168 : a%m 95

ANNC
MATHER




THE ARROGANCE OF
LOVE

Anne M ather



Susan didn't want to admit it, but Amanda was ri@ite shouldn't
feel this way; she should try not to think abountsic Halstad. But
Susan found that even the prospect of spendingwithehis son was
infinitely more desirable than remaining in London.

She prayed that she was not falling in love withriduc. To do so
would ruin her life, for any interest he might hander was bound to
be transitory.



CHAPTER ONE

SusAN looked thoughtfully round the crowded lounge of @#wda
Blake's apartment. The cocktail party which haduoeagf five o'clock
showed no signs as yet of breaking up, and alrgamsgs six-thirty.
She had told her fiancé that she would meet hinsidettheir
favourite coffee bar in Chelsea at seven, imagirfogishly, that she
would have time before that to return to the flahich she shared
with a friend in a Chelsea mews, to change. But sb&would have
to go to meet him as she was in the red velvetspsireg was wearing,
together with a close-fitting black sweater. Even tb@re was no
guarantee that she would be on time; Amanda Blagesment was
in Mayfair, and in the rush-hour traffic on a Fiydavening, when
everyone who could was leaving the city for theslesnfining
surrounds of the suburbs, the chances of gettitaxiao speed her
there were very slight, and she would almost adstdbe late. Poor
David!

It was all very well, she thought gloomily, beingcsetary to a
famous authoress, but Amanda was apt to forgeGinsdéin had a life
of her own, and her working hours often extended iato the
evening. Not that Susan often objected. Usuallyerwthey were
engrossed upon a new novel of suspense, the kirahdaBlake was
noted for, Susan was as eager as Amanda to getdodiscover the
plot. But these literary cocktail parties, whiclwval/s occurred at the
publication of a new thriller, had begun to bores&@u and she was
always glad when they were over-"Of course, it wastimg meeting
the Press and other members of the; literary fnégetbout tonight she
had wanted to get away early to meet David Chalnpard now she
felt sure it was going to be one of those evenmigen nothing went
right.

She had been working for Amanda Blake for five geaow, since
she was a raw teenager of nineteen, and she enjogedvork
immensely. Since her engagement to David, thoutlimgs had



become a little difficult. David objected stronglp Amanda
monopolizing Susan's time. David was an architactery junior
partner with a well-known firm here in the city,dcathey hoped to
marry in the coming autumn. Amanda, Susan knew, dvaading
that time coming. It would mean Susan leaving hsrDavid would
not permit his wife to work at a job which occupi&al many hours,
and Amanda would have to initiate a new secretaiy her ways.
This would not be easy. Susan and she had suand gelationship,
and no other secretary would ever take Susan's platirely.

Just then Amanda approached her secretary. Amdaéa ®as a tall
broad woman, in her late forties. Unmarried, sheedevoted her life
to her work and her novels were very popular, botthis country
arid overseas, where they were translated into ndiffgrent ,
languages. Her work was of the kind which appeatedlimost
anybody and there had been talk recently of filghts and
adaptations. Susan thought it all very exciting lamelwv that after she
was married she would miss the world that Amandeaedaon.

Of course, with the money she had amassed and k grivate
income, Amanda could have retired, but she enjoydting her
thrillers as much as everyone enjoyed reading thechcould not
imagine life without a current who-dunnit on the. dder hair, a
mousey-grey, was cut short and straight. She weeeds whatever
the occasion, and horn-rimmed spectacles completedture of
stern solemnity. Not so, however, was the real Ataaas Susan had
soon found out. Quite contrary to her looks shedradnending fund
of good humour and a dry and clever wit which eng@éder to the
columnists.

'‘Enjoying yourself, Susan?' she asked now, lookirthe half-empty
glass of gin and vermouth in Susan's hand. Shevergsfond of her
young assistant and their association veered ne&oera
mother-and-daughter relationship than that of enwlownd
employee.



Susan smiled. 'l thought it would have been ovenday, Amanda,’
she replied, sighing.

'l expect you've got a date with that young magafrs,' remarked
Amanda dryly. 'Let him wait. Good for the soul, yknow. Absence
makes the heart grow fonder and all that.'

Susan laughed. 'You always say that,' she answéwrediDavid does
quite a bit of waiting for me. What time is thikdily to dry up?'

'‘Sevenish,' said Amanda. 'Will that do?"

Susan opened her mouth to reply when an eagerteepeat her to it
and bore Amanda off to discuss some aspect oféhenovel.

Sighing again, Susan turned and walked into thgelamodern
kitchen which adjoined the lounge, and poured #@eains of her
drink down the sink. She had had four gin slingeady. She did not
want to meet David in an intoxicated condition. \Mes a teetotaller
and disapproved of alcohol.

