find they had ordered the same thing: foie grasrioche and baby
chicken with herbes de Provence.

Relaxing in her comfortable chair, Robyn took oéf llacket and let
the soft sea breeze caress her skin. It was no geotte than Brad's
eyes upon her, and she was glad that the soft gfothe golden



lamps that lit the terrace made it difficult fonhto see her change of
colour.

This was the first time she had dined with him agetrangers, and
she felt a strong sense of pride at knowing hehoums every man in
the room. It was not only his looks—which were gtamal—but
his unconscious air of style. It marked him ousasieone who was
used to being in a position of command. Yet theas no arrogance
In the manner he displayed to the people waitingh@m, and he
spoke to the head waiter and the commis boys isdh® easy style
he displayed to his friends. No, that wasn't tiitleee. He was far less
friendly towards the men and girls she had sedheavilla than he
was being here tonight. Perhaps he suited his lmivavo his
surroundings: a tough, determined seducer whendsewith the jet
set, and a polite and charming man when among pedpbse lives
were far removed from the exotic atmosphere thatechom too
much money and too much time to waste.

By the time they reached the coffee and brandyestRgbyn was
totally relaxed. She and Brad had talked like ndrrreends

discussing other people's books rather than his emahanging mild
gossip about writers they mutually knew, and figdiney had similar
tastes in a whole range of things, from enjoyindkumg in the rain,
their liking for fried onions, and having a comgemnistrust of
politicians.

‘Last year | was asked to stand for Parliamentsdne surprisingly.
'‘How can you?' She sat forward. 'You're American.'
'‘My father was English and 1 have dual nationality.

'l can't imagine anyone taking your political aapons seriously,’
she commented.



'If'd I'd agreed to do it I'd have been very sesiddut | turned it down
because | happen to believe the pen is mightier tifa sword.'

"Your pen would certainly make you richer,' shelstien, afraid she
had sounded rude, added: "You can always turnlibcgovhen the
ink runs dry.’

'‘Or when women lose their appeal for me!'

‘That too,' she replied, ‘although we don't haveyr@ntenarians in
the Houses of Parliament!

He laughed. 'Quick-tongued Robyn! | can see why btovialues you
so highly.’

He half opened his mouth to continue and then swpand Robyn
guessed he was curious about her relationshiphiagthublisher. But

she was glad he did not question her, though sk& khwas not

because he had any respect for a woman's privatpgeause he did
not wish to intrude on the personal affairs ofrhien friends.

Dinner over, they strolled back to the car and drslowly along the
lower Corniche. They circled the harbour at Nic&joh was filled
mainly with fishing smacks. Most of the cafes welesed, for it was
past midnight, though the Croisette was brightly li

Robyn wondered whether Brad was going to take hacidg or to
the Casino, and was glad when he did not suggdsereiShe
preferred to be alone with him; to have his fuléation and to enjoy
his unusual seriousness. He had told her a lot sloo@t his youth.
Not about his unhappy schooldays, but about the dbinhis

adolescence when he had roamed the world, knoakinthe raw

edges of his personality until he had become thishp adult of
today.



Her eyes closed and she rested her head againsothéeather
upholstery. How supple it was: like Brad's skirhashad rubbed his
body upon her own.

When she opened her eyes again she found she iwgsujyon his
shoulder, sprawled half way across her seat ani dis. His arm
was supporting her and her hair splayed out adriggacket, looking
no less silver than the moonlight. She went tagittan, nervous of
his proximity, but he would not let her go and, asvaf what had
happened the last time she had struggled, sheerkldor several
moments he went on holding her, his grip impersotidugh the
slightly increased tempo of his breathing gave athayemotions he
was pretending not to have. But she felt no triunmpknowing she
aroused him. How could she when nymphets like Hahd

hard-faced sophisticates like Marcia could do thaesalt was this
thought that resolutely made her pull free of hind @pen the car
door.

He came round the side to help her out, loomirgatadve her, then
clasped her hand in his warm one and led her tdhvthise. As she
went towards the staircase his grip tightened a&dréw her into the
living room. Still holding her, as if afraid she wld run away, he
switched on a tape and, as the melodic strains edédd Riddle
wafted around them, he drew her close and begdartce.

Although Robyn was a tall girl he topped her byemadh and she
rested her cheek comfortably on his shoulder. Téteips matched
perfectly and his body fitted into hers like a handa glove. She
knew it would be this way if she surrendered to,bamd though the
thought brought pleasure, she knew she was ungitiinface the
bitterness that would then follow. It was too dift to fight against
her innermost beliefs; to pretend that marriage wasportant and
that permanent commitment meant nothing. If shefabeh in love

with someone who, through circumstances beyonddmgol, could

never marry her, she would have suffered no quafraenscience in



living with him. But she was not the stuff of whichsual playmates
were made, and even though it would hurt her tededrad, she
would be hurt even more if she stayed.

‘Let me love you,' he whispered against her haan't you feel how
much | want you, Robyn?'

'l don't like mixing business with pleasure. | tgldu that when |
came here.'

Then let's make business a pleasure too. I'll @¢tayou in bed!

She chuckled and felt his body grow taut, as Weee expecting her
to laugh in his face, the way she had done the aligét.

'l don't find it easy to switch roles, Brad,' slaeds keeping her head
on his chest and refusing to look at his face oaigh the fast beat of
his heart was almost as much her undoing. 'l caete hAs your
temporary secretary, not your temporary girl-frieNdhy do you
keep persisting?'

'‘Why do you keep resisting? We would have suchtidgether. You
interest me far more than any girl I've known.' $tepped dancing
and tilted her face up to his. 'There are hiddegothdeto you, Robyn,
and | want to explore them. Please let me.'

His mouth came down upon hers, its touch light, simel offered no
resistance. Expertly he parted her lips and begamrain the

sweetness. She trembled, and he drew her downaupettee and lay
beside her, pressing her into its soft depths.n®jlehe went on

kissing her, loving her with each sweep of his tegach gentle bite
of his teeth, each caress of his fingers as theyeth@ver her soft
skin to rising curves and indentations, to hardplae and soft
stomach, to curving thighs and satin smooth legs.a8 he went to
touch the inner citadel, she pushed him away.



‘No, Brad!" she said sharply. 'l won't.'

Motionless, he remained beside her. He was braatlaist and he
made no effort to hide how she had aroused him.

'When we've finished the book,' he said huskilll Morton you
want a holiday and then stay with me."

'l only have another week's holiday due to me," said lightly,
knowing that if she were not careful, she wouldsbunto tears.

'l won't have my fill of you in a week,' he muttdré/hy don't you
leave Morton? Then you can stay here as long asik@u

As long asyoulike, Robyn thought, and gave him a shove that se
him crashing to the floor.

Bewildered, he shook the dark hair away from hissegnd glared at
her. 'What the hell did you do that for?"

'‘Boredom!" She stood up and marched out. 'You'reorneg
predictable again.'

His shout of laughter echoed in her ears as shétwdrer room and
locked the door; though she was not sure whetheastto lock him
out or to lock herself in.



CHAPTER SEVEN

MORTON PHILLIPS arrived the next afternoon, unheralded but ve
much welcomed by Robyn, who felt that his presemoeld save the
situation between herself and Brad from bursting flames.

'l had to go to Paris to see another author,' Igased as he sat
beside them on a lounger by the pool, sipping @,l@ool Pimms

which was usually Brad's tea-time drink. 'And oheeas across the
Channel it seemed the natural thing to do to popndioere and see
how the book was getting on.'

'We're three-quarters of the way through,' Bradiedp'lsn't that so,
Robyn?'

She nodded. Brad's behaviour to her today had lke&emplary,
though she had sensed that inside he was seeffanly.time she had
looked up from her notepad she had seen his eyed én her, and
occasionally he had even lost track of what hesaggg, so that she
had been forced to prompt him.

'‘When do you think it will be ready?' Morton asked.
‘Two weeks,' said Robyn.

‘A week," Brad replied simultaneously, and seeimy burprise,
murmured, 'l have a reason for wanting to get tafuhe way.'

'Off with the old and on with the new, eh?' Mortruckled.

"You could put it like that,' Brad said silkily,pkenishing their drinks.
'l think your inestimable secretary needs a holi&he's worked like
a Trojan.’



Morton glanced at Robyn, who looked at him besewgthi She had
not yet had a chance to talk to him privately, anged he had not
forgotten the reputation she had given herself.

'She plays like a Trojan too," Morton answeredrhast illustrious
author, and Robyn breathed a sigh of relief.

Not so Brad. He scowled into his glass, then sgbwtn with a bang
on the table and dived into the pool.

‘What's got into him?' Morton asked, watching Btlachsh through
the water.

‘The fact that he can't get me,' Robyn said bluntly
'l see. I'm delighted you're still withstanding Him
'‘Only just.’

'‘Not fallen for him, have you?"

‘Teetering,' she confessed.

'‘Good God!" Morton looked dismayed. 'He's not fouymy dear.
He'll break your heart.'

‘You don't need to tell me. I'm counting the houndil | can get
away.'

‘But you'll be able to hold out, won't you?'
If | find I can't I'll make a dash for it.'

Morton did not smile. 'I'm serious, Robyn.'



'So am |I. Now why don't you go up and change? Do gets the sun
until seven, and you'll have time for a swim arsliabathe.’

'‘An excellent idea." He rose and looked aroundhat d¢olourful
mattresses and empty hammocks. 'l was expectisgdahe place
full of swingers, like the day you arrived.’

'It's only been like that once since,’ she admittethink | rather
cramp Brad's style and he goes out for his pleasure

Laughing, her employer ambled off to his room. B time he
returned, Robyn was back in the study typing, satbe knowledge
that Brad was out of the way, entertaining his gues

She did not join them again until dinner, whichythete on the
terrace. It was a lovely, leisurely meal, with twrcellent wines
which Morton Phillips imbibed freely.

'If | could write like you. Brad,' he said, puffingn his cigar, 'this
would be the life for me.’

‘You don't do so badly,' Brad drawled. 'You makenash out of my
books as | do.’

' wish | did.’

The banter went on and Robyn listened with haléan most of her
attention given to Brad, who was becoming more dedrer with
each passing day. No wonder each girl-friend agtiesidheywould
be the one to make him change his tune.

Fool that she was, she was beginning to think o to

Stifled by the knowledge, she pushed back her chiie two men
looked at her, neither of them hiding their disappoent when she
pleaded a headache and asked to be excused.



In her room she undressed, but made no effort to ¢ped, knowing
that sleep had never been farther away. From thecteshe heard the
soft drone of men's voices, her employer's ligioiee and Brad's
much deeper. She allowed her mind to drift, refjvthe past three
weeks, knowing that time would not dim each day,daunve only to
enhance it. They would remain, like jewels in asglaase, clear and
untarnished, no matter what the future held inestor her.

Eventually she rose and took off her dressing goltrere was no
sound from the terrace and she drew the silk awgtw diffuse the
morning sunlight when it came in, then padded dwdrer bed. She
had just reached it when there was a tap at the doo

Her heart seemed to jump into her throat. ""Who—isht®"'
‘Me, Morton.’

Slipping her dressing gown on again, she inchedltoe open. Her
employer stood there, his face ashen, dark shadikesbruises
below his eyes.

'‘Migraine,’ Robyn stated unnecessarily, for heesefi from periodic
attacks. 'l knew you shouldn't have mixed your witenight. It
always brings it on.'

‘You sound like my ex-wife,' he groaned. 'You waulichave any
pills with you? | came away without mine.'

'l only have aspirin, but I've a feeling Mrs Kimshsome codeine in
the kitchen. Go back to bed and I'll get them."

He staggered off and Robyn ran silently down thestfilmy nylon
skirts floating around her. Luckily she found wisae was looking
for in a small cupboard in the butler's pantry, veh&im, used to
dealing with the hangovers of Bradley Dexter's tgjekept a



plentiful supply of headache powders, indigestairidts and various
other pills. Codeine in hand, she went to her egggle room, which
was on the other side of the house.

Like her own, it was furnished French style, butiisdSeize this time,
with Aubusson carpet and brocade curtains to mueltoverlet on
the fourposter bed. Morton Phillips was lying supmmpon it, but
roused himself to swallow the pills she handed With a glass of
water.

‘Damn stupid of me to get an attack like this frhetered. 'Sorry to be
such a nuisance, Robyn, but it wasn't the winedhased it. It was
worrying over you. Last thing | want is for youlie hurt by Brad.' He
tried to sit up again and groaned.

'‘Would you like me to massage your shoulders arakeRobyn
volunteered, remembering she had done so onceebefoen he had
been laid low in the office with a similar attack.

'‘Would you?' he asked gratefully, and rolled oyesruhis stomach.

With skilful hands Robyn massaged the tensed msisklgeading
them with her fingers until they relaxed and smedtlout. She had
never been taught how to do this, but had a nasiptélide which she
had discovered in her teens. It had been a tosshgbher she had
become a secretary or a physiotherapist, but sthérrelly opted for
the former, knowing that with shorthand and typsmg could travel
anywhere in. the world without having to take ferthqualifying
examinations. Not that she had done much travettindate, held
back as she was by deep affection for her pareis,would miss
her regular monthly visits were she to go to Aneenoc Australia, the
two countries which appealed to her most.

‘You have healing hands, my dear,’ Morton saidrelaxed voice. 'l
feel much better now.'



She drew away from him, only then becoming awarethef
perspiration on her forehead and the dampness eether breasts.
'I've left you two more codeine tablets on the mbzi$able in case
you need them,' she said.

There was no reply and she knew he had fallen@slegning off the
light, she glanced at the bed again, then stepaeki dut of the room,
straight into a pair of hard, muscular arms. Skfeedta shriek and
twisted round.

‘Sleepwalking?' asked Brad, voice low and sarcastic
‘Mr Phillips had a headache.’

‘As real as yours was?"'

‘Are you calling me a liar?'

'Do | need to?'

Rage overwhelmed her and she stamped her fooghtiedi to find it
came down hard on his, which was an extra bonus.

His hands fell away from her and he gave a grogoamt. "You bitch!'

‘That's for calling me a liar! We're not all tatmesl with the same
brush, Bradley Dexter Mr Phillips did have a hedsand | --'

‘Spare me thr Phillips bit,' he said wearily. 'When Morton and
were talking downstairs | asked him how well hewn®u, and his
leer made it pretty obvious.'

Robyn was silent, for the first time wishing herpmayer had not
entered so wholeheartedly into her deception.



'So what?' she asked pertly, trying to brazen fagraut of a situation
that was becoming more distressing to her than mgu8 never
pretended to be an ice-maiden, did 1?'

'You pretended you never mixed business with pleasu

'l ... —er—I stopped seeing Morton when | starteatking for him.
Now we're just good friends.'

'‘What was tonight's little episode?’ The dark headided to the door
behind her. 'An attack of amnesia?"

'‘No,' she said furiously. 'Migraine. But you ddrélieve me."'
'You're damn right | don't! You're no better thatkan --'

‘Than you are?' she asked sweetly, and sidesteppimgran down
the corridor to the stairhead and then acrosshetacown room.

Brad and Morton Phillips were having breakfast loa patio when
she joined them there the following morning.

'Sleep well, my dear?' the older man asked avurlgutfiving her a
theatrical wink which made her long to slap himwHoould Brad
believe such a monstrous piece of acting?

But that he did was apparent from the tight séti®@imouth. Yet why
should she care what he thought of her? she askedlf) sipping her
coffee with a calmness she did not feel. If he gidubadly of her, he
would be more likely to leave her alone. The trewshs she didn't
want to be left alone. Oh, what a muddle everythag, and how she
wished Bradley Dexter had only remained a photdg@pthe back
of a book jacket instead of a flesh-and-blood m&io wnknowingly
held her heart in his uncaring hands.