She drew a pack of cigarettes out of the pockéteofslacks and lit
one and then looked critically at her reflectiorthie mirror above the
draining board. Green, sleepy eyes looked backratiiled by long
black lashes, while her ash-blonde hair hung lgoseher shoulders
where it curved up lightly at the ends. Her haiswlaick and silky
soft, and did not need to curl to be attractive.

Suddenly, she became aware that someone was agtoér from
the doorway which led to the tradesmen's entrahtieecapartment;
someone who was very big and broad and darklycéiitea with
raven's-wing dark hair which was inclined to curl bis collar.
Dressed in a thigh-length overcoat and a dark kaityvas quite the
most physically attractive man she had ever seen;whAs so
completelymale, and estimating that he was about thirty-five, sk
imagined she would not be the first, or the lastman to think so.



Aware of a kind of breathlessness about her, sheaged to say:
'‘Who on earth are you?'

‘A newspaper man,' he remarked, non-committally.

Susan flushed beneath his gaze, annoyed at fesliddenly so
inadequate. Being a tall girl herself, she usualfs on eye-level
terms with the men of her acquaintance. This maarfiad her, and
immediately put her at a disadvantage.

‘The ... the cocktail party guests usually usefittvet door,' she said,
managing to sound cool, though she felt far fram it

He shrugged his broad shoulders and lit a cigar.
'| prefer to see A.B. alone,' he answered smoothly.

Susan ran a tongue over her dry lips. 'Really! Arlidshe want to see
you?'

' think so,” he murmured. 'Amanda and | are olienfs.
Unfortunately we seldom see anything of each dther.

‘Well, if you go through you can see her now,' saudan, running a
nervous hand through her hair.

Il wait until the rabble have gone, if you doniind,' he replied
casually. 'lI've been abroad for some considerabks, and I'd like to
see the old girl alone.'

Susan was shocked. How dare he address Amanda &dkse old
girl? Who was he?

She turned to go intending to tell Amanda immedyatieat he was
here. After all, she only had his word that he krieax employer at
all. But he caught her wrist as she passed hinstopped her.



'‘Don't go,' he murmured. 'Stay and keep me compldow about
getting me a drink?'

Susan wrenched her wrist out of his grasp. Hishduad sent the
blood pounding through her veins, and she realaddhorror at her
own duplicity that she had enjoyed the feel of éhbsrd fingers
gripping her arm.

'If you want a drink, you'll have to go in there i)' she said angrily.

He grinned. 'If | remember correctly, A.B. usedkeep a bottle of
Scotch in the cupboard over the refrigerator, fedminal purposes
such as this.'

Susan clenched her fists. She crossed to the cugpldua had
mentioned and, sure enough, at the back stooddttle lof Scotch.
Really, she thought, he seemed to know an awfll lot

She lifted the bottle out, took a glass from tharr and poured him
a drink. 'lce?' she queried, in a voice as coldagself.

‘Naturally.'

Susan took the tongs and lifted two large pieceseobut of the j ice
container and dropped them into the amber liquiteriTshe handed
him the glass. The man took it, nodding his thaBksan stubbed out
her cigarette in the near-by ashtray, and he said:

'‘Won't you join me?'

'‘No, thanks,' she replied shortly, glancing atwatch. It was almost
seven now.

'‘Got a heavy date?' he asked. 'You're A.B.'s sagredren't you?'



'Yes, to both questions,' she answered, acutelsooauns of him. She
turned to look at him again; she had been avoidiisgeyes but
suddenly she found her eyes held by his and songedeemed to
flare in his at the contact. It was fantastic, graand yet she felt
drawn to him; something dangerous and exciting sodidden

seemed to be in the room. He must have felt it, oo his eyes
narrowed slightly, and he looked at her throughf-blalsed lids.

Susan wondered whether the amount of alcohol sectbiasumed
was clouding her brain. This was all so-so - mad!

She forced herself to look away, and said, bresshle'l must go
back.'

All at once the door from the lounge opened and Adasstood there.

‘They've all gone now—' she began, and then stoppachazement.
‘Dominic - Dominic Halstad!

The man smiled, his eyes dancing, and Amanda ruabexks the
room and hugged him warmly. Over her shoulder,rfaa's eyes
sought Susan's and she had to steel herself te fonmtgs back into
perspective.

For, as Amanda made a fuss of the man, chatteahply, the name
she had used caused Susan no little feeling atiaepn.

Dominic Halstad! No ordinary newspaper man as gtedssumed.
He was the chairman of the board of directors ofstdd Press
Limited, one of the largest syndicates of newspapad magazines
in the country.