‘There's no need for you to drive me to the airpmd chap,' Morton
Phillips' voice broke into her thoughts, and she shat he was
glancing at his watch and moving away from thedabl

‘You're not going back so soon?' she asked, distn&geds must. |
couldn't really spare the time to come down heue| lfelt 1 had to,
being in Paris and all that."'

He touched Robyn's cheek and she made herself atrhien. Damn
Bradley Dexter! Let him believe the worst of heftek all, it couldn't
be any worse than the picture she had paintedrsélie

'Let medrive you to the airport,’ she volunteered, twinimer arm
through his.

'We have work to do,' Brad said behind her. 'I'meddorton won't
mind if Kim takes him.'

Watching her employer drive away, Kim at the whefehe Ferrari,
Robyn wished she was sitting beside him and leathegvilla for
good; except that it wouldn't be for good but fadb

Fixing a bright smile to her lips, she swung rotmthe tall, dark man
beside her.

'‘Back to the grindstone, eh?’

'‘An appropriate simile." He strode ahead of herthe stairs. 'We
certainly manage to strike sparks off one anothée!'stopped so
abruptly that she bumped into him and he put ostvidt hand to
steady her. His eyes studied her face, which wasid®f make-up.
'‘Beats me how you can still look so innocent.'

She made herself give a trill of laughter. "What Have to feel guilty
about? | never go out with married men, only sirggies.’



'‘How many single ones have there been?"
‘This year?'

With an exclamation he turned his back on her aadched up the
rest of the stairs. For a brief instant Robyn wattthe angry set of
his shoulders. Brad was furious; there could bether reason for his
behaviour last night and today. Come to think pftitvas the only
possible explanation for a great deal of his behavio her. This
advocate of the love-'em-and-leave-'em school, wlaoned his
disciples to run a mile if they felt themselves ibegqhg to feel
tenderly towards a woman, was so riddled with jesjyoabout her
that he was too blind to see what was happeningno It was a
wonderful thought and she hugged it close, refusmgonsider
whether a leopard could change its spots. The robmaide of her
nature, which had kept her single until the riglanngame along, now
made her believe that once Brad discovered howlhéne would see
how shallow all his previous love affairs had been.

‘Well, don't just stand there,' he barked fromehd of the corridor.
‘You're my secretary, remember?’

He did not let her forget it for the rest of thegdance again dictating
non-stop, with the minimum break for lunch, dunmigich he went to
his room and she heard his deep voice talking erdlephone. The
thought that he might be arranging to see anotinedepressed her
until she remembered that even if he did realisevag in love, he
would still fight against it. After all, what shavkould willingly have

his teeth pulled? She was smiling at the thougldgnaie returned to
the study, and though Brad noticed it and gaveahgmarp look, he
made no comment.

Promptly at six he stood up. 'lI've a few friendsaay for dinner and
| want to have a sleep before they arrive— you laskf you need it
too—alone.'



Robyn made herself yawn prettily. 'l am tired, ngou mention it, |
think I'll have dinner in my room.’

'‘No, you won't. I'll expect you downstairs at eigtitirty. That's an
order.’

Deciding it was wiser not to refuse—besides, ifBwas beginning
to care for her she must play the advantage fot aihs worth—she
spent the intervening hours luxuriating in a ba#fobe making
herself look her prettiest.

But it was an inadequate word to describe the ettareature who
drifted out to the terrace promptly at half paghe¢i There were some
dozen men and women already there, the men ofngages, the
women all young and decorative, with Holly the ceptece. But

none of them could hold a candle to Robyn. Tadinder and blonde,
In a simple white silk dress with narrow strapsdnad up the bodice,
she made every other female look overdressed amiya

‘Well, well, if it isn't Miss Purity herself,’ Hotl giggled, flashing
Brad a look. 'How does she manage to stay thatwaaiking with
you, darling?’

'‘Looks are deceptive,' he drawled.

Ignoring them both, Robyn moved across to accepinato juice

from Kim, who looked at her impassively. But as hegers curled

around the crystal glass, he gave her the fainteshiles, as if to say
that no matter what anyone said about her, he didalieve it. If

only Brad had as much sense!

She went to stand against one of the pillars, pyit# little distance
between herself and the rest of the party, andtohgblaow to behave
during the rest of her stay here. Her intentioteing Brad the truth
about herself was no longer feasible, for beanmignind his feelings



for her, he might run a mile if he discovered slas an innocent. No,
he needed to fall more heavily before she darédesiposure.

There was a step behind her and Martin came isw.\v$he had not
expected him and she warmed to his presence, tignkat with him

at least she could let some of her guard downtifl@éad his arm in a
sling and she noticed that the parting of his samaly was slightly

crooked, as if he could not comb it properly with left hand.

'‘How much longer do you have to wear your cas®'astked...
‘Ten days or so. | should be ready to start workbout a month.’
'l bet you'll be pleased?’

'‘Won't you be? Then you can return to your old golol your old
friend.’

She knew immediately that Brad had told him whatk In@ppened last
night, and angry colour suffused her face. Damih&ée men with
their double standards! Martin had tried as harfdras to seduce her,
yet here he was acting annoyed because he belsgedas having
an affair with someone else.

‘The one thing | like about older men,' she saidlgp'is that they
generally have more sense than to sit in judgmeon wne.'

'I'm not judging you." Martin looked startled, &ghe idea had not
crossed his mind.

'Of course you are—just the way Brad's been dofgl I'd like to
inform you—the way | did him—that what | do with nfije is no
concern of yours.'

'l wanted to make it my concern,’ he reminded hehought you
were a sweet girl who --'



'I'm still a sweet girl,' she cut in. 'Why should character change
merely because |—because I'm fond of Mr Phillips?'

‘Do you go to bed with every man you're fond of?'

She drew a steadying breath and held on to heraenhpvas fond of
you, but | said no.’

There was a long pause and Robyn, deciding ththeifrest of the
evening was going to be like this she would godoroom, was on
the verge of moving away when Martin spoke.

'Forgive me, Robyn. You're quite right—it's the dlouble standard,
isn't it?"

‘That's what | said to Brad,' she agreed.

'‘Will you forget everything | just said and let finegin again?'

Although she was ready to forgive him, she didvsat him to think
he could resume their friendship where it had défit What she felt
for Brad made that impossible.'Of course I'll femiyou,’ she
murmured. 'But once | leave here, | think it's begte don't meet.'

‘That's hardly very forgiving,' he said ruefully.

'l don't want to hurt you, Martin. | can never le@sus about you, and
it isn't fair to let you think otherwise.'

‘Thanks for the honesty.' He raised his glass to drained it, and
moved over to get another. He did not return toamel she watched
him settle himself next to a pert little brunette.

Relieved, yet faintly depressed, Robyn had therfgedhe was going
to be left very much to herself for the rest of #wening. Taking a
guick count of the people on the terrace, she sawss the odd girl



out, and was convinced Brad had deliberately agdngthis way.
Her eyes rested on him. He seemed completely inedaevgh Holly,
who was snuggling up to him. Even at dinner thelgrely allowed
herself to be separated from his side; reachindrouat time to time
to hold his hand and occasionally jumping up froen thair to kiss
him. If Brad liked his girl-friends to play the idgue, then Holly was
filling the part beautifully.

At eleven they all trooped out, roaring away inithsars to the
casino.

‘Care to join us?' Brad asked, sauntering overeto His face was
slightly flushed, though she knew he had not beerkihg. Indeed,
she was surprised at how abstemious he had been.

‘No, thanks,' she shrugged. 'l'd be in the way.’

'l can cope with more than one woman.'

'l can't.’

'l know,' he muttered, turning away. '"You prefeotmen!

Robyn was still puzzling over this when she wenbéd, and it was
only as she turned off the light that she realisedvas referring to
Hamish and Alex. She burst out laughing. So Brdldremembered
that ridiculous story she had fabricated for hirarsafter her arrival.
How furious he would be if he ever met her mothaderable little
Scotties; silver-haired Alex and his black- haireghrightly son
Hamish.

But her amusement did not last long, for as thestioked away,
imagination kept her with Brad. He was trying i his feelings for
her by going out with other women, and she mustdseful not to let
him know that she guessed the emotions he wasierpary.



Sitting up in bed in the darkness, she wondered widald happen

when she left here. Without her presence he wanidbif much easier
to put her out of his mind. It was an unpalatabiespect, and she
debated ways and means of remaining here longeev@atually she
discarded them all, knowing it was dangerous toddrs hand. If out
of sight meant out of mind, then what he felt fer bould not be the
emotion she wanted. But she still had two more weekentwine

herself into his subconscious. Two more weeks tengthen the
feelings she aroused in him—not the obvious onéesire, but the
deeper ones of affection, mutual interests, shianeabur.

Unwilling to stay awake until he returned, Robymkaa sleeping
pill—something she rarely did. But at least this/ghe would not be
aware if he stayed out all night.



CHAPTER EIGHT

FOR the next few days Brad altered his system of wdittating in
the morning and allowing her to type for the rdshe day, while he
entertained by the pool. The villa seemed to bdicoally full of
people, many of the faces changing, and Holly'sdeeplaced too.
Indeed, she never saw Brad with the same girl twit®st nights he
dined at home with a few friends, but Robyn refuse@ccept his
invitation to join them, and he did not insist dn though each
morning he always told her of the fun she had ndisse

Coming downstairs early one morning at the endhefweek and
seeing smashed glass on the living-room floor, twikion was busy
sweeping up, she marvelled that a man of intelsgesould consider
such behaviour fun.

'It must have been quite an evening,' she commented

‘Mr Dexter not have many like this." Kim swept ue trest of the
mess. 'But he go sleep early and leave his friends.

Robyn was aflame with jealousy, wondering which oh¢he girls
had distracted him sufficiently to take him awaynfrhis own party,
but she did not give herself away by asking Kim.

At nine o'clock she was waiting for Brad in thedstubut it was
nearly ten before he appeared, moving down thalsgtizircase as if
he were treading on eggshells.

""Alka-Seltzer's excellent for a hangover,' she saightly.

'l don't have a hangover.' He eased himself slawtty his chair. 'It's
fibrositis. | woke up with it.'

'Fibrositis? You're joking!



'It's no joke.'

She saw the tension on his face, and knew thaashiz 'Massage is
very good for it.'

'l know. | generally have some twice a week, butmasseuse is on
holiday.'

'l can give you some,' Robyn volunteered, and prayatthe colour
would not come into her face as he raised his apelsgave her a
long, thoughtful look.

‘What kind?'
'Regular,' she said evenly.

'‘Okay, I'll accept the offer.' Gingerly he stood Uis better if | lie on
my bed.’

This was not what she had expected, and she helg Wwhich he was
Immediately aware of.

'For God's sake!" he said roughly. 'I'm in no méwdovemaking!

Instantly she preceded him to his room, waitinglevhe took off his
shirt, undid the belt of his slacks and lay facevd@n the bed.

Robyn began to massage him. To begin with she wesnofortably
aware of the silky smoothness of his skin, thelmgpmuscles across
his shoulders and the firm thickness of his necknetthe dark hair
curled. But as the tenseness left his body ancelaeed under the
pressure of her hands, she relaxed too, untillyirad was only a
human being in pain; one whose suffering she cali&liate. She
was reminded of the night she had gone to Mortoligd room and
wondered whether to tell this to Brad. She bergaipbut as her lips
parted she saw a long red hair on the far pillow.



She jerked back as though she had been stung.
'‘What's the matter?' he asked sleepily.
‘Nothing.'

Making her mind a blank, she continued the massagkhis even

breathing told her he was asleep. Only then didestuen to the study
and allow her emotions free rein. Fool! she beratdelf. What did
you think Brad would do? He was fighting his fegbnin the only

way he knew how, and it was stupid of her to imadia would draw
back from the final physical act.

By the time Brad returned to work she had compdetgrol of herself
again, and greeted him with her usual composure.

'You have magic hands,' he smiled. 'l feel bettantnew. Next time
I'm in pain I'll give you a yell straight away.'

‘Next time don't cavort around in the bedroom thiga windows wide
open. Draughts are bad for fibrositis."'

'‘What's your icy little blast in aid of?' he questioned, loakilso
pleased with himself that she longed to slap him.

'‘Shall we start work, Brad? We've missed most @& mthorning
already.'

With unusual meekness he obeyed her, and even sgiashes and
screams from the pool announced that his friendsanaved, he did

not go down to join them. It was Robyn herself véluggested they
stop, saying she had a mass of typing to get lzaxckthat in any case
a swim would be good for his shoulder.

'‘By the way,' he said casually, 'Dick Summers imiog down with
Jackie Lawson on Saturday. He's the man who's phoglumy



current book for television, and Jackie's the ginio's playing the
feminine lead,' he explained. 'So | wonder if youithd doing some
overtime this evening and tomorrow? That way tlseagjood chance
I'll finish the book in a week.'

'‘An excellent idea,' said Robyn, hiding her defatti

'l thought it was part of your plan to remain héea month?' he
reminded her sardonically.

'So it was. But I'm getting restless.'

‘You'll like Dick. Perhaps you'll make up a foursemith us.'
'I'm sure Mr Summers would prefer to choose his pantner.’
Brad smiled. 'He has a penchant for natural blohdes

A loud squeal from the garden below sent him to leat of the
window. 'Damn stupid girls! Can't think why | ingd them here."'

'Old habits die hard,' said Robyn.
'‘What's that supposed to mean?'

‘Merely that if you've grown up enough to find théedious, you
should also be intelligent enough to admit it.'

He frowned, but did not comment on her statem8tap'the analysis
and to be ready to start work again in an hodrtelll my friends to
clear off and ask Mrs Kim to serve us a cold supgemine.
Something simple so that we can work and eat.'

Robyn welcomed the break and rested on her beddi8het return
to the study until the appointed time, and founddBalready waiting
for her. The garden was silent, all his friendsihgdeparted, and she



wondered whether she could have a quiet dip laggrriight before
going to bed.

'Ready to start?' Brad asked.

She turned from the desk, where she had placeddtepad, and
found him directly behind her. Their bodies touclwefly before
she moved quickly away, but she was painfully canscof the solid
feel of him. It was like coming up against a wdlhauscle: firm and
unbending as the man himself. How foolish all hesadhs about him
were! He was far too strong to give in to loveijtback a sigh, she
sat down and motioned that she was ready to stak.w

They did not stop until nine, when Kim wheeled itra@ley heavy
with dishes. There was the most delicious- lookinlyl @sparagus
soup, lobster salad, cornets of ham stuffed witictaokes and foie
gras, and button mushrooms in cream.

‘Some snack,' Robyn said dryly. 'Mrs Kim obvioudbesn't like to
think of you working on an empty stomach.’

'If she gets any more motherly I'll fire her.'
You wouldn't!

'‘Don't bet on it. | hate motherly women and | dor@ed anyone to
concern themselves over me.'

The lobster, though delicious, tasted like asheRoabyn's mouth.
Had Brad made this remark as a warning to herh¥ebuldn't have
done, for she was certain she had not given hexgelf). Nervous in
case he remarked on her lack of appetite, she madelf finish the
meal, noticing irritably that Brad had no difficplin consuming all
the food Kim had brought them. Yet she noticed @dah i@stlessness



about him, and wondered if it came from a desirdaowith his
friends rather than at work.