If she had not felt so strange she would havdikdtlaughing. And
she had thought he was trying to get an insidg/'s&ire turned away
and lit another cigarette with trembling fingersorbinic Halstad!
Glory!



Then Amanda was saying: 'Susan, my dear, come aatlone of my
closest and oldest friends, Dominic Halstad. Yolgard of him, of
course.'

'Of course," murmured Susan politely, flushing ssfinm "fingers
gripped her hand for a moment and then releassghin.

‘Miss ... er. ..?" he began slowly.

‘Stacey,’ put in Amanda swiftly, 'but I'm sure Susall do, won't it,
darling?'

'Of course,' said Susan, again, feeling ratheculdus because she
could think of nothing else to say.

'‘Well, Susan has been looking after me,' said Dantilalstad lazily.
He was completely in control of himself, and Sugsught she must
have imagined the look in his eyes a moment agach\Mlas just as
well, she thought dryly. If his name had told hething else, it had at
least warned her that he wamarriedman.

Amanda smiled. 'Susan's a real treasure,’ she [gaiting an arm
about her secretary's shoulders.

'Of course we didn't introduce ourselves propethyitinued the man
mockingly.

Susan felt uncomfortable and as though sensidgngnda said:
‘You can get along now and meet that young maroofsy Susan.'
‘Thank you," said Susan, with relief. 'Good-bye, Nialstad.’

She hurried out into the living-room where Amandaaid and
general, factotum, Sarah, was trying to create romd of the
disorder of dirty glasses and overflowing ashtitingd was left.



'‘G'bye, Sarah,' she called, and, pulling her sheeg®at about her
shoulders, she left the apartment.

She managed eventually to hail a taxi, and givirgaddress of the
coffee bar she sank back against the leather uphpl$-eeling able
to relax she found her thoughts turning back tdakefew minutes at
the apartment and her encounter with Dominic Hdlsta

She had treated him like an intruder, and she wedehether he
would tell Amanda how impolite she had been.

He had been attractive though. Susan sighed, andeved what his
wife was like. Although she knew he was married sbhald not
remember ever having read anything about his wis. name
appeared from time to time in the city society nzmges, and
recently she had read about him in America, buifis did not seem
to accompany him very often.

David was waiting impatiently outside the coffee.lbée was striding
up and down, trying to keep warm, for it was a ddakrch evening.
He looked disgustedly at her trews and the sheepskit. He did not
like to see women in trousers, least of all hisdee. He was rather
old-fashioned, and although at times Susan fourather endearing,
at others it exasperated her.

'Do you realize it's seven-thirty?' he exclaimegdway of a greeting.
‘Yes, darling," said Susan, in a mock-subdued ttnmesorry.'

'‘And | gather, from the way you're dressed, that f)aven't been
home since this morning.'

‘Correct,’ she murmured. 'You know | told you tAahanda was
having the cocktail party for the new book thisafbon. That's why
I'm so late. It's only just broken up.’



David snorted. 'Susan, you're not paid to atteatitloman's cocktail
parties!

'I know, David, but she does so like me to be thane | don't like to
disappoint her.’

'It doesn't matter about disappointing me, of celurs

'‘Oh, David, don't be silly. | haven't disappoint&di. I'm here, aren't
I? Come on, let's go in, I'm starving!'

'We aren't going in," he said abruptly. ‘Mother ima#ted us back for
supper. She wants to discuss the wedding.’

He ignored the way Susan's face dropped at this.n8wsan and
Mrs. Chalmers did not get along very well. Mrs. @iers was a
widow, and David was her only child. Consequerghe was rather
possessive and jealously did not want him to mang leave her.
David was tall' and slim and fair, and she had ghdothim up to
despise most of the members of her own sex. Haalidmoke or
drink and attended church with her twice every Synd

When he met Susan, one day in the tube (he aceitlesent Susan's
shopping flying when he bumped into her), he foatichis mother
had told him accounted for little against his owtraztion for the
blonde, green- eyed creature who thanked him salynfar picking
up her parcels.

He could hardly believe his luck the following ewsmnwhen they
again travelled on the same train, and when hedaskgee her again
she agreed eagerly.

But when he took her home a few weeks later to imisenother, he
found things were not going to be as smooth asaldehoped. Mrs.
Chalmers spent the whole evening sulking and Saeald hardly
wait to escape from the close confines of Medlaov@r



As time went by, and Mrs. Chalmers realized thati®aas not to be
swayed from Susan, whatever she said, she tribe @ little more
friendly, and finally decided that if David was tearry Susan, she
might as well make the best of it. After all, theuld nicely live with
her after the event. The house was old and langerfe person and
that way she would be able to keep David underrbef. Things
would not be so different after all.