It was with him the next day too, and occasionallfhe midst of
dictating to her, he would get up and wander aradhedoom, or else
stop work completely for a few moments—the expm@ssin his face
showing that his thoughts were far away.

But towards the evening his spirits seemed to eewvrd he went
briskly on with his work until ten, at which timeoByn herself
insisted that they stop.

'‘Are you sure Martin broke his wrist, or did it jugive out after
working for you for too long?'

‘All you needed to do was say you were tired,' Begalied loftily.

'l've been sighing deeply and shaking my handHerlast hour, but
you didn't take the hint.'

'l dislike women who hint. You should have hadd¢bearage to come
out and say exactly what you meant.’

'l usually do,' Robyn asserted.

‘That's true, though | find your attitude somewlnatonsistent.
Considering you're supposed to admire the philogspmy books
propound, you're singularly unfriendly towards theeator.'

'l dote on Michel Guerard's cookery books,' shéiegdp'but | don't
think he'd be my type either!'

'‘Probably not," Brad grunted. 'You prefer older rhen

She tossed back her blonde hair. 'Not always. Sorestl --'



‘Spare me a history of your love life," he cutstriding towards the
staircase. 'l think I'll have an early night." Aettop, he paused. 'I'll
expect you to join Dick and Jackie for lunch tonoevr and if you and
Dick hit it off, you can consider yourself freegpend your time with
him until they go back on Sunday.’

Before Robyn could think of a reply, the door cbehind him.

The next morning she started typing the work Bradi ¢ictated to her
during the past two days. He had worked at sudca that her mind
had been too preoccupied getting the shorthand dovabsorb the
words themselves. But now, seeing them before dier,found the
humour less sharp. It was still amusing, but sohtleeobite had gone,
as if he had found it a strain to find something/ne say. Still, how
much longer could he go on expounding the samedfiegie was
curious to know if he was aware of what was happgeno his

writing. Could this be the reason for his moodinekthe past few
days? She must talk to Morton Phillips about it wisde returned
home, for he had frequently stressed the hopehilsabest-selling
author would put his talents into a novel.

At mid-morning the sound of laughter from the teeraald her that

the two guests had arrived. She was curious to riesh, and

wondered idly whether the television star had beee of Brad's

girl-friends. If she wasn't, she soon would bejsfgresent behaviour
was anything to go by.

Resolutely she tried to ignore the splashing ingbel and the faint
sound of music, and it was only when Kim came id toid her she
was expected downstairs that she glanced at hehwaat saw it was
nearly one o'clock.

It was no surprise to Robyn when she finally walkedo the terrace
to find Brad sitting alongside a svelte, raven- &gibeauty who she
knew immediately was Jackie Lawson. Perched a éstvdway was



a pleasant-looking man in his late thirties, wittzgled grey hair and
a slightly darker beard. Though not as tall as Bredwas well built
and took her hand in a firm grip as Brad laconjcatiade the
introductions.

'l can see why Brad broke his rule about not hawndgemale
secretary," Dick Summers smiled. 'You're a gregiravement on
Martin!'

‘A temporary one only,' she smiled, helping hergel& fruit juice,

and then standing irresolute, not sure where tar'eg problem was
resolved by Brad jumping up and saying there was tjme for a

swim before lunch.

‘Count me out," Jackie said firmly.
'‘What about you?' Brad challenged Robyn.

''d love it." Setting down her glass, she followadh down to the
pool.

'Such energy,' said Dick behind her. 'I'll come amdich you two.'

Reaching one of the mattresses, Robyn droppeddt&etj on it,
ignoring the appreciative way Dick regarded her.

'Race you to the end,' Brad said curtly. 'I'll gyl a two-yard start.
'Right,” she said, and plunged in, knowing thatnewdth this

advantage, she still would not win, and she waseat@orrect when,
half way down the length of the pool, Brad overtaokl passed her.

'I'm much too good for you,' he grinned when shally reached the
side and hauled herself up on the ledge beside him.

'Only in the pool!



‘Naturally!
Robyn caught a length of her hair and wrung it out.

Even darkened by water it was still fair, and wisty® shook her
head, the long strands curved upon her shoulders.

‘You look like a mermaid,' he said abruptly.
'l don't have quite such a fishy background!
He laughed. 'Tell me about it.'

'I've already told you. Elderly parents who dotad@e and somehow
managed not to spoil me, and were never too pagees3uite an
unexciting past really, but a pleasant one.’

‘And your future?'

''ve told you about that too. The female equivalef yours,
Brad—fun without commitment.’

*You won't always be young,' he reminded her.
‘Nor will you.'

'It's different for a man. And don't pretend it'isi'm not talking
about double standards either, merely the obviawas that even
middle-aged men can find young women.'

'I'll worry about that when the time comes,' Rolsid airily. 'But as
you know, | intend starting a family in five yeatighe, so I'll be quite
happy to devote myself to my children.’

‘And give up men?'



‘That won't be a hardship,' she said firmly. "Yowow what a low
opinion | have of them.’

For answer he pushed her into the pool, and whendsste she floated
effortlessly away from him.

At lunch, Brad and his two guests talked about ftiméhcoming
television series. Several problems had arisen thétscripts, which
was the reason Dick Summers had come down, thdughsi soon
clear that Jackie's presence had not been reqainddshe had merely
come to renew her friendship with Brad, whom she heet three
years ago in New York.

‘Those were the days,' she reminisced, raisingvirerglass to him.
'You rented that fantastic house on Fire Islandfdlied it with girls.’
She glanced the length of the table, then let fies @am the long
terrace, with its empty hammocks and chairs. 'Wagpened to the
old Brad?'

'‘Perhaps he's bored with the old ways?' Dick claatkl

‘Just bored with the same faces,' Brad correcésing his own glass
to toast Jackie. 'Which is why I'm delighted toaenacquaintance
with you.'

The girl laughed. 'At least if I'm nice to you, ylbknow it isn't
because | need a part in your new series!'

He grinned. 'You mean you'll love me for myself?’
'1 always did, but you refused to believe me.’

Robyn had the feeling that Jackie was not puttmguo act. She had
warmed to the girl as soon as she had met herhaddound no
reason to change her mind since.



'‘Before you two start becoming too palsy-walsy,' kDiatervened,
'I'm taking Brad off somewhere quiet to discussdherations to the
scripts.’

'‘Will you need me?' Robyn asked.
‘No,' Brad said swiftly. 'I'll use the tape recartle

As soon as lunch was over, the two men disappeaithé study, and
Robyn, unable to go back and type, sat under tadeshf a parasol
with Jackie, and occasionally swam in the pool.ikénBrad's other
girl-friends, Jackie was intelligent and articulatd&ich was probably
one reason why Brad had not seen her for theHesst tyears.

'l daresay you'll be sorry to go back to LondorcKisamurmured,
rubbing oil on her slim thighs.

‘Not really. Being here is fine for a holiday, byrefer my other job.’

‘To working for Brad?' There was astonishment & dark brown
eyes. 'lI'd give my eye teeth if | could find a gaedson for staying
close to him.'

'‘Don't let him know it," Robyn warned.

‘Don't worry. | had lover-boy taped three years aga he still hasn't
changed—unfortunately.' There was a pause, and Jddnekie spoke
again her voice had brightened. 'Still, when hewkrgick was
coming down he asked him to bring me, so perhagsrade has made
the heart grow fonder.’

Robyn swallowed her jealousy, and lay back on heattress,
pretending she wanted to sleep. She actually managdo so, and
did not awaken until she felt the pressure of & oher stomach.
Opening her eyes, she saw Dick beaming down at her.



‘All problems have been resolved," he said hapi8ly until my plane
takes off tomorrow night, I'm at your disposal.’

‘That goes for me too,' said Brad, coming up bethedoroducer but
directing his comment at Jackie, who reached dagyaarm for him.

He stretched himself out beside her, and Robyndcowlt help
noticing that the two bodies were both tanned #mesmagnificent
bronze, and that Jackie's hair was as blue-bladgkad's own. The
two could have passed for brother and sister, thalagkie clearly
did not feel sisterly towards him. But what did 8reel? His hand
was idly caressing the supple leg lying close $ &nd Robyn turned
away, ostensibly to sun her back, but in realityaose she could not
bear the sight of Brad so intimately close to aaotlhoman.

She knew it was going to be even worse this evewimgn she was
expected to dine with them and then go out, butshid see no way
of avoiding it without having an argument with Br&ksides, what
excuse could she give?

It was only when she came downstairs and saw thiegiiable unlaid
that she realised they were eating out, and thenseshock came
when she walked on to the terrace and saw thaticly Summers
was there.

‘You're stuck with me, I'm afraid.' He rose to drieer. 'l hope you
don't feel I'm getting the best of the bargain?'

‘To dine alone with a well-known television proditeshe teased,
determined not to let him know how annoyed she wigts Brad for
going off alone with Jackie and leaving them. Yt fad no right to
be annoyed, and no girl in her right mind wouldteifll, what could
be nicer than dining tete-a-tete with an attractnem who made it
clear how happy he was to be with you?



'I've booked us a table at I'Oasis,' he said. Yropinion it's the best
three-star restaurant along the coast.'" He eyedéaer shoulders,
rising honey-gold from the low cut neckline of afigreen dress.
‘You look as delectable as a mint julep,’ he adtkahing towards
her.

‘An iced mint julep,’ she replied, and he laughed drew back.

'Let's have a drink in the restaurant,' he sugdestad led her out to
the Fiat. 'Not as grand as the Ferrari,' he apséafji'but Brad's more
possessive of that than he is of his girl-friends."

Dick stopped, embarrassed, and Robyn shook herdtdaah. 'l only
have a working relationship with Brad, so you havembarrassed
me.'

'l refuse to believe he hasn't made a pass at you.'

'He has—but | passed it up! And please don't telkimat it makes me
unique.’'

Chuckling, he helped her into the car and theyp#eh the direction
of Cannes. Dick was an entertaining companion. &tk wiorked in
television since leaving university, beginning adoaly second
assistant and gradually learning his craft, untilwnhe was
acknowledged to be one of the top producers ircdlmtry.

'Have you ever thought of being an actress?' hedaslkey ate a
superlative meal, sitting in the enclosed as caud\of the elegant
restaurant in La Napoule, where fountains tinkledl dlowers
cascaded over low walls and flower beds.

'l don't have the talent for it,' she confesseal, the inclination. Not
every girl sees it as such a glamorous occupation.’



'It's not glamorous at all,' he agreed. 'But if 'y@successful it can be
very well paid. Take Jackie for example. She hssall talent but a
great personality, and she plays it up for allsheirth. But once her
looks go, she might not find it easy to get work."'

‘She may not need work by then.’

'‘Not if Brad comes up to scratch,' Dick said knaylyn'Jackie's been
crazy about him for years. That's why I'm surpribedinvited her

down this weekend. He usually steers clear of a avoihhe knows

she's keen on him. Nor have | ever known him restarold love

affair.’

Dick's remarks were guaranteed to add to Robysgudt. What if

all the barbs she had directed at Brad over thefpasweeks had
made him see the emptiness of his life and dedmledto turn to

Jackie? She was certainly the nicest of his gielafils. Robyn was so
depressed by the idea that it was an effort forttvdémde it. But the

fear of giving herself away made her put on thet lae$ of her

life—even though she had told Dick she was no astreand she
laughed and joked with him as if he were the orre@®in the world

with whom she wanted to be: as if she were not wang where

Brad had taken Jackie to dine; as if she did nic# wdnere he would
be taking her to sleep.

The red Ferrari was already in the garage when pecked the Fiat,
but neither Brad nor Jackie were to be seen dowsstnd when
Dick suggested Robyn have a nightcap with him,rehesed.

'I'd like to see you again in London,' he said,gm@g on the stairs
with her before going in the opposite directiomimroom. ‘May | call
you?'

She smiled and nodded, then let him kiss her gabdniHis lips were
gentle, but she could not respond to them, nosd&lpretend.Alone



in her bedroom at last, she gave way to the degmayshe had been
fighting all evening, and kicking off her shoes flnag herself into a
chair. How crazy she had been to imagine she cewtdeed with
Brad, when so many other girls had failed. Falimdpve with him
was the worst thing that could have happened toTher sooner she
was home, in her old job among her own friends, dbener her
weeks here would seem like time spent in anotheldwts only she
could go back to London tomorrow with Jackie anakDiStill,
another week should have the story finished, aad #ine would be
free.

Wearily she undressed and went to bed.

Robyn had nearly finished her breakfast when Jazzmee out to join
her. Crisp and cool-looking in a cream silk sugy black hair was
held away from her face by a gold and tortoisestigll It threw the
bone structure of her face into relief, and Rolgalised she was not
as young as she had first thought: early thirt@har than late
twenties.

'l hear you and Dick enjoyed yourselves last nigsdjd Jackie,
ignoring the flaky croissants and pouring hersalfip of coffee.

'‘We had a wonderful meal.' Robyn made herself esgthiMVhat about
you?'

'‘Brad took me to La Reserve.'

Robyn lowered her eyes. So much for her romantiondhat Brad
might not want to take anyone there but hersetls ‘& lovely
restaurant,’ she murmured.



'‘Which is more than | can say for Brad. He was foud mood. I've
never known him act that way. And he got worséhastrening went
on.'

'Is .that why you came back early?'
‘Yes. | thought Brad might improve when | got hiloree, and --'

'‘Don't be long, Jackie,’ Dick called from the doayw'Brad's taking
us to the airport.’

'I'm packed and ready.' Jackie went towards him @me#t smiled
over her shoulder to Robyn.

‘See you in London,' he promised, and might haxkrsare had Brad
not appeared behind him.

To Robyn's sharp eyes he looked like the mornirigr @ahe night
before. His face lacked its normal healthy coleurich gave his tan
a greenish tinge, and there were noticeable lirmsal his eyes. But
the dissipation made him look even more attracteved Robyn
quickly turned her eyes away from him and smileDiak.

'l should be back in town in just over a week. |Blbk forward to
hearing from you.'

'I'm not sure what time I'll be home,' Brad saidtlguto her as Dick
and Jackie went out to the car.

'It doesn't matter. I've got plenty of shorthandjéb back.'
‘Then | may go away for the night.’

'Why not?' she said sweetly, and walked past him.



Robyn typed for most of the day, stopping for arsbpell at lunch
and tea time to swim and relax by the pool. Thia\seemed large
and empty without Brad, but she resolutely refusedionder what
he was doing, knowing that wherever he was, he dvoat be alone.

The thought came back to worry at her as she sétary meal in the
dining room. A breeze had sprung up in the laterafion, growing in
intensity and making it necessary for Kim to clafiehe glass doors
and wind in the awnings.

'‘We have storm coming,' he announced. 'Like tropics

Hardly had he spoken when rain began to fall, ap@omed by a
jagged flash of lightning. Remembering she had heift bedroom
window wide open, Robyn rushed upstairs to clostn@n deciding
to have an early night, she undressed, put onressithg gown and
curled up on a seat beside the window to watclstibren.

Because the house was situated some few hundredd fram the

cliff, she could not see the shore that edged Captithes, but she
had an excellent view of the wider curve of the laay of the

foaming Mediterranean beyond it. It looked as vaklthe Atlantic,

and jagged streaks of lightning frequently illunteth the dark

waters, turning the landscape into day for a feleflseconds. As
each bright flash died away, thunder roared, w@lher that she was
almost in the heart of the storm. Just like my ¢cweart, she admitted
wearily.

She was not sure how long she had been sittingdowindow, when
the door to her bedroom burst open and Brad stodtiethreshold.
One look at his face told her he had been drinkimag; enough to
lessen his control, but enough to make her realsehad to tread
carefully if she did not want to antagonise him.