But Susan soon realized the way things were gawdgast no time in
saying that she and David hoped to be able to savagh money to
put a deposit down on a small house in one of #& suburban
developments.

Mrs. Chalmers, however, was no defeatist, andvetilild not accept
that David would agree to such a thing and leagentother alone.
Thus it was that David was being pulled two ways] aas not yet
strong enough to defy his mother and make a stand.

Susan herself was hoping that he would not allesmbither to get
her own way, as she knew she could never live Mith Chalmers.
They were too different, and it would never work.ou

Now, Susan merely sighed, and said: 'Oh, all riDlaiid. But | wish
you wouldn't spring these things on me. I've beekihg forward all
day to this evening alone together.’

David relented a little, and replied, 'Never miSdg darling, we don't
have long to wait and then we'll be together faragis.'

Y ... e ... s, murmured Susan, rather cautiouBheir future had
never seemed more insecure. What was wrong with Wdry was
she feeling so depressed tonight? It could onlihizesudden visit to
Medlar Grove. What else was there?

She refused to allow herself to think about thatmaot in Amanda's
kitchen. What was she, that she could allow hersién for, a



moment, to respond to the message in another exas® A message
which she felt she had imagined anyway.

David ran a small M.G. sports car of almost vintaggin, and they

drove in it round to David's home in Shepherd'stBirs. Chalmers
let them in. She must have been watching for thhem the window,

and Susan shivered at the pictures this conjurePigpures of their
lives in a few years' time if they lived here. Maould never be. And
if love was involved, she realized with a senskss$ that she did not
love David enough to submit to such a life.

When she saw Susan's trousers, Mrs. Chalmers mataiDear me,
| hope none of the neighbours saw you come in!

It was on the tip of Susan's tongue to say thalt the street were like
Mrs. Chalmers, there was every chance that shééad seen. But
respect for David made her refrain and she simghoied the
remark, and walking into the gloomy living-room waed her hands
at the electric fire.

‘Susan didn't have time to change before she casag*David by
way of explanation when Susan did not answer Hersel

‘Why? You're late enough, aren't you?'
David sighed. 'Susan had to work late.'

'‘And have you been standing around in the coldimgaitor her?
You'll catch your death of cold one of these dayatk my words.'

'He's not made of glass, you know," Susan was sturgply at last.
‘And | couldn't let him know.'

Mrs. Chalmers shrugged and left them for a few teigo prepare
the supper. Susan took off her coat and laid thk tavhile David
switched on the television and began to watch a pragramme.



Susan looked at him and sighed. He was not a wemamtic person,
and it had never occurred to him that he had nidtigeed her, or told
her he was glad to see her. Unless he was prizey &om his
mother's apron- strings he never would. This atmesgphwvas
cloying. It sapped all original thought. Mrs. Chal® was in
evidence everywhere. From the ridiculous 'Home, éwdome'
embroidered picture on the wall to the swear bothemmantelpiece.

Supper as usual was a concoction of scrambled agfy®acon and
after it was over Susan defiantly lit a cigare8b8e did not smoke a
lot, but tonight she felt so restless she had tearething to calm her
nerves. She drew the smoke deeply into her lundgtam exhaled
with satisfaction.

As usual, the conversation veered to the subjetitefvedding. As
Susan had no relatives of her own, Mrs. Chalmedgdleen over the
arrangements herself, and, of the forty guestfierist, only about a
dozen were friends of Susan's.

The question of the house was raised, and Mrs.n@halagain made
her point about this house coming to David on featld anyway, and
that to buy a new house was quite ridiculous ancchmtoo
extravagant.

'‘David doesn't want to be troubled with mortgagestame like this,’
she said severely. 'After all, this house is far bay for one person.
And if David leaves | shall be all alone.

"You could sell it," Susan remarked quietly.
'‘What! Sell my home! Then what would | do?

Suddenly afraid that Mrs. Chalmers, or David fattmatter, might
suggest that she come to live with them should bugya new house,
Susan said quickly, 'You could afford to buy a darahouse. Or



alternatively, you could rent a flat. In fact, atflwould suit you
admirably.’

‘A flat!' Mrs. Chalmers' face was red. 'l couldive in aflat!’
‘Why not?'

Mrs. Chalmers swallowed hard. 'You wouldn't underdt never
having had a home of your own, but a home is samgtimore than
three up and two down, you know.'

Susan flushed. It hurt still, when anyone spokecsmlely of her
upbringing. Truthfully the orphanage had been adeoful place,
and she still went back there sometimes to seM#teon, but it had
not been quite the same as a real home, with aematid father of
her very own. She was sure that this was some#igsggthat marred
her in David's mother's eyes. She seemed to lookndon

orphanages, as though the children in them werendbkves
responsible for their lack of parentage.

David must have felt uncomfortable himself at tiis, he suddenly
stretched and rose to his feet.

'‘Well, Sue, it's nearly ten. Shall we be going?’
Gratefully, Susan rose also. 'Oh, yes, David. Ganget my coat?'

Outside, the night air seemed inestimably freslerathe dingy
atmosphere of the Chalmers house. Susan breatleptly dend was
glad for once that the cavasan open one. It was wonderful to fee
the cold wind tugging at her hair, and clearing tead.

She wished David was not so easily dominated byrtather. For
instance, he never chastened her for anything aliets herself,
Susan, whatever it might be, and for all she mightk that it was
because he wanted to keep the peace she knewasithecoward's



way out. Mrs. Chalmers might not be so objectioeabkhe were
taken down a peg or two, now and then.

It was a problem, and she did not have any idea ihavas to be
solved.

When they drew up outside the block of apartmertteres Susan's
flat was situated, she turned to David and said:

'‘David, let's get this straight now, shall we? hitlevant to live with
your mother, however convenient it may be.'

David sighed. 'l know, Sue, but...'

'‘But nothing, David." Susan ran a hand over her-femd David
suddenly pulled her to him.

'Oh, Sue,' he whispered, 'l only want to live wythu. | don't care
where it is!'-

Susan allowed him to kiss her, without respondiagsélf. She felt
emotionally exhausted at the moment. Then she gueberself
against him, as though willing herself to respoaidgd he groaned,
'Oh, lord, | don't know how I'll wait until Octohér

'‘What would your mother think?' she taunted himingaherself for
doing so.

'l don't damn well care,' he muttered, and kisssdalgain.



CHAPTER TWO

THE flat which Susan shared was situated in a compahatnew
block in a quiet cul-de-sac. There was a bedrodivirg-room and a
kitchen, with a bathroom along the passage whick stered with
two other couples.

Delia Fulton and Susan had both been brought uperorphanage
and in consequence loved the flat which was tls¢ fgal home they
had had. They had both come to London togethesitipgs, Susan to
work in a typing pool and take a commercial coudseing her

evenings, and Delia to work in a large store frohewe she too had
taken a course, this time in window-dressing, ardsiw worked for

a large department store in Oxford Street.

It had been a struggle to begin with. The renthefftat had seemed
exorbitant, but now they both earned enough mooeyford the flat
and a few luxuries besides.

The girls were good friends and did not interfereach other's lives.
The orphanage had taught them to respect privacyhére had been
little.

The next morning Susan woke to find Delia shakieg bnd saying:
'‘Wake up, Susan. I've brought you a cuppa.'

Delia was a brunette. She wore her hair very lamg) straight and
was invariably dressed in pants and an overblouseeater.

'‘What's the time?' asked Susan, struggling updrtdéake the cup of
tea Delia held out to her.

'Eight o'clock,' replied Delia, now relieved of tteacup and lighting
a cigarette.



Susan blinked. This was indeed a red-letter dajjaDe

was never up first in the mornings. She was alwhgone who had
practically to push her friend out of bed.

'‘Couldn't you sleep?' she asked, an amused twimkier eye, 'Or is
there some other reason for your early rising?'

Delia stretched and grinned. 'Well, honey, Alatalsng me down to
meet his parents for the weekend. He's callingrferat nine o'clock
and | can hardly contain myself.'

'l see. How wonderful!' Susan was pleased. Alantldynvas the

nephew of the store-manager where Delia worked pHisnts were
Sir John and Lady Olivia Huntley and they livedaimassive house
near Bristol. Although Delia had been working a #tore for over
eight years, it was only recently that Alan hadtsth taking an

interest in her and as she had admired him fromtartte for a long
time, she was overjoyed. And now he was takingdosvn to meet

his parents and to Susan it sounded very seri@eedin the nicest
possible way.

It is, isn't it?' exclaimed Delia, hugging hersélfust imagine!
Meeting his parents!

'Yes, you'll soon be getting married yourself dsaisan. 'l envy you.'
'‘Why? You have David.'

'Oh, | know, but | also have David's mother to ematwith, and she's
a whole mass of problems in herself.' She sighed. "

'You do sound gloomy this morning,' said Delia sythetically.
'You were asleep when | got home last night. Hasetbing awful
happened?’