‘All alone?' he sneered. 'Don't tell me you cand {ourself a man.’



'l don't want one.' She kept her voice mild. 'lbeen watching the
storm. It's beautiful.'

'So are you.' He came farther into the room, slamgnthe door
behind him. 'Look at me when I'm talking to you# &aid roughly.
'I'm the storm you should be watching. But you woulkndw about
that, would you?'

'Know about what?"

Something in his manner increased her nervoushiessame closer
to her, his steps making no sound across the fitierwide shoulders
blacked out the soft light of the bedside lamp, ahd resisted the
urge to cower in her chair. There was somethingl wlbout Brad

tonight; something untamable.

‘About the reason for my mood," he answered hestoure 'Why | 'm

raging like a storm inside; why | haven't known gq®ace for days,
for weeks, if you must know the truth. Don't yowknwhat you've
done to me?'

'I'm sure you're going to tell me.' Robyn forcedsledf to look directly
at him. His eyes were glittering and his mouth wwgktly set. She
was not sure what he was trying to tell her andsed to let herself
hope.

‘At first | thought it was because you were playhayd to get,' he
went on. 'l thought it was because | didn't likengeejected by a girl
who was quite happy to give her favours indiscramgty to everyone
else.’'

'I've been exceptionally discriminating since Ibheen here,' she said
with perfect truthfulness, wishing she dared comdse was the same
in London.



'‘What about the chap in Monte Carlo?' he retotfett the night you
spent with Morton. Or don't they count?'

' wasn't alone with Pierre.' She decided to bthful about this. 'If
you must know, he's married and his wife --'

‘Spare me the sordid details!" Brad cut in furigu@ll I'm interested
in is your own future.'

Hope rose in her, high as a flame in the wind. 8w was. still
determined not to push him into anything. Brad muake all the
running, and only when he had admitted he lovedawerd she tell
him the truth about herself.

'It's your future I'm concerned with," he repeat¥adur future with
me.'

‘With you?'

'‘Don't tell me you're surprised! You've been baitine since you got
here and you've finally hooked me. Oh, | foughtiasfayou—you
can take my word on that." There was frustratiohignvoice. 'But it
didn't work. The more | got to know you the mor#idiult it was to
get you out of my mind."'

‘Why are you so angry about it?' she asked.

'‘Because | don't want to feel this way about anynan. Until now |
never gave a damn which girl | was with. All | wadtwas someone
who could amuse me and was pretty to look at. hait tever found
one who could amuse me for long,' he admitted. VBt the heck! It
was off with the old and on with the new.' He glogae at her. 'At
least that's the way it was until you erupted imip life. You, with
your sharp tongue and pretended hero-worship.'



'Pretended?' she echoed.

'Yes,' he said flatly. '‘Quoting my books back at atlethe time,
making out you thought | was the greatest thingesisliced bread,
but really despising me—the way you despise all.men

'‘Not all of them," she amended. 'But most of thdime way you
despise most women. | don't see why you shouldnigeyawith me
because I'm the female equivalent of you.'

'l don't know either,' he confessed. 'But | doatehthe thought of you
playing around, and it's got to stop. From now'ongoing to be the
only man in your life.’

The flame in her rose higher, but still she triechide it from him,
waiting for him to use the word love; knowing it svanherent in
everything he was saying, but that it was imporfanthim to utter
the word.

'l knew you were starting to mean something spéciale when none
of the other girls could make me forget you," hentwéHolly just
made me furious, and it was no good even with NMaitdiept seeing
your face all the time and hearing your voice. $id® me useless with
them, 'he said bitterly, 'absolutely useless. Shakly | asked Jackie
down. She's more than just a pretty face. Shetgyhtlyirl, the way
you are, and | was sure that having her here waailtdhe trick.'

'Didn't it?' Robyn asked softly, slowly daring telieve that what she
had been hoping for was finally coming true.

'‘No, she didn't,’ Brad flared. 'All she did wasemind me even more
forcibly of you. | couldn't even bring myself toski her." There was
disgust in his voice. 'That would make a greatystaouldn't it? The
impotent Casanova! But it's true, dammit! Right nbwno good to
any woman except you. Everyone else turns me 0. rever



happened to me before and | hope it will never bapgp me again
once I've got you out of my system."

'‘Out of your system?' Robyn repeated, not sure ivbabeant.

'Yes,' he said. 'That's why | want you to give opryjob with Morton
and stay with me. | don't think it need be for lofignree months,
perhaps six. But | want you to stay until I've mayi fill of you.'

'And then?"

‘Then you'll be free to go. | know you keep saylingnot your type,

but I'm sure you don't mean it. If you did, you \Wint respond to me
the way you do when | kiss you.' He bent over exirg his breath
fanning her forehead. 'I'm crazy about you, Roblya,5aid huskily.

'You amuse me, intrigue me, infuriate me, provoleeuntil | don't

know whether I'm on my heels or my head. But I'megsbat if | could

concentrate on you for the next few months . .odbyou into my

system until you were a part of me, that I'd therable to get you out
of it. It's the cold turkey treatment in reverse.'

Robyn had no need to ask what he meant. Many labspi¢ated drug
addicts this way: taking the patient completelyta# drug to which
they were addicted. But Brad wanted to do the oppdde wanted to
have his fill of her; to possess her so completagt he would
quickly tire of her.

So much for her hope that he had fallen in lové\wér! All that had
happened was that her refusal to give in to him taded his
conquering instinct into an obsession; had madesbiaetermined to
possess her that he was blind to the blandishnahtny other
woman. Yet how hard he had tried not to be. He irsetl Holly,
Marcia and Jackie to break the spell, and only wtey had all
failed had he come to her in desperation. 'Staly wié, Robyn,' he



said softly. 'If my books mean anything to youystath me until |
can send you away and carry on with my life.'

Before she had a chance to reply he pulled hentaphis arms and
claimed her lips with a ferocity that showed he resthed the end of
his tether. She was powerless to fight him, anccémtinued his
assault on her senses, crushing her close and ghbisrhands over
her as if he were a blind man intent on knowingrgwirve and
indentation of her body. Uncaring of the buttonatthkept her
housecoat together, he ripped it apart, leavingstending before
him in brief lacy underwear. She was no more blaaa in a bikini,
yet because she was in the bedroom and becausesheatching her
with such naked desire, she felt as if she weilyohaked. Worse
still, as if she were being violated.

All hope was gone and she saw how futile had besrchance of
making him accept an emotion like love. How couéd bielieve in

something he had denounced nearly all of his e had not played
him for a fool, but herself. It was a bitter ackrneggement, but she
faced it; faced too the fact that he must nevemkhow much he had
hurt her. But oh, how hard it was to pretend.

'l want you,' he muttered thickly. 'Robyn . .. dagl... don't make me
stop now.' He gathered her close again, his totigueng a line of
fire across her mouth, her closed eyes, the wildepheating in her
throat. 'With you | can be a man again,' he wentraumphantly.
‘You've driven me insane, Robyn, and now you must gne back
.my sanity. Hold me, darling . . . love me . . € put her hands on his
body and she felt his heart racing as wildly as ¢®ven. He was
trembling, too, his desire for her so evident thatrds were
unnecessary.

As he drew her down upon the bed he started to hisdkoouser belt,
and the gesture acted on her like a knife acrosskie. She sat up
sharply and slithered away from him.



'‘No, Brad. Not tonight. Not while I'm still workinigr you.'

His hands stilled their movement and he lookecdekaimpuzziement.
'‘Don't refuse me, Robyn. God, | want you so mueH, |

'‘Not while I'm working for you,' she interruptechcareaching for her
housecoat, put it on.

'‘Why the hell not?' he burst out.
'‘Because | don't mix business with pleasure.’
'‘What about Morton?'

She went scarlet. 'l ... that was a little slipt Buvon't happen again.'
She saw Brad coming towards her and sidesteppedNan.Brad, |
mean it. If you don't leave me alone I'll go baak England
tomorrow.’

Her very quietness told him she was not pretending.

'‘But when the book's finished?' he asked slowlyll Ygu live with
me then?'

'l thought you said a man should never allow atgitive with him?'

‘You'll be the exception—and for God's sake stogtigqg my books
at me!" He reached out for her hand, though hendidcome any
nearer to her. 'At least I'll have an incentiveged this manuscript
finished as fast as | can!' He drew her fingersisanouth and gently
nibbled them. 'How can you stand there looking s¢m@' he
whispered.

'‘Because amcalm,' she said, praying he would not guess sisdlvea
exact opposite.



'‘Aren't you looking forward to being with me?' H@gue caressed
her fingertips.

'‘Not particularly.'

The movement of his hand stilled. 'Don't tease Rebyn. Say
something nice.'

'‘Even though | don't feel it?"'

He looked at her, his eyes puzzled. 'You mustderiething for me.
Damn it, you always respond to me.'

"You kiss with great expertise.'

'Is it no more than that?'

'‘And you're very famous, of course.’
'‘What's that got to do with it?"

‘A great deal. Being with a celebrity turns me bwe never had a
best-selling author before.’

‘That's a disgusting thing to say!
‘That you're an author?'
‘That my being a celebrity is the only thing thatns you on.'

'You once said the same thing when you were goutgvth one of
the Miss Worlds.'

To her astonishment a wave of red flooded his cheek



‘The fact thatl say it doesn't mean you should,’ he said sharp
‘You're talking like a common groupie! Don't yowhaany respect
for yourself?'

'‘What does my respecting myself have to do with?'s&he was
guoting him with a vengeance now, but he did netrs& notice it.

'l don't want you to talk this way, Robyn. Nor datend staying here
any longer. The next time | come to your room il e to stay the
night.’

'l don't have any mirrors on the ceiling.'

He gave her a long, intent look. 'Looking at yomigre than enough
for me. | won't need any reflections.’

But Robyn had a great deal to reflect on after Brad left her, and
the saddest one was that though he wanted her lenowagk her to
become his live-in girlfriend, which was something had never
done with any woman, he still only saw it as araiaffMany girls

would jump at such a chance in the hope that thighthbe able to
extend it, but Robyn dared not. She saw love imsepnf total

commitment, and could have no future with a man Wioaight only

in the short term.

She slipped on her nightdress and clambered irdo Td&e touch of

Brad's hands still lingered on her body, remindiagof the pleasures
they could have shared, the heights they could heaxehed. But on
Brad's part the peaks were of desire, not love, tanidave shared
them with him would have made her no better thawae. But she

must not tell him. She must keep him hoping fortaaoweek. Only

when the manuscript was finished could she leadkeb@nher own

mistress.

That was one thing of which shessure. She would never be Brad's



CHAPTER NINE

BELIEVING that he could not have Robyn while she was workomg
him gave Brad exactly the impetus he needed. IcstigiKim that he
was not available to take calls from anyone othanthis publishers,
and that he was home to none of his friends, héawvtgh determined
ferocity. Robyn, as anxious as Brad to have the kbo
finished—though for a different reason—happily wentktill late
each night to type back each day's dictation.

On the Thursday, lifting her head from her notebadkle he was
still speaking, she saw him watching her with argge expression: a
pensive, somewhat puzzled one, as if there wasthorgeabout her
he did not understand.

‘You're an odd mixture," he murmured. 'When you'tdomow I'm
watching you, you have quite a different expressanyour face.
And you walk differently too. It's hard to imagigeu with a past.’

‘Do women with a past walk in a different way?'

You know what | mean.'

'I'm not sure | do.' She hesitated. 'Which imagmefdo you prefer?’
He did not answer.

‘You only have one image fong Brad.'

‘A totally black one, | suppose?’

‘You've worked hard to get it.'

'For the next six months I'll stop working at im€2 I've sent off the
manuscript we'll close the villa and travel.'



'‘Why?' she asked.

'‘Because it will be difficult to keep all my friesdt bay, and | don't
want to share you with anyone.'

'You weren't serious about our being faithful toleather?' she asked
with simulated horror, then before he could replyge gave a trill of
laughter. 'Really, Brad! You'd better watch outyou might find
you've fallen in love with me.'

'‘Don't talk rubbish," he said irritably. 'Anywayetre are different
meanings to love.'

'Yours sounds as if it might be possessive.' Siséated, then said
daringly: 'l hope you aren't thinking in terms chmage?'

This time he was the one to laugh. 'My God, thare'tear of that. |
may be crazy with wanting you, but I'm not totadiyt of my mind!'

Robyn needed no further confirmation to show heatWier next step
should be, and on Friday night, with the manuschipially
completed, she went to her room and packed hes.cékere was no
late flight to London, but she had booked one toisPand was
changing there, knowing that to stay in the viligwvidrad would be a
temptation she could not fight.

She debated whether to leave without telling hivantdecided that if
she did, he might come after her, seeing her faghdne more sign of
provocativeness. Because of this, she went in lseafc him,
overcome with nervousness when she found him iditirg room
uncorking a bottle of champagne.

‘There you are, darling!" he greeted her. 'At l@asve got something
to celebrate.'



‘The end of the book?' she smiled, knowing she @valivays
remember him like this, casually yet expensivefdadhn well-fitting
slacks and Italian silk sweater.

‘The end of a book but the beginningoair new chapter,' he replied,
coming over to her with a brimming glass, thenedigis own. 'To
us.'

'I'm afraid not.’

The glass was half way to his lips before he hbardand he lowered
it. Her expression told him she was not joking, grelsmile left his
face.

'‘Why not? The book's finished, so you've no redsonefusing to
live with me.'

'Yes, | have. Two reasons, as a matter of facbyRavas glad she
had rehearsed her story carefully, otherwise hevenenight have
failed her.

'‘Not Morton and Pierre," said Brad. 'l promise Intagefer to them
again.'

'It's got nothing to do with them. It's Hamish akléx.’
‘Hamish and ... You're having me on!

'l wish | were,' she said sadly. 'But I'm afraid true. - I've known
them for years—since | was a child, in fact— amdr't imagine my
life without them." She made herself look him fullthe face. "You
wouldn't be happy to share me with them, | suppose?

'‘No, | wouldn't! he exploded. 'What sort of a ndmyou take me
for?"



'‘Well, you're not the man you pretend to be,' sgkesl heavily. 'In
the last chapter of your book you warn men of tleager of
becoming possessive of their girl-friends, yet naaen | suggest
you share me, you get all uptight about it." Shalee/n her glass on
the table. 'That's why it won't work for us, Brddo matter what
advice you give to others, you're completely défarin your attitude
to me. You're not the liberated man | thought yaerey and you'd
expect me to conform to ideas | consider old- fasdib

'Only for six months—I'm not asking for a longemamitment than
that. Besides, once you're mine, you won't wanbaa\else. | know
won't.'

‘That's why I'm leaving." She held out her hant.whs very
interesting meeting you, Brad, but | don't wanstay.'

‘You can't go.'
'l can, and | am. Goodbye, Brad.'

Slowly Robyn turned and walked out, wondering ifwauld say the
three words that would make her turn and run imécalnms. But he
remained silent and unmoving.

Kim had already put her cases in the Fiat and wtasgsat the wheel.
She climbed in beside him and closed the door. &hexs still no
sign from Brad, and she knew there never would be.

‘We'd better go, Kim," she said evenly. 'l don'htra miss my plane.’

A month later Robyn thought of her stay at theavdls a dream from
which she had still not quite awakened. She hagphkeined Morton
before leaving France and he had met her at tiporairtaken the



manuscript from her and firmly told her to take @ek's holiday with
her parents.

'‘Why with my parents?' she questioned as they lbwleng the
motorway towards London.

'‘Because staying with them will help you to get yquiorities
straightened again.'

'l never lost my priorities—nor my morals.’

‘Just your heart? And don't deny it, Robyn. | kngw too well for
that.'

'I'll recover,' she said tightly. 'Just don't shme any sympathy. Nor
do I want a holiday.'

‘Brad might come after you,' he ventured.

'Only with the same offer.' Briefly she told him atht had been, and
he was too worldly to express surprise.

'You were sensible to turn him down," he said.g2df other girls in
your position might have agreed to do what he whated hoped he
might make it permanent. But he never would.’

Although Morton Phillips was only echoing Robynigrobelief, she

still could not quench the faint hope that they migoth be proved
wrong, and each time the telephone rang at heoflaomeone called
at the office, she would momentarily think it wasa8.

It was only when she opened her breakfast papemnmraing two
months after her return from France, and read engibssip column
that he had closed his villa and moved to Los Aegiahat she faced
the fact that he would never contact her. Welvas good to finally



know it. From now on she had no excuse for falgeelend could set
about rebuilding her life.

Morton indicated that he was more than happy tp het, and though
she relented and went out with him a few times, lsteav he could

never mean anything to her. Besides, he remindedfiBrad, and

because of it she knew she would have to leave Yigh.she was

loath to give up a job she enjoyed, especiallyesime had arranged
for another girl to take over his secretarial woakid had given
herself manuscripts to read and edit, as well asiml several new
authors in her care.

Robyn enjoyed playing wet nurse; being called upadvise on first
drafts of stories which she eventually came to mkgaith a

proprietorial air; correcting the galley proofs #mugh she had
written the books herself.

Within three months she received a substantiaéas® in salary, and
was given the task of finding authors as well asntaming her
present ones. It was not an easy task, for thougidreds of
manuscripts were submitted to them each yearthesshalf a dozen
new writers were chosen.

Brad's book and television series were scheduleth&ofirst week in
January, and Robyn knew he would be coming to Londg@romote
it. Several chat show producers had already rursgéoif he would
appear for them, and a literary lunch was beingmivm his honour,

'‘How do you feel about meeting him?' Morton askeaning into the
small office she had been given.

'I'd rather not,' she replied, 'but I'm going to.'

'‘Well, you can count oh me for immoral support!'

/



She laughed. 'l might take you up on it.'

'l wish you meant that," Morton sighed. 'Incidelytdim giving Brad
a press party at the Savoy. You'll be there, ofsei

'Of course.'

'Still going to maintain your false image with hinNorton asked,
folding his arms across his chest and looking jsrokack pin-striped
suit, like a disapproving headmaster.

'l have more reason now than ever," Robyn repdiedelling in her

chair. It was as new as the chrome and glass ddsént of her, and
made her feel much more like the publishing eddloe had now
become. 'If Brad discovered that my behaviour heehlan act, he'd
immediately guess I'd fallen for him.'

‘You're still down for the count, aren't you?'

She sighed. 'But slowly picking myself up. Seeimg kill do me
good, particularly if he arrives with one of hisuasdolly-birds.'

Four weeks later she had her answer, for Bradlegtdds arrival in
London with a luscious young centrefold from therent Playboy
made the front page of every tabloid. Looking atdmiling face and
the tall, lithe body towering over the busty blondiee almost hated
him. What did he know of insomniac hours, of dafydepression, of
throwing oneself into work in order to forget ae®j a mannerism, a
special glint in a special pair of eyes? Once atariove she felt for
him washed over her with renewed force, making akary of her
earlier assertion that she was beginning to fanget

If only she had not promised Morton to go to Brguksty at the
Savoy! But short of pleading sickness there wawapshe could get



out of it and, determined to go down fighting, sdoaight herself a
new dress for the occasion.

She had her hair restyled too, going to a hairéresgho was
currently the pet o¥ogueandHarpers.Luckily he seemed happy not
to cut her hair and went into rhapsodies overiivery fairness.

'‘But you should make it your main feature," he oedeher. 'l want
everyone to focus on it the moment you enter a room

‘Then you'd best cover up the rest of 'er,’ sadbsistant, a pert little
Cockney girl.

Ignoring the comment, he set to work, snipping shaping before
lightly perming, and leaving Robyn with a mass g&-eatching
silver-qgilt curb that gave her the air of an adégatherub. It looked
incongruous with her tall, slender figure, and sfoadered if she had
the courage to wear it this way or would brushuit ftat the minute
she got home. But within a few hours she was uset] in fact she
enjoyed seeing men stare at her with even stranggrest than they
usually did. Let Brad look at her with lust too—thaas if he
remembered her at all. Let every man regard héntag. Perhaps
the day would come when she would meet such adadioe able to
return it, thereby forgetting the might-have-beemsl dinding
happiness with someone else.

For the party Robyn wore red; a vivid zinging réddit gave her skin
the iridescent sheen of a pearl. The neckline vgts, loutlining the
full curves of her breasts, which owed nothing twa as the low-cut
back testified, and the sweeping lines of the skatle her seem even
taller than she was.

'You look beautiful,’ said Morton, greeting her hvid kiss as.she
entered the private suite he had booked at theySavo



It was already filling with people, though Brad haot yet arrived.
But Dick Summers was there, as was Jackie and aewoéner
members of the television cast of the series.

‘Wow with a capital W!" commented Dick, coming wupgdreet her.
'‘Who's the lucky man who's taking you home tonight?

'l am,' said Morton, putting a hand lightly buinfily around Robyn's
waist.

'‘How can | fight my ho8t?' Dick asked ruefully.
‘You can't. Which puts me in an impregnable positio

Everyone laughed and Robyn gave Morton a brill&ntle, deeply
moved that he should be willing to help her throdigh next few,
painful hours.

An excited murmur from the crowd around them tdidm that the
guest of honour had arrived, and almost at oncdlByaDexter came
into view. His publicity photographs don't do himnsfice, Robyn
thought as her heart gave a painful jolt, for tlkey not show the
sheen of his skin nor the raven gleam of his Ré#@ither could a
camera lens adequately catch the glint in the hayges and the
mocking curve of the wide, mobile mouth. He wasrfally dressed
tonight in a dark blue suit that made him lookeaaknd leaner than
she remembered him.

He came towards them, smiling coolly at Robyn befturning to
greet Morton, then drawing forward the nubile blem had brought
with him. She was everything one expected a BraDlexter girl to
be: better stacked physically than mentally, amdileg at him with
undisguised adoration.



Robyn's fear that he might seek her out later alkdd her alone died
as he circulated from one group of journalistsrtother, always with
his companion in tow, though he smilingly put heiohe side as he
posed for some pictures with Jackie. The eveningevam. Drink
flowed more freely than food, and by nine o'clockbizn was
becoming lightheaded.

‘Bear up for another half hour," Morton urged hEnen we'll go out
to dinner.'

'‘Not with Brad,' Robyn said tightly. 'l couldn'tdrat.’

‘Yes, you can. You've done marvellously so far. ¢dgaeme more
champagne, it will make you feel better.’

'It might also make me fall flat on my face!

‘Your smilingface,' he ordered, and lightly touched his finigener
lips.

She made a brave effort to smile at him, glad re@alse could guess
how close to tears she was.

'‘What 's the plan for tonight, Morton?' Brad campdoehind them. 'Or
am | interrupting a tete-a-tete?'

'‘Not at all, old chap. | was just telling Robyn would soon be
going. You'll join us, of course? I've booked ale¢aht Les A. Dick
and Jackie are coming along."'

‘Sounds great,' Brad said easily. 'I'll meet yaareti

But Brad and his girl-friend were the last to arriakethe smart
restaurant in Park Lane, and everyone was on $keewnd round of
drinks.



'‘We won't ask what took you so long,' Dick jokeddahe blonde
giggled and clung to Brad's arm.

Robyn stared down at her glass, musing on what ganavould do
if she flung the contents on the sleek hair ofghikin front of her,
Brad would probably laugh. After all, he liked hagiwomen fight
over him.

At dinner, Morton tried to seat everyone so thadwas as far away
from Robyn as possible, and though he succeededoshd it worse
to have him sitting opposite her. Each time sh&ddaip she saw him
acting the fool with his even more foolish companiblow could a
man of intelligence waste his time with such a ditAw

'‘Care to dance?' Morton asked her when they hadiadin their
orders, and she gratefully let him lead her orm&ftoor; anything to
give her a few moments' respite from watching Brad.

Morton was an excellent dancer who thoroughly esgjiogerforming
intricate steps. It forced Robyn to concentratéadiowing him, and
gave her little time to think of anything else, f@hich she was
thankful. What a pity she couldn't fall in love Wwisomeone like
Morton; a man who would cherish her and make helrlteved and
wanted.

‘Do you know this is the first time I've danced lwiyou?' he
whispered against her hair. 'l hope you won'ttlbeithe last?’

The warmth in his voice warned her it would be s#fé was. She
had nothing to give Morton and she did not wishite him. But now
was not the time to tell him, and she smiled andems answer, glad
when she could see two waiters hovering at theietavith the first
course.



Afterwards, Morton asked Jackie to dance, leavirak B do so with
Robyn. Brad seemed in no mood to leave the tald@ppeared to be
listening intently to the sibilant whispering oSlsompanion.

'‘Quite an eyeful, isn't she?' Dick commented, mgJanguidly in
time to the music.

‘Aren't they all?"

He grinned. 'l wish | could say it's because heglabrity! But it's
more than that. Even if he were a beach boy heakcathe stunners. |
guess it's the indifferent way he looks at womeat thakes them all
come running.' Brown eyes regarded her. 'All excent, that is.
How come?'

‘You know the old saying about no man being a herhis valet?
Well, you can also substitute secretary for that.'

Dick laughed. 'l don't believe Brad has any fathest would turn a
girl off.'

Robyn refused to be drawn, knowing only too wellwho
show-business—indeed how most people—Iloved to gossi

'‘What did it feel like going back to a humdrum jafter being at the
villa?' he went on.

Seizing on the opportunity to talk on a subjectammected with
Brad, she told him of her change of status.

'‘As a matter of fact,' she informed him, 'lI've avraaithor who | think
would be excellent at doing TV plays. Her plots si®ng and her
dialogue is excellent.’

'‘Have her submit an outline to me and I'll let ¥oww what | think of
it.



‘That's what I'd already planned to do. You'll hines your desk first
thing Monday morning.'

'You're a fast worker,' he commented.
'Only in business!

They were both smiling and relaxed when they retdno the table,
though Robyn had no appetite for food and pushkdnt one side of
her plate to the other. Brad was still giving ab lattention to his
companion, and as the main course was cleared aegylled her to
her feet and began to dance, Morton immediatelytltedsame with
Robyn.

‘Do you know you're the loveliest looking girl inet room?' he said
seriously. 'And probably the only natural blonde!

"The last comment I'll believe,' she smiled.

'You can believe the first one too. In that redsdngou look so exotic
no one would ever believe you're just a homebodheatt.’

‘Shush!" She put a finger to his mouth. "That'sseret, remember?
Don't, let anyone hear you.'

‘Meaning Brad?'

Before she could answer, he executed two intrich@s which
brought them closer to the man of whom he hadgesh speaking.

'I'm pushing you off the deep end again,' he mueaulYou can't
keep running away.'

One more nifty piece of footwork and they were gkide Brad and
the blonde, with Morton suavely insisting they cpampartners.



With an immense effort of will Robyn did not ters® Brad's arms
came around her. His hands were warm upon her amasshe forced
herself to think of them as any hands, and notottes which had
caressed her so intimately that they had almosudbro her to
surrender. With another supreme effort she tiltedhead to look at
him. Only inches apart, she saw that the linesifenout from his
eyes were more noticeable than when she had seesiimonths
ago. It gave him a tired look, though it did notrdet from his appeal,
rather it enhanced it, making her long to gather ¢iose and comfort
him. What a laugh that would give him! Hadn't he®rold her he
detested motherly women?

'‘Working on a new book?' she asked brightly.
*You sound like Morton.'

'He'll be pleased to hear it. I'm one of his editoow. He thinks I'm
rather good.'

'I bet he does!"

There was no mistaking Brad's meaning, and angefed through
her.

‘Don't be obvious, Brad,' she said coldly. 'It doglsecome you.'
'I'm always obvious. Women prefer me that way.'

For answer Robyn let her eyes move to his girl-ttjewho was
snuggling up to Morton. 'Your newest?' she asked.

‘A fill-in. She's flying back to New York the daytaf tomorrow. |
only brought her along to maintain my image. It Vdot't do for me to
arrive in England without a lovely in tow.'



'I'm not so sure. The media might find it such gsse that you'd
probably get more publicity out of it.'

'‘But not as much fun," he mocked. 'Tina's very miwve.'
Robyn closed her eyes, afraid he would see theipairem.

'‘Don't go to sleep on me," said Brad, giving heslight shake.
‘Though | wouldn't mind you doing with me.'

Her lids lifted sharply. "You're still not my type.

'So | remember you telling me. What's happened dar ywo
Scotsmen? Have they drowned themselves in a loch?'

‘They're both perfectly well,' she said stiffly.

'‘Haven't you made up your mind which of them toasd® or do you
have somebody new?'

‘There's always somebody new,' she said flippaidlyt | invariably
go back to Hamish and Alex. Don't let's talk abmé. I'm more
interested in hearing about your new book. | knovu yhaven't
mentioned anything to Morton and he's dying of asity.'

Brad was silent for a moment. 'lI've given up notidit,' he said
finally. 'I'm working on a novel.’

Robyn was so startled that she missed a step aad'sBhand
tightened on her.

'‘Why the surprise?' he drawled.

'l just assumed you'd go on milking your reputatibm sure it's good
for another three books on the same subject.’



'I'm bored with it.’
'Only the writing of it, though?' Her eyes againwad to the blonde.

'If you're still so curious about my love life, Rol) why not take up
my earlier offer? It still stands, you know. | mtggven make it a year
instead of six months.’

‘My old reply stands too,"' Robyn replied with conmuable coolness.
'Please don't become a bore on the subject.’

She heard his breath catch sharply, but he gaeéeo sign of anger.
The tempo of the music changed and became langsioaod Brad
drew her close against his body. He made no dffaifance the way
Morton did, but barely moved in time to the musnaking it clear he
was on the floor because it was the only sociatlyeatable way of
holding a girl in his arms in public. How clearlg mdicated that he
wanted to do much more than hold!

Robyn tried to draw away from him, but he would lebther, curving
his body into hers, the hardening of his musclegkimgawords
unnecessary.

'l like your new hairstyle," he commented huskDon't ever cut your
hair short, Robyn.'

She tried to think of a flippant reply, but noneneato mind. All she

could think of was the pain and joy of being in 8ssarms, and of the
effort she must make not to let him know it. Wigep-felt relief she

heard a soft roll on the drums, then she and Bex@ woving back to
the table.

For the rest of the evening he did not look her W danced with
Jackie and his girl-friend, and then at midnight kkfem, giving
Robyn no more than a cursory glance.



It was nearly an hour later before the rest opiduey broke up, and as
the doorman went off to get their cars, Dick remeithdRobyn to send
him the outline of the play she had promised.

'I'll fix up a date with you as soon as I've readCian we talk about it
over dinner one night?'

'‘Only if there's something to talk about,' she snhil
'I'll find something,' he teased.

'‘Dick can always find something,' Jackie laughed, gave Robyn a
wide smile. 'You can see | lost out with lover-b@he added. 'I'm
back among the ranks.’

Robyn thought of this comment as she lay sleepledsed and
watched dawn streak the sky. At least she had ongotation with
which to comfort herself. Having refused promotiorBrad's legion
of lovelies, he could never relegdter to the ranks.