'‘Awful! Oh, no, not really." In truth Susan couldohderstand her
depressed mood herself. It all seemed to stem tinatmmeeting with
Dominic Halstad. It was all most annoying, and mosettling. Then
what's wrong? You don't sound very happy.' Delia \wanuinely
concerned.

Susan smiled. 'Nothing, honestly. | just feel agith it's going to be
one ofthosedays.'

She slid out of bed and stretched, before crodsitige wash basin to
sluice her face with icy cold water.

Drying her face on the towel, she looked specutatiat Delia.
'‘Delia,’ she said slowly, 'have you heard of Domidalstad?'

Delia frowned. 'lI've heard of him, of course. Henething to do
with newspapers, isn't he?"

‘Yes. He's the head of one of these big syndicates.

Delia looked exasperated. ‘Come on, then! You task me that for
no reason, just out of the blue. Do you know hi®Re looked
slightly incredulous.

Susan laughed. 'Not exactly. But | did meet himtgqelay at the
cocktail party at Amanda's. He's a friend of harg] very attractive.'

'Is he indeed?' Delia made a moue with her lippu™do move in
exalted circles, don't you?'

'‘Amanda does, at least. She apparently knows hmwell. They
treated each other like long-lost souls.’

'Hmm! He sounds interesting. Is he married?'



'Yes, they always are,' Susan chuckled. 'Why? Has Begun to pall
already?'

'Of course not. But | can see he made quite anasspon on you. Is
that the cause of the depression? Did David seemkme
comparison?'

'‘No, not at all." Susan felt cross. She ought nobé discussing a
complete stranger, and a friend of Amanda's, srttanner. After all,

the chances were that she would never see him.agesides, she
somehow felt disloyal to David just talking aboutrBinic Halstad.

But she would not admit, even to herself, the reasloy she felt this

way.

Shooing Delia out of the bedroom she dressed iark-lolue jersey
shift and emerged to find that Delia had prepamdahslice of toast
and a cup of creamy coffee, which were delicious.

Wishing her friend good luck during the weekence slonned her
sheepskin coat, and hastily left the flat. Shedawn the flight of
stairs and came out into the fresh morning air.

It was one of those slightly frosty mornings, wizefiaint haze hid the
sun and promised a warm and sunny day. Susan bcedéeply and
felt her depression leaving her. Who could feelrdsged when
everything looked so new and fresh and the youraptshwere
greening on the trees in the parks?

A bus set her down near Amanda's apartment anojsreed the door
of the lounge as the near-by church clock struck.nin

Amanda was sitting at her desk, studying her cpoedence, and
smiled as Susan came in.

'‘Good morning, Susan," she said briskly. 'You'renamkably
punctual.’



Susan chuckled. 'I'm not sure whether | should tdiet as a
compliment or not,' she remarked, taking off heat@nd hanging it
in the minute entrance hall.

'Sorry, dear,' said Amanda. 'Anyway, there's nadtdor us to do
today.' She rose to her feet and, crossing to itchdn door, called,
‘Coffee for two, Sarah, please.’

Then she turned to Susan. 'There are just a fégrdeb answer, and
afterwards I think we'll take a ride into the cayntt will make a nice
change for both of us.’

While they were smoking cigarettes and drinking soof the
continental coffee Sarah had prepared so expémhanda said, 'By
the way, what did you think of Dominic Halstad?'

'l don't really know,' replied Susan, flushing. 'He well... he didn't
tell me who he was, and I'm afraid | .

was rather abrupt with him. | treated him like ager reporter trying
to get an inside story.'

Amanda laughed. 'Oh, don't worry about that. | ekpe was quite
amused. He's used to people hanging on his evexy. Wo him good
to meet someone who didn't treat him like the mugshperor.'

'He did say he was a very good friend of yours.'

'So he is, girl." Amanda nodded thoughtfully. "Yknow it was he
who persuaded his father to publish my first noVaky weren't very
Inspiring stories in those days, but Dominic thadughad promise
and persuaded his father to think so, too. Of eguise known
Dominic for years. Long before | took up writing,fact. His mother
and mine were great friends, and when we were r@mldve used to
play together. | was seven years older than Dorhhbued me a
terrible life.' She chuckled reminiscently.



'l see.' That accounted for the familiar way he syaaken of her. 'He
hasn't been here before, has he?"

'‘No, he's been abroad for quite a long time," eebAmanda. 'He
seems to do a lot of his work in America, or selidve; at any rate |
haven't seen him for a couple of years or so.’

'He seems very young,' commented Susan, drawinglydee her
cigarette. 'But he must be nearly forty.'

'He is, darling. But | agree, he doesn't look higge,awhich is
remarkable in the circumstances.'