CHAPTER TEN

IT was difficult for Robyn to avoid seeing Brad. Alk publicity for
the forthcoming series had been arranged by Moeod,either she
or someone else from the firm was expected to ltie hiin when he
was being interviewed. Robyn managed to avoid nadsthem,
though she was obliged to be present at the tduacheon given in
his honour. Since the theme of it was his latesikb@s many
beautiful girls as possible had been invited, wiite current Miss
World sitting on his left and the highest paid miadd=ngland on his
right.

The speech he gave was a very witty one with maungtadple
comments in it, all of them cynical, as befitted tmage he worked
so hard to maintain. Except that using the woragei implied that
this was not the real man, whereas Robyn knewittiagts.

It was well into the afternoon before she madedseape from the
flower-filled, perfumed atmosphere, leaving Bradrsunded by

adoring women and managing to look faintly boradwas his

hard-to-get attitude, she thought cynically, andvkme that instant
that she could not bear to see him again, eveerijdb depended on
it.

Realising it very well might, she saw there wasyQmie way out: to
work in a field where she would not be called uppmeet him.

She was still debating where to look and whether wis being
foolish to leave her present position, when Dickngwers telephoned
to say he liked the play outline she had sent mdwveanted to discuss
it with her over dinner any evening they were miyusaee.

'It's not just an excuse to see you,' he addegially think this writer
of yours has potential.'



'I'm free on Thursday,' Robyn told him.

‘That's fine with me. I'm meeting Brad for a driak six-thirty, if
you'd care to come along?"

‘Not particularly. I'm beginning to find him a bdre
'l won't quote you,' he chuckled.

'l don't care if you do.' She drew a deep bre#tiiou'd like to meet
me another night. ..’

Assuring her Thursday was fine, Dick arranged tbfeaher at eight,
and Robyn found herself wondering if Dick couldgkeér find a job
in television. Once they had finished talking abbet client, she
would start to talk about herself.

Her dinner with Dick was far pleasanter than she &aticipated.
Away from the holiday atmosphere of the south @fifée, he was far
less flirtatious, and for nearly an hour they tdllaout the outline
she had submitted. He was critical of a great @éat and she
suggested various ways in which alterations andcndments could
be done.

'‘Are these your suggestions, or did your authoe giou a lead?' he
asked.

‘They're all mine,' she admitted. 'But they're fgrebvious ones. Miss
Bancroft, | know, would have come up with them kéri$ you'd met
her.’

'l wonder. You have an excellent imagination, aad're quick with
it. Ever thought of doing any writing yourself?'



'‘Many times,' she said wryly. 'But | don't haveaauginal mind. Give
me something to work on and I'm great at expandiriut sit me in
front of a blank sheet of paper and nothing happens

'You'd make a good script editor if you're eveerasted in changing
your job.’

Here was the opening she wanted, and she graspih fioth hands.
Before the evening was out, Dick had offered her ¢chance of
working as script editor with him on a new seriésme-hour plays
which he was producing for the coming autumn. Is\eaactly the
sort of job she knew she would enjoy, yet sometlmelgl her back
from accepting it. No, not something, she admitketh honesty,
someone. Bradley Dexter. Working with Dick wouldl &eep her in
Brad's world; hearing gossip about him; knowing iewas doing,
and with whom; probably even having to meet hinmftome to time.
As these were the three factors that had decidetblheave Morton,
it would be illogical to work for Dick. She searchir an acceptable
way of refusing his offer and finally decided td ge near to the truth
as she could.

'l want to get away from the flip side of life, Bid'd prefer to work
on serious documentaries, and the sort of playse/planning aren't
quite what | had in mind."'

'You don't have the experience to get much of a b
documentaries,’ he warned, clearly disappointechdayrefusal to
accept his offer.

' realise that, but I'm prepared to start at thgééddm and work my way
up.'

Intelligent enough to know he would not be ablenmke her change
her mind, Dick proved himself to be a good frienydaoranging for



her to meet Johnson Cabot, renowned documentagupeo and
regular winner of some of the most prestigious awar

'‘People are willing to work for Cabot for nothings§ in order to learn
from him," Dick warned, 'but if | recommend youlhat least see
you. The rest is up to you.'

Although she knew the chance of being offered algghlJohnson
Cabot was remote, Robyn felt she owed it to Mottotell him she
was going to see the man.

'l can't say I'm surprised,' he confessed, reggraan across his desk.
'You decided to leave here when Brad came overamgte his new
series, didn't you?"

‘Yes. | thought | might change my mind once herretd to the
States, but | haven't.' Her eyes moved to the skddehind Morton's
head—here were the books of the authors he petgdamabured, and
half of one shelf was given over to the works chdiey Dexter.

Following the movement of her eyes, Morton frowned.

‘You can't run away from your feelings, Robyn. @tatill and fight
them.'

‘You've told me that before,' she said ruefullyt ib hasn't worked. |
need to be in a completely different environment.’

'‘And to have another man,' Morton added, and camuned the side of
the desk to kiss her lightly on the cheek. 'l wistould have been me,
my dear, but since it can't, | think you're doihg twisest thing by
leaving.'



She was touched by his concern and smiled tremiylatiiim. 'Mr
Cabot may send me away with a flea in my ear! lictvicase you'll
be stuck with me until | find something else.’

But Mr Cabot did not send her away. He took aramiskking to her
and asked her to sit in and take notes on a corder&e was
conducting that very morning; then asked for henm@nts on it.

Tentatively she gave them, apologising for her aidknowledge, yet
still having the courage to be critical about sarhéhe points which
had been discussed. The man heard her out in sjldrmvning
occasionally, but when she had finished he gaueérod.

'l agree with most of what you've said, Robyn. YeuShown a
quicker grasp of the situation than many of my e@am would have
done. Start work on Monday.'

Her pulses leapt with pleasure. 'That's wondelul Cabot! Thank
you. But I'll need to give Mr Phillips a month'stice.'

‘Then forget it. If you can't start at once, youcegood to me.'

'If I walked out onyouwithout warning, | wouldn't be good for you
either,’ Robyn said at the door, and was halfwagugh it when he
called her back.

‘All right, four weeks, then. But if you can makedass, do so.'

Appreciating her anxiety to start her life afrebfarton agreed to let
Robyn go in a fortnight, and the weekend beforevgh®due to leave
him, she visited her parents to tell them of hav p&ans.

No matter how busy she was, she never allowed mgytb interfere
with her monthly visit home. Indeed, the more hebtier schedule,



the more she enjoyed the relaxation of being with people with
whom she could be completely herself.

'| saw Bradley Dexter on the Saturday chat shoer,'rhother said
when they were all sitting round the fireside aftemer, with Alex
on Robyn's lap and Hamish resting his head on dwr his sturdy
little body twitching as he dreamed happy doggyadre. 'He's an
exceptionally good-looking man," her mother congahu

'‘Exceptionally.’
‘Do you still feel the same way about him?'

Robyn was too startled to hide her surprise andriwgher, an older
edition of her daughter, though not as slendereddrack at her
unwaveringly.

‘How did you know?' Robyn asked slowly.

'‘Because you've never talked to us about him. Niblyrgau always
give us vivid descriptions of the men you meet arake us laugh
about their faults.'

'‘Brad has too many to laugh about.'

'He does have a somewhat wild reputation,' her enagreed. 'But |
wasn't sure if the newspapers were exaggerating.'

‘Not in this case. He's exactly the way they déschim. It amazes
me that he can stand the strain of the way he,liVRsbyn added
waspishly.

‘The strain isn't doingou any good either. You're even thinner tha
you were a month ago.'



Mr Barrett, who had been silent until now, cameovagisly into the
conversation. He was a burly man, in his late esstivith the same
grey eyes as Robyn.

"Your mother's right. If you're still pining for ¢hfellow, maybe you
should have a change of scene. Move to a diffgo&ntor go abroad
for a while.'

Here was Robyn's chance to tell them she was IgaMorton
Phillips, and both her parents were delighted,i@aerly her father,
who was a great admirer of Johnson Cabot's work.

''ve read something about this new documentangsearf his,' Mr
Barrett put in. 'It's about children on the povéitg in Europe.’

'Rather a harrowing subject,' his wife added.

‘Just the sort of thing to get Robyn's mind ofttfancy fellow of
hers," her father said.

It amused Robyn to hear Brad referred to in thig.vi#e wouldn't
like to be called a fancy fellow, yet that was dkawhat he was—a
man who refused to look below the surface of Iiie &ho mocked
anyone who did.

At the end of January, Robyn started work for John€abot and
within a month felt she had never done anything ets her life.

Although he had engaged her as a junior assidtanjas never too
busy to listen to her opinions, or to tell her & thought them wrong
and why. In his late fifties, all the people whored for him were
considerably younger, and he never allowed theutltydo be a
deterrent in their advancement.

'l had to wait till | was in my late thirties befor was given a chance
to show my ability, but these days young peoplebara mature.’



‘And we feel passe at forty,' one of the young jo&ed.

'‘One day I'll do a documentary about age versuthydbe older man
said, 'showing that when you reach a certain poigpour life, age no
longer matters.'

'‘For men maybe,"' Robyn interpolated. 'It alwaystenatto women.'

Johnson Cabot hesitated, then nodded. 'l wish Idadisagree with
you, my dear, but man—being the creature he is—maleconcede
the argument.’

'‘Age only matters to a woman when it comes to thsjeal side of
her life," another young girl put in.

'‘But aren't we discussing the wider aspect?'

'‘One can never ignore a woman's personal life,htae said. 'Love
has a habit of infiltrating into every area of b&istence. In that sense
men are luckier. No matter how in love they areytlban always
relegate it to the back of their mind and blangfit’

How true, Robyn thought, as Brad inevitably cante imer mind. It
was strange how often he still did; as much nowlasn she had first
left France. Sometimes his image was so strongstietlespaired of
ever forgetting him.

His television series was over. It had been a greatess and there
was talk of it receiving an Emmy in America, thdetésion
equivalent of the film world's Oscar. Yet of Braunkelf there was
hardly any news. He had apparently left his Bell@me, but no one
knew where he was. However, this did not stop thesigp columnists
from hazarding their guesses. Cruising in the Qadm with the
lovely divorcee Dolores del Costa, opined one. itjidh the Swiss
chalet of Baroness von Hoffmeyer, vouchsafed amot@a the



Australian range of cattleman's daughter Jane [purdsserted a
third. But there were never any pictures to sultistentheir claims
and Robyn had no means of knowing whether they weee Of one

thing only was she certain: wherever he was, therald be a girl

with him.

Winter slowly passed. Robyn was promoted and trst fivo of

Johnson Cabot's documentaries were completed. Werk ahead
on the third and Robyn found herself with hardip@ment to spare,
so that even going to Wiltshire for her monthly itesbecame
difficult. But knowing how much her parents lookedward to them,
she always squeezed them in, even if she had ttheuime and go
down on Sunday instead of Saturday.

On this particular weekend in March she was dokar#y that and,
too tired to face the prospect of driving, decitetravel by train. At
least that way she would be able to relax for aliewrs.

She reached the station with barely a moment tio graagazine and
rush to her seat, flinging herself into the carmiayen as the train
began to move. Her magazine and handbag went flyangl a

tweedy-dressed man sitting in the corner of thesmtise empty

compartment bent to retrieve them.

As he straightened, their eyes met, and both mdrgaihwere taken
by surprise.

'Hello, Robyn," Martin recovered first. 'Long time see.'

The colour came and went in her face and she sat dbakily. She
had not given Martin a thought since she had ket $iim in France,
when he had accepted Brad's word that she wasdhawmiaffair with

Morton. As she remembered this her manner wasndista

‘Are you in England on holiday?' she asked coolly.



'‘An extended one. For three months, actually. Bradiv book is in
manuscript stage and he always likes to work ofitia¢ corrections
himself.'-

'‘Ah yes, he mentioned that he was writing a boolemwhlast saw
him." She was still cool. 'A novel, | think?'

'One of the best I've read," Martin informed h&n. amalgamation of
David CopperfielcandThe Carpetbaggers!

'l can't imagine it!"

'‘Well, it's the story of a man's life from childlebto middle age, and
with no holds barred in describing everything.'

'‘One ofthosesort of books,' Robyn said dismissively.

'‘Wait till you read it," Martin reproved, and leanferward to look at
her more closely. "You're not very friendly, Robyvhat have | done
to annoy you?'

'‘Nothing. But we weren't particularly friendly where parted.'

He had the grace to redden, but did not look aWwagcept that | had
no right to moralise, but I'd fallen hard for yondal was bitterly
upset. I'd imagined you to be different from—frorhat you were."'

'l haven't changed.' Her voice dripped ice andslaba by it, he sank
back into his seat.

'l don't normally set myself up as a judge of petganorality,' he said
after several minutes had passed. 'lt was onlyyaththat ... Oh hell!
| guess I'm looking for the impossible.’

Some of Robyn's anger abated. Martin was indeecttseg for a
rarity these days—as she herself was doing— bwutag not an



impossible task. Darn it, she wasn't the only wgith old-fashioned
notions about physical love and the sanctity ofrrage. Any more
than he was the only man. Yet she dared not tellthe truth about
herself.

'‘What are you doing on this train?' he broke irgothoughts.
'Visiting my parents. They live in Little Crompton.

'‘How strange—I'm visiting friends a few miles fraimere. | don't
suppose you'd ...

'‘No.'

Once more there was silence.

'‘Where's Brad these days?' she asked casually.
‘At the villa.'

'In France? How come no one's found out?’

'‘Because he's keeping a low profile. No dining @md no
entertaining. Just work.'

'‘And women,' she added sweetly.
‘Not one.'
‘Safety in numbers?"

'‘None,' he stated. 'For the past five months, dweceame to London
for the launch of his television series, he hdeoked at a girl.'

'‘Does anyone else know how ill he is?' Robyn aslkedastically, and
Martin shrugged.



'He's a changed man, Robyn. | don't know what'péragd to him,
but he's not the same man he was.'

'‘Maybe his hectic life has finally caught up witimki

'‘Maybe it has." Martin's voice was unexpectedlyrghdt could
happen to you, too.'

' won't wait till I'm as old as Brad before chamgimy life-style. As a
matter of fact I'm thinking of doing it now," shabficated. 'l never
thought I'd be willing to give up my freedom foryaman, but when
love hits you . ..’

Martin looked at her intently. 'So you've finalblien?’
'Hook, line and sinker.'

He digested this, running a hand through his samayvn hair.
'‘Perhaps | should have been more persevering wili y

‘It wouldn't have helped you, I'm afraid. You w&ie more my type
than Brad.'

Instead of being annoyed, he looked contrite, asedlising he
deserved the reprimand, and Robyn was ashamedroio$e of
temper. After all, why should she blame Martin i@r unhappiness?
What he thought of her was of little importancew#s Brad whose
low opinion of her had hurt her so badly. If onlg had loved her
enough to ask her to stay with him indefinitely—eveithout
marriage—instead of putting a limit on it; as i ldesire for her was
something that would wear out within a given time.

'I'll tell Brad | saw you,"' Martin murmured as ttnain pulled into the
small country station.



'‘Why bother?' she shrugged, and collecting hernogbt case, set off
down the platform, with Martin striding beside her.

Her father was standing by his Rover and came fahw@agreet her.
Briefly Robyn introduced the two men, then hurnedteered her
father to the car.

'Friend of yours?' he enquired as they drove off.
‘Bradley Dexter's secretary.'
'‘Ah.' There was a significant pause, which Robydrall too well.