'What circumstances?' Susan was curious.

'‘Oh, the problems he has had to face with Veronica.
‘Veronica? Oh, is she his wife?'

‘That's right." Amanda sounded bitter. 'Regrettably
Susan stubbed out her cigarette. "Why so? Aredheyced?’

'‘No. Nothing so simple." She smiled, a little fatlye and then said,
'‘Well, let's get on.'

Susan picked up her notebook, but as she did savshdered why
Amanda seemed so reluctant to talk about Doministeids wife.
There seemed to be a mystery about the whole afbait she
respected Amanda's confidence and firmly triedushpall thoughts
of the Halstadnenagdrom her mind.

But it was not so easy as she thought, and shelfoainmind twisting
back over all that had been said, trying to finansoreason for
Amanda's obligue comments.



But it was no use. She did not know sufficient alikbem to be able
to form any opinion, and it seemed unlikely thatnidoic Halstad
should have any problems that he could not handleen she
considered his immense wealth and personal charm.

They lunched at the apartment and afterwards doovef town in
Amanda's Rolls-Royce, Susan acting as chauffeussy. Jtopped at
a small country pub for a drink, and relaxed inglaeden of the inn,
sitting at rustic tables on wooden forms.

It was all very olde-worlde and Susan liked it.

'I'm having dinner with Dominic this evening,' retk@d Amanda
suddenly. 'At least, | should say he's having dinmigh me. He's
coming to the apartment’

‘Alone?' Susan was intrigued. Where was his wife?

‘Yes. Alone. Why? Would you and David like to makp a
foursome?'

'‘Oh, really ... | ... of course we wouldn't intrude Susan felt
embarrassed.

"You wouldn't be intruding,' replied Amanda easillys a grand idea.
Why didn't | think of it before?"

Susan's nerves felt as taut as violin strings, siredinwardly rated
herself for feeling this way at the mere mentionhait man's name.

'l don't think David would want to come,' she expéal truthfully.

'Oh, never mind what that young man says. Would kkea to
come?"l... | suppose so.'



Amanda screwed her nose up, and looked ratheralytiienust say
your enthusiasm is overwhelming,' she remarkedydryl

Susan giggled. 'I'm sorry, Amanda. Of course,iKd to come, but
you know what David is.'

'l know," said Amanda. 'Why don't you give haming? | expect he'll
be working as usual today, won't he? Tell him D@toming. |
guarantee he won't refuse.’

'‘Perhaps you're right," agreed Susan, sighingrigtit. I'll go and see
if | can use the phone here.’

The bartender was quite willing that she shouldthegohone behind
the bar and in no time at all her call was ringingoavid's office.

Although occasionally she did contact David in they, it was only
very occasionally as he did not like her ringingnhduring office

hours. Thus it was that when David answered anddauwas Susan
he was rather irritable.

'‘What is it?' he asked brusquely. 'I'm very busisa®. Is it urgent?’

‘Not exactly, darling, but Amanda has invited ughi® apartment for
dinner this evening and | didn't want to accepilunvas sure you
would want to go.'

'l see." David did not sound enthusiastic, but,ugim Susan
impatiently, he expected her to visit his mothet'®never he saw fit,
so why should he object on the rare occasions wherasked him to
go somewhere that she wanted? After all, Amandathasearest
person taa mother she was ever likely to have.

'It will make a change,' she said, annoyed to fivad her "voice was
persuasive. 'Will you go?'



David hesitated and then said, 'Do | take it Amanilebe alone? Or
will there be other guests?’

'‘One other guest, Dominic Halstad,' said Susarkguic
‘Dominic Halstad!' David sounded astonished nowalR?'

‘Yes, really." Susan felt angry. As Amanda had,stid name had
caused an immediate and favourable reaction.

'‘Well, in that case, | think we might go. It soundteresting. Is he a
friend of Amanda's?’

'Yes. Right. What time will you pick me up?'

Susan was glad when she replaced the receiver.h&tiebeen
conscious of having the attention of the bartendleile she was
making the call and she hoped she had not sourmtegl¢ading.
Thanking him, she returned to Amanda.

'Well?' said Amanda at once. 'What's the verdict?'

'‘As soon as | mentioned Mr. Halstad's name,, ikediike a charm.'
Susan sighed. 'l don't know why you and David arargipathetic to
one another.'

The last time David and Susan had dined at therapat, Amanda
and David had spent the whole evening arguing ogatemporary
painting. Amanda was a devotee of modern art, vasebavid could
not stand it and, unlike Amanda, he did not thinkrgone should
have their own opinion. He had inherited from histiner the idea
that he was right and everyone else must be wrong.