'I'm afraid so,' she admitted at last. 'But it'tigg better all the time.
This week | hardly thought of him.'

Robyn kept repeating this to herself throughouttieekend, but the
unexpected encounter with Martin reawakened all rhemories,
making it impossible for her to relax. She managecide her
restlessness from her parents, but it was a reliegturn to London
and start work again on Monday.

One day followed another, and she was glad of tlweeasing
pressure of work. This way she had no time to brmodhe past or
contemplate the lonely future. Indeed she was sworakd in the
present that when she picked up the telephone rirotfiee three
weeks later, it took her a moment to recognise dfoRhillips' voice.

'How are things going?' he asked. 'You seem to Haweped out of
circulation.'

'I've been busy,' she explained.

‘Too busy to have dinner with me?"'



Remembering his many kindnesses to her, she waslingwo say
no, and agreed to meet him at the White Tower til®wing
evening.

He was already waiting for her when she arrived] ahe was
warmed by the sight of him.

'You look good enough to eat,' he said, kissingdmethe cheek and
retaining hold of her hand while they sat down.

'‘Not better than the duck they serve here!" shengd, pushing her
hair away from her face and looking around.

It was a restaurant that was particularly enjoyablego to in the
evening, when the soft lights and faintly Victorian gave it din de
sucleatmosphere. As usual, the food was excellent aiy/Rstuck
to the choice she always made when she came hergates as hors
d'oeuvre, followed by crisp roast duck and a friesit salad that was
second to none.

It was far more pleasant to be with Morton than Isae recollected.
She knew him well enough to relax completely witim,rand had no
need to make conversation.

'If only you were nearer to me in age," he sajisig his brandy and
eyeing her over the balloon rim.

She smiled but made no comment.
'‘No regrets at leaving me?' he probed.
'‘Not enough to make me change my mind and come'back

'Pity. You had the makings of a first class editdion't suppose you'd
care to do any reading for me in your spare time?'



'I'd be delighted—if | had any spare time.'

‘That's what | thought,' he said regretfully. 'Pitye a particular
manuscript I'd have liked your opinion on.'

Her curiosity was piqued. '"What sort of manusctipt?

‘A novel from a new author. | read it over the wasadk and I've had
two readers' reports since. But I'd have welconmds/'

It was flattering to be asked in this way, and tifoahe knew she was
falling for the flattery, Robyn found herself agregto read the book.

'Send it to me on Friday and I'll let you haveatk by Monday."'

'l can do even better than that," he replied, disdllup a parcel under
the table.

"You're incorrigible!" she laughed. "You knew Igree.'

‘All I knew was that you have a kind nature and tmaa big enough
swine to take advantage of it!"

Although if was late when Robyn returned home,asity compelled
her to undo the parcel, and she gave a groan asashthe fat wedge
of typescript. Two hundred thousand words at ldaamn Morton!
Slipping the book into a drawer, she knew thatweole weekend
would be spent reading it.

On Friday afternoon Johnson Cabot surprised everyty
announcing that his third documentary film was peiielayed and
that he was going to New York for three months:ds an unpleasant
blow for Robyn, for though the television compamgpdoying Mr
Cabot would pay the wages of all his staff, shenksbe would be
assigned to a different job. After thinking abadufor several hours,
she went to Mr Cabot's office and told him she wqarefer to leave.



'l enjoyed working foou,'she stressed, 'but | don't want any old jo
in television.'

‘You're too bright to have to make do with "any @d". Why not
wait and see what you're offered before you make kasty
decision?'

Accepting the wisdom of this, Robyn agreed, thotlighprospect of
yet another employer disconcerted her, increadnegréstlessness
that she thought she had conquered after she Faldelejob with
Morton.

Returning to her flat earlier than usual, she tookthe manuscript,
deciding now was as good a time as any to beguhaybe her dinner
with Morton had been fortuitous, for she could dimtaworse than

return to her old job. .From the praise he had ééajpon her, she
could look forward to going back to an even battex. Comforted by
this, she curled up on the settee, opened thefug of the typescript
and started to read.

From the moment Robyn absorbed the first page,kslesv that
Morton had discovered a great new talent. By omdock that
morning, after several hours of reading, she wasioged of it. The
prose was crisp, direct, and occasionally lyriCEhe story was
dramatic and the main character, Hal, a man imiielle years of his
life, reassessing his past in the hope that it deunbble him to decide
what to do with his future, was one of the mostnaed characters
she could remember having come across.

It was only when she began to fall asleep overphges that she
reluctantly set the book aside and went to bed.nEwwen the
character of Hal stayed in her thoughts, and imtbening, as soon as
she had had breakfast, she returned to the boadinge it solidly
until mid-afternoon, when she stopped to make ltfesssnack.



Although she was only half way through the book letew it was a
tour de force. How cleverly the author kept alilie tnystery of the
man whose life he was portraying. Even now shedcowit even
guess what the end was going to be. Would Hal tdrgemisery of
his early life and be able to share his future aittoman? Or would
the bitterness which had warped him continue tsalantil he died?

The choices facing him intrigued her, and she wageeto know
which one he finally took. He had too strong an tgbe swayed by
emotion alone. Love might give him pause for thdught it would
never give him the vision to see himself as hdyeas. In that sense
he was like Brad, who had wanted her so much théidd asked her
to live with him, though he had still been too bied by his past to
admit the depth of his need for her.

She picked up the book to resume reading and tio@ped. It was
not only Hal and Brad who were blind. She was tBhbnd and
incredibly stupid. How had it taken her so longdalise that Hal was
Brad? He was the 'unknown author'. In telling the story tbis
wealthy man at the crossroads of his life, Brad lwaking ahead to
the crossroads which he himself would be facingy/gars from now,
when casual liaisons were no longer satisfyingnetenporarily.
Given artistic licence, and the changing of cerfaicts in order to
disguise them, most of what she had so far readdeasical with the
story Brad had told her of his own past.

Pushing the book aside, she dialled Morton's hdkaost as if he
had been expecting her call, he answered it immnegia

‘Unknown writer be damned!" she flared. 'It's Brah't it? Why
couldn't you have been honest and told me?’

'‘Because | wanted your unbiased opinion. What dotlgmk of it?'



'It's wonderful. What else could I think of it? Brdu'd no right to do
this to me, Morton. It was deceitful of you!

'l did it for the best,' he apologised. "You wouldrave read it if I'd
told you he'd written it.'

'I'm not going to read it now," she stormed. 'Anyywou don't need
my opinion. You know damn well the book's a winher.

‘At least finish it," he pleaded, not denying hemment. ‘Where are
you up to?"

‘Half way through, and | don't need to read anyemor
‘Aren't you curious to know what Hal does with lfis?’
‘No!'

She banged down the telephone and glared balefatlythe
manuscript, knowing full well that no matter howdhahe tried not to
do so, she would eventually pick it up and redd its conclusion.

Yet she managed to hold out for the remainder af tay and
evening, and it was not until Sunday morning, mnfiddle of trying
to concentrate on a particularly boring colour sapgnt, that she
reached for the book again.

By the time she came to the end of the story, sag mvaking no
attempt to fight back her tears. It was an unexzkdinale,
yet—Ilogically—the only one possible. Hal had takeme of the
decisions open to him and there was no happy erfdtyAhe was too
old to give up his hatred of his past, and not gpanough to make
anything of the future that was left to him. Bitiess had been the
rudder that had steered his ship, and he was cénargh to realise
that if he cut it loose, he might founder. Alreatyas obvious to the



reader that he would become even richer, yet groargy in spirit

with each passing year. The anguish of the finahgraph etched
itself in Robyn's mind, for it was here that Hatdd his empty soul,
seeing the image of himself which he'd worshipmeddo long, and
which had set too solid for him to break.

The book slipped from her hands and slid to therflelow much of
Hal's thoughts were Brad's, and did he also thmk&d left things
too late? But if he did, why had he written thi®k® Surely this was
his way of extricating himself from his memories@ ebuldn't have
relived all those painful experiences unless hebed it would free
him to live and love as he wanted.

Yet Hal was not free.

Robyn drew a shuddering breath, unwilling to thifilBrad going on
in the same empty way: each year becoming richenoney and
poorer in life. The telephone rang and she wasaaex] as if it were
an intruder. She picked it up and heard Mortonisezo

'‘Don't put the phone down on me,' he said quic¥nat | have to say
Is important.’

'l won't put the phone down,' she said quietlye'fust finished the
book.'

'I'm glad.' he hesitated. "That makes it easienfeto say what | have
to.'

'‘What is it, Morton?' She was disturbed by his tdie anything
wrong?'

‘No, but .. . well, Brad's in town. He arrived asuhago and came to
see me straight away. He wants your address. el ltvoking it up,
but you're ex-directory, so he called to see me.'



‘You didn't give it to him?' Robyn jumped to heetfe- almost as if
she expected Brad to burst in on her.

'Of course | didn't," Morton assured her. 'l wartte@heck with you
first.'

'‘Well, don't tell him. | don't want him to haveWe've nothing to say
to each other.’

'‘Obviously Brad doesn't agree, or he wouldn't lpengy to contact
you. To be honest, my dear, | can't see why youlgiht meet him. |
mean, you've read his new book. Surely that tells gomething?'

'Only that he's an excellent writer. But | knewttakeady.'

‘Don't play dumb, girl! That manuscript is morerthast a book. It's a
testament to the way Brad's changed.’

'I'm not convinced.'

You might be if you saw him. If you'd heard theyiee pleaded with
me to give him your address, you wouldn't be sorgahstubborn!'

'I'm not being stubborn, Morton. I'm being reatistiknocked Brad's
ego when | turned him down, and he can't forget it.

'He can't forgesomething Morton agreed, 'but it's more than eqc
I've never seen him in such a state. He's lostiweigd his face is
haggard.'

'‘Overwork," Robyn retorted. 'l know that from MartHe hasn't been
seeing his friends—or girl-friends either— so mayiess suffering
from withdrawal symptoms! I'm sure the next Miss Mdawill help
him recover.'

'You're a hard girl to convince,' Morton muttered.



‘Then give up on it and leave me alone. Brad wangt®ecause | said
no to him. It's no more than that. If | agreedve Wwith him, our affair
would have been over in six months. Or maybe a,'ysle added,
remembering his last offer to her. 'And then wheoeild | be?'

'l don't know. But perhaps your assessment ofithatson is wrong.
Maybe he's changed his mind.’

'‘No. And you must give me your word that you waalithim where |
live.'

‘You already have my word.'

With Morton's call over, Robyn knew she could reshain in the flat.
Though she trusted him not to tell Brad where shs,w would not
take him long to find out for himself. Dick Summekaew her
address, and so might one or two other people attdlevision
company. It was this fear that decided her to gerdtm Wiltshire.
She had no job at the moment and she could doanbtieak.

Putting her thoughts into action, she speedily pdcleft a note for
the milkman, and took a taxi to the station. Shetthaa hours to wait
for a train, but felt safer in the anonymity of ait\ng room rather
than in her living room, at least Brad would netl@nk to look for
her here.

The Sunday train journey was a tedious one, andwvsisetired and
cold by the time she finally arrived at her parehtsise. Seeing the
lights gleaming in the darkness, and walking up gh®ll curving
drive towards the front door, she felt as if sheemeturning to the
comfort of the womb. It was only a temporary corféwr she could
not shut herself away from the world indefiniteBut by dropping
out of circulation she hoped she was finally makingjear to Brad
that she did not want to be part of his life.



Although her parents were surprised to see hey,dlienot question
her unexpected arrival, nor her announcement thatirgended to
stay with them for several days.

For the first two, she was on tenterhooks, jumpmngry time the
telephone rang and glancing fearfully out of thadww each time a
car approached. But on the fourth day Morton tedegeld to say Brad
was leaving for France.

'‘When | didn't get a reply from your flat, | gueds@u were at your
parents',’ he added. 'l thought you'd like to kritsxsafe to come out
of hiding.'

'l wasn't hiding,' she lied. 'Nor am | coming b&ask.ondon just yet.'
'When you do return, | hope it'll be to work for Phe
‘Don't bank on it,' she warned. 'l may go abroadio months.’

His sigh came down the receiver. 'lt's your lifgbRn. If you're
happy to keep running away ...'

'‘Goodbye, Morton," she said crossly. 'I'll be indio.'

Later that day, ashamed of her irritability towaedsnan who had
always been kind to her, she dropped him a sheetafapology, and
went out to post it, taking Hamish and Alex withr.n&he two

Scotties barked deliriously as they trotted witln dewn the drive.
Each time she looked at them she was remindedeofiticulous

story she had spun to Brad about them, but shaslahg her mother
to change their names, there was nothing she cmutd forget it.

It was a blustery day and she walked briskly. Hanosuld manage
it, but Alex began to slow down as she reached/ifege, and she
picked him up and tucked him under her arm. Shhisetlown again



as she reached the post office, then turned to maleeHamish had
come-in with her too. From the corner of her eye ghmpsed the
flash of a low-slung red car, and spun fully rotodbok at it. Brad's
Ferrari. It was too much of a coincidence for itbilong to anyone
else.

Stepping back out of sight, but still able to watshe saw the car
slow down and draw to a stop. She glimpsed Brads &s he leaned
out of the window and spoke to an elderly passeflhye woman

turned and pointed up the hill, and Robyn realiBead was asking

directions to her home. Thank heavens she wasRautimaging in

her bag for a coin, she went to the telephone buk aalled her

mother.

'‘Bradley Dexter's on his way to see you,' she lsegdthlessly. 'He'll
be with you in about five minutes. Whatever youdtm't tell him I'm
staying with you.'

‘What else should I tell him?' her mother exposéala’He must know
you're not in London if he's coming here.'

‘Tell him | only came down for a day and then wient-'

'l've no intention of lying to the man," her motheterrupted. '"You
can behave to him the way you like— that's yourqgative—but if
he asksnewhere you are, I'll say you've gone for a wallkdti want
to skulk away and hide until he's left, then dd so!

The receiver went down at the other end and Rokgndithe dialling
tone.

Surprised by her mother's unexpected attitudepsbd her letter to
Morton and slowly went from one shop in the villageanother:
buying a packet of envelopes she did not want diptck that was
the wrong colour. Gradually she came to the redisathat her



mother was right. She had been behaving foolisthdlychildishly. By
not seeing Brad she was encouraging him to conex A#r. She
should face him and make it clear that she hadhteoast in him.

Whistling the dogs to heel, she set off for homer bteps slowed as
she reached the lane leading to the house, amdedlhoticeably as
she turned into the driveway. But Brad's car watstinere, and she
ran the last few yards.

Her parents were alone in the drawing room andasileed from one
to the other.

'‘What happened? Didn't he come?'
‘Yes, dear,"' her mother said. 'But he only staysldoait while.'

Hamish and Alex flopped in front of the fire, bgtainting, and Robyn
settled herself on the rug beside them.

'‘What did you think of him?' she asked slowly.

'‘Don't ask me,' said her father. 'l barely spokeertban a dozen
words to him.'

‘Your father was in the library when Mr Dexter fiarived,' her

mother explained. 'l told him you were out and thatasn't sure

when you'd be back, so he asked if he could wat. mother paused.
'He's even more handsome in real life than helgsiphotographs or
on television. And so unassuming too. But very oas/

'‘Brad's never nervous.'

'He was—extremely so. He kept wandering round dleent;, blurting
things out to me as if he couldn't help himself.'



Robyn frowned. This did not seem like the Bradlexi@r she knew.
'‘What sort of things?'

‘About the mess he'd made of his life in the pamst months, and how
he hoped he hadn't left things too late. He ratbek it for granted
that | knew what he was talking about,’ her motiaemt on

apologetically, 'so | didn't question him. Then gtather came in and
asked where you were, and | said you'd gone ot We&mish and
Alex. That seemed to upset Mr Dexter even more f@dbecame
extremely agitated and asked me if | approved.’of it

Robyn jerked upright. ‘What did you say to that® ssked in a
strangled voice.

'l didn't quite know what to say," her mother adedt 'l mean, his
behaviour was so extraordinary. He was fairly pethen he arrived,
but the moment he heard me mention Hamish and A&xvent

absolutely ashen. | told him | thoroughly approeégour going out
with them— much better than having you indoors mgpt+and

before | could say another word, he announcechéhatasn't going to
wait for you after all.’

Robyn swallowed hard. She did not know whetheatgh or cry, but
neither emotion seemed appropriate.

'l do wish you'd tell us what's going on,' her &tlsaid into the
silence. 'l realise we're only your parents, But...

'‘Brad believes that Hamish and Alex are two impgdrtaen in my
life," she said boldly. 'He doesn't realise theglngs."'

Her mother and father looked at her blankly, thegam to smile.
Robyn smiled too, even though tears were still near



‘Do you think you could tell us how the misundenmstiag arose?' her
mother suggested. 'I'm sure you had a good reawsoletting Mr
Dexter believe such an extraordinary thing.'

‘A very good reason,’ Robyn agreed, and with ke lithonitoring,
recounted the story of her arrival and stay atvithe.

‘The truth would have been a far better weapon tivandogs,’ Mr
Barrett snorted at the end of the saga. 'lIf he hahmted a young
innocent working for him, he could have sent yookuag.'

‘That's what | was afraid he'd do,' Robyn explaif¥ad | didn't want
him to. You see, | had to get him to finish thabkdor Morton.’

'‘Why didn't you tell him the truth afterwards?' neother asked.

‘What would have happened then? You're not saysigpuld have
agreed to his proposition and lived with him?'

'‘No, dear, I'm not. But at least once you'd lafh jine'd have been able
to re-assess the position—based upon the truth—abesé the
moment he's judging you from a totally false premis

'If he'd known the real you,' Mr Barrett intervenéee might not have
suggested you live with him in the first place. Bat yourself gave
the impression you were set against marriage, soeven if he'd
wanted it, he'd have been nervous of asking yomyropinion, you
should tell him the truth about yourself.’

Robyn tried not to be swayed by her parents, ha# a losing battle.
Anyway, they were right; had she not been afrairadd hurting her,
she would have realised it for herself. She shbale been honest
with him when she had seen him in London in Januastead of
which she had allowed her jealousy of MRBIayboyCentrefold to
force her into continuing her charade. True, therasult for Brad



had been a reassessment of himself and the wofirmgn excellent
novel, but what he would do from here on, she cowoldeven begin
to guess. But she knew what she had to do.

'I'm going to see him and tell him the truth," shel aloud.
'He's staying at the Connaught,' her mother vodetlsa
'l won't call him. This is something | must sayhie face.'

Because there were no further trains to LondonyRdorrowed her

mother's car, pushing the little Volvo flat out.dfvso it was well

after eight before she stepped into the Connaodlbyl and asked the
reception clerk to tell Mr Dexter she was downstair

'I'm afraid Mr Dexter checked out an hour ago,'sh&l. 'He-was
catching the night ferry to Calais.'

This was something Robyn had not expected. Fonstant she did
not know what to do, then she realised there wags ame possible
solution.

Returning to her flat, she telephoned her paramdgiaen packed her
suitcase. It was only as she checked her pass@drshie realised she
might arrive at the villa to discover Brad had ramed in Paris. After
all, why shouldn't he? Believing she was still withmish and Alex,
he would see no reason to go on hoping they hadiuaef together.
The thought of what he might do set her afire yetidousy, and she
wished wholeheartedly she had rushed out to thevban she had
seen him through the post office window. But sine@eas impossible
to undo the past, her only hope lay in unravellihg future.
Determinedly she dialled the villa.



The telephone rang for some time and she was iadhef replacing
it when she heard Kim's voice. After a brief gnegtishe came to the
point.

'I want to see Mr Dexter, Kim, but | don't wantdome down unless
I'm sure he'll be there.'

'‘He arriving day after tomorrow," Kim assured Hele phone from
hotel before he leave London.’

‘Then I'll arrive the day after tomorrow too. Blggse don't tell him,
| want it to be a surprise.'

With a day to kill, Robyn took herself round theph. Never had the
time hung so heavy, and she whiled it away buyisgents for Kim
and his wife, some clothes for herself and a sppogsent for Brad.

‘Your little boy will love these,' said the shopsiasant in Harrods,
wrapping them up.

‘They're for a big boy,' said Robyn, straight-facadd he may well
hate them!

She thought of this again when, at two-thirty te&trday, she walked
out into the spring sunshine at Nice airport. Isvisard to believe it
was nine months since she had been here. Her meshdmgt time
was so vivid it seemed as if it were yesterday.tietanguish she had
endured since leaving here had frequently madddetrthat each
moment had been stretched into infinity.

The villa looked exactly as she remembered it: gheess greener
perhaps and the bougainvillaea not yet out, th@uglaze of golden
mimosa lit up the long drive. The garage doors wade open and
she glimpsed the Ferrari, before she went rounditheeof the house
to the kitchen.



Mrs Kim was seated at the table cleaning vegetablede her
husband polished silver in the butler's pantry.yRolas touched by
their warm welcome, though too anxious to see Boaspend more
than a few minutes with them.

‘Mr Dexter on terrace,' said Kim. "You go see himd &take cases to
old room.’

'I'd like to go up and change first,’ she said kiyicand put her finger
to her lips to warn him to keep her arrival quiet.

Smiling conspiratorially, he ushered her up thevaets' staircase to
the first floor. She felt a sense of homecoming nvklee entered the
bedroom she had previously occupied, and unpackiettlg before
slipping into a fuchsia sun-dress. The presenhaldéboought Brad lay
at the bottom of her case and she took it out amiduit. Where
should she leave it? There was only one answershadurried up
the spiral staircase to his bedroom and placedabebjects on his
pillow.

Then it was downstairs again, rubber-soled sanmuateless on the
marble floor. Entering the living room she was agstruck by the
beautiful view. The sky was the colour of springiddlells, the
almond trees green as fresh lettuce and the digémis on the lower
lawn swayed their heads in the gentle breeze. &3 searched the
terrace for Brad and found him sitting in an armghaofile towards
her.

Whatever his thoughts, they were not happy onesthire was an
unutterably sad expression on his face. This wa$tladley Dexter
no outsider was ever permitted to see, and guRipyn knew she
shouldn't be seeing it either, not yet, at least;umtil the situation
had been resolved between them. She no longenapesthow long
she would be staying here. She was here and thatallahat
mattered. His behaviour in the last five months—uhe'd written



his novel—clearly showed that he needed her as rasidie wanted
her, and if she couldn't use these two emotiortsutia a future for

them both, it would not be for want of trying. Dragy a deep breath,
she walked on to the terrace.

'Hullo, Brad.'

He looked around. He gave a slight shake of higl lasaf uncertain
she were real, then slowly stood up.

"You're the last person | expected to see heregreltwas no
expression in his voice nor on his face.

'I'm sorry | missed you when you came down to Wit she
continued. 'You should have waited for me.'

'l know, and | was coming back.’
"You were?'

‘Yes.' He saw her puzzled look. 'l was just sittaege trying to make
up my mind whether | should drive to London todayflg back
tomorrow.’

He came a step towards her. Close to, Robyn satirdamess in his
eyes. It had been there when she had seen himwadeand she had
accused him of living it up. Now she was beginnioguspect she
had misjudged him; that bone-weary look came frahffarent kind
of sleeplessness.

'l shouldn't have walked out of your parents' haneeway | did,' he
went on. His voice was low and the words ran ir@cheother as if he
wanted to get them quickly said. 'I'm everythingi'ye ever accused
me of, Robyn— a womaniser. a lecher, a selfish itaneaswine
who's taken nine months of his life to realisend & change. Except



that | haven't changed as much as I'd hoped,' ifessed wryly. 'I'm
still selfish enough to want you on my own terms.'

Her spirits sank, but she did not show it.

‘That's why | went berserk when your mother toldyoa were still
seeing Hamish and Alex,"' he continued. 'Though qestthe word
jealous is more appropriate.'

'‘Jealous?"

'Yes. Overwhelmingly, insanely jealous of any man gven smile
at, let alone sleep with! That's a turn-up forlibek, isn't it? Me—the
great believer in sexual freedom—is so damn jeatdumu, that |
don't want anyone else to even touch your hand!

‘Thatis a turn-up for the book,' she agreed. 'You've nadepcated
faithfulness before.'

'‘Because I've never been in love before.' He ptiaduand towards
her, then dropped it to his side. 'l love you, Raldyve never said that
to any woman; never believed | ever would. Whadl fior you has
turned my whole life upside down—made a mockermgllahy beliefs
and caused me to re-think my entire future.'

'‘Can love do that?' she asked seriously. "You'l@ngat sound like a
magic word; as if it's capable of making you bedidiiings you've
always decried.'

‘That's exactly what it's done. Love is magic, Ruoligat's why | tried
not to fall under its spell.'

‘Then try harder, Brad. It would be a pity to giye all your beliefs
for the sake of a temporary affair.' She gave laimlide smile and
heard the breath catch in his throat.



'l don't care how temporary you want it to be,elkelaimed. 'I'll take
you on any terms.’

'Isn't that what the girls have usually saig/tm?'

He looked at her blankly; as if the past was saldeahim that not
even his memory of it was alive.

'l deserved that," he said finally, each word heaily pain.

'‘Does that mean you're willing to take meragterms, Brad? That
I'm free to leave you when | like; free to go witther men?'

He swallowed visibly and half turned away from hecan't chain
you to my side, Robyn, though it's what I'd likedim. But of course
you're free.'

'‘Good. That's settled, then,' she said brightly.

'‘Not quite.' He faced her again. 'l'd better wawn YIl do my best to
change your mind. | don't believe you're as haildbdoiand
free-thinking as you pretend. | think you're afraifdemotion—the
way | was. To begin with | thought it had somethiaglo with your
background and your parents—the way it did with niet-having
met them | realise it must be something else thatesi you. But I'll
find out what it is and make you sweet again-{'ll

'Oh, Brad,' she laughed, 'you're talking like a aone writer!

'l think like one when you're near me. As I've jsaid, I'll take you
for as long as you're willing to stay, but I'm ggito do everything in
my power to make it permanent.' He put his handsitirer side of
her waist and drew her closer. 'I'll never want y@go, Robyn.’

'‘Never is a long time.'



'‘Not long enough for the brief span of our livég'said huskily, and
rested his cheek on hers. 'Why did you come toaday? Did you
know how empty | felt—how hopeless?'

She longed to say yes, but an imp of mischief, @l ag the residue
of her own pain, kept her pretending.

'l suddenly realised you were much more my typa tHamish and
Alex.'

With a groan he began to kiss her; soft, tendeselsisll over her face
before he came to her lips. Only then did passppear, and his arms
tightened their hold. Robyn's mouth parted bendathand she

trembled as his hands caressed her body. Yetwasa hesitancy in
him and it told her—as clearly as his words—thatwes a man

afraid; made uncertain by love; weakened by hisdn&eanother

person and by his fearful recognition of what theéd had done to
him.

She pushed him gently away, though she still statyede circle of
his arms. 'Morton sent me your new manuscript, Biatl just
finished reading it when he called to tell me yoerevin London
looking for me.'

'Is that why you ran away?' Brad moved back shgtdab, his eyes
narrowed. 'Didn't you understand what that bookmheame?"

' wasn't sure.'

'I'm no Hal,' he said forcefully. 'l don't intengending the rest of my
life alone, the way he was going to do. That's Wwtgme in search of
you. Why I'll never let you go again.' He cuppedfaee in his hands.
'One day you might even consider marrying me.'

'l wouldn't look that far ahead,' she murmuredirtgcher joy.



'I'm banking on it," he said firmly. 'And if | carthange your mind,
maybe our firstborn will.’

‘My, my," she mocked. 'Children and nappies, is Yttu have
changed!

'‘Not in every respect.’

Before she could guess his intention, he swungipén his arms and
headed for the stairs.

Only when they were in his bedroom did he set Inener feet again
and begin to undo the buttons of her sundress. Eken his

movements were uncertain, as if he were a lovahfirst rime. As

he was, Robyn thought exultantly, for she was itts¢ ivoman to get
under his guard. Tenderly she smoothed her find@ns the column
of his neck and over the supple skin on his shaslda shorts and
tee-shirt he looked like the Brad she had first,rhat she knew he
was totally different.

Her dress slipped to the floor and she kicked @yawith her foot. He
looked at her standing supple before him, bareleoed by two
wisps of underwear. His eyes darkened with desicehee drew her
down to the bed. Only then did he see the twaliBtotties—one
black, one white—on his pillow.

‘What on earth...?' He reached out for them. Theyevexquisitely
made, with black button eyes and crinkly fur bod@se wore a blue
collar and one a red, each with their name tag$8cad read them,
then raised a perplexed face to hers. 'What ardryog to tell me?'

Demurely she rested her head on a half raised'Have a guess.'

He bit his lip, still frowning. 'Hamish and AleXje read the names
aloud. 'You mean they ... they were never men?'



'‘Well,' she said hesitantly, keeping a straighéfaslex sired Hamish
and Hamish has just sired Dougal, so I'd say theyevdefinitely
male.’

Brad shook his head like a man in a daze, and ahguexpressions
flitted across his face: incredulity, dismay, anrgeefinitely

anger—and then all at once humour. His mouth cuawvebhe smiled.
Then the smile widened and he started to laughp dedy laughs
that had him flinging himself back against his gl But not for

long. Abruptly he sat up and leaned towards heifr thodies almost
touching.

'Was it all a lie, Robyn? Everything you told me?’

'I'm afraid so. Far from being your idol | detesy@di and disagreed
with everything you advocated in your books. Wheortdn told me
| had to come here | was absolutely furious. Arared, too. | knew
that if you tried to seduce me I'd walk out—whiclould mean
Morton not getting the book in time—and | was wamalg how |
could keep you at arm's length when you suggestedd a nude
swim in your pool. That immediately gave me theaitbew | should
act.'

His mouth curled in reminiscence. 'l remember yoaden some
hardboiled crack when | suggested it.'

'It was all spur-of-the moment stuff,’ she admittdthough to be
honest, when | came into your room to wake you opny first
morning here, and you jumped out of bed in youthdiy suit, |
nearly died of fright.'

'So scared?' he teased, his lips nibbling her cheek

'Petrified.’



'Like now?' he questioned, slipping off his shirt.

‘Not quite so petrified.' She pulled his head damd smoothed the
black hair away from his forehead. "That's whyudbt you so hard. |
knew that once | let you make love to me you'd knewat | was

really like.' Her voice was a soft thread of souivau'll be the first

man, Brad.'

‘And the last,’ he answered thickly. '‘Darling Robiyfease say I'll be
the last.’

‘Don't you know without my having to tell you?"'

She snuggled closer, burrowing under him. But h&sted and
levered himself up from her, placing his handsegigide of him.

‘There's one question | have to ask you firstsdid quietly. 'If | take
you now, will you promise that as soon as | camrage it, you'll
marry me?"'

‘That's a question | thought you'd never ask! @terd, winding her
arms around him. 'Yes, Brad. Definitely yes!'