‘That young man annoys me,' said Amanda, 'and bekit. He is
also jealous of my monopolizing your time. Areyalling men today
so sure of themselves?'



'‘Being sure of himself is the last description lwebhave applied to
David," said Susan in surprise. 'With me he seenyhang but

positive. He allows his mother to walk all over hiamd me too for
that matter. It's infuriating.'

'‘Well, | should imagine that's why he is the wayifé remarked
Amanda. 'At home he's been repressed and domibgteid mother,
that's why when he's with you he tries to domirnyate. To prove to
himself that he's not a mouse."'

Susan laughed. 'The amateur psychiatrist, Miss Ala&iake!"

Amanda grinned. 'All right, all right, you laughuBI'm right. I'm
sure of it. What happened to his father?'

'Oh, he died years ago.’

'‘Probably bullied to death, if you ask me,' said akata shrewdly.
'‘From what you've said, his mother sounds a tyrant.

Susan sighed. 'Maybe it's my fault. | let her geiyawith too much. |

think that's David's dilemma too. After his fatltked she turned to
him more and more and consequently today thingsvarse than

ever. She needs a daughter-in-law who is as tosigh&is and who
will answer her back and not allow her to get henovay.'

Amanda frowned. 'That was an ambiguous remark. takd it you're
having doubts as to whether you'll be her daughtéaw?'

Susan flushed. 'Oh, no! No!" She lit a cigarettsihyga with hands that
were not quite steady. 'lt's just that sometimesh | were more like
that.'

'Is that so?' Amanda looked sceptical, and Susard@red whether
the remark she had made had indeed been triggeredoime



subconscious desire to be free of the Chalmerdyaonice and for
all.

But, she told herself desperately, she did loveiQand that was all
that mattered. Once they were married she woult déerently
about everything. Once they were settled in a hohtleeir own, and
perhaps with a family, too, she would find her §ead merely been
will-o'-the-wisps, without any substance or founolat For once she
was married to David, she felt sure she would He &bhandle his
mother in a more positive way.

That evening she dressed with care for their diengagement. She
wore a dress of heavy black silk which clung to slender lines of
her figure, revealing the curve of her breast d&edithe smoothness
of her hips. With it she wore a dark red cape dmewsas ready and
waiting when David arrived at seven-fifteen. H@, looked smart in
a dinner jacket and Susan wondered what he hadhislanother
about this evening.

He looked very impressed when he saw Susan angd'saidjuite
looking forward to this evening. Halstad is a verfjuential man. He
may be able to put some work our way.'

Susan stared at him. 'What on earth has a pressncammon with
an architect?'

‘Well, nothing really, my dear, but Halstad doesmity dabble in
things literary. He has interests all over the dokhy, Mathews
was only saying this afternoon what an opportuthity was ..

Susan gasped. Mathews was the head partner imrtharid a man
she both disliked and despised. A married manphstdis free time
at night clubs and strip- shows, taking up withefiéint women to the
shame and embarrassment of his wife, caring notfandis three
children, Other than that they be provided withagdpgeducation and



adequately provided with the material comfortsthamey could buy.
On the rare occasions when he had encountered Sadead treated
her like another of his conquests and she had heerfied that
David had done nothing and said nothing to pretiendiscomfort.

'If you think this evening is going to be turnedoima business
meeting, you're mistaken,' she exclaimed hotly.aAda has invited
us and you will kindly remember that and give e tonsideration
she deserves. | will not have you introducing - kvamto the
conversation. Good heavens, Dominic Halstad isn&rested in
Mathews, Mathews, Graham ar@halmersDavid looked taken
aback. 'l say, Susan, don't get on your high haiskegirl. I'm only
thinking of us, you know.'

'‘Are you? Are you?' Susan buttoned her cape. 'Agyweamember
what I've said, and try to be a little more frignthwards Amanda.
She's been very kind to me, and I'm very fond of he

‘All right, Susan, | get the message,' said Dak&toming a little
annoyed now. 'l don't know why you think | would/snything out
of place. I'm sure | have as much discretion asigxt man.'

Susan smiled at this and wished wryly that it was.t

They arrived at Amanda's apartment at about sdweety-five. Sarah
admitted them and they removed their coats in #ievhy before
entering the large lounge.

This room extended the length of the apartment kblaicd was

divided by a librenza into two parts; one useddiiaing and the other
as the lounge. It was tastefully decorated witmiture which was
neither modern nor old-fashioned. Amanda was ntdrested in

collectors' items and yet there were several goeckep of Sheraton
and Chippendale which looked rather out of placsidee the

Formica-topped occasional table and stereophoniogeaim.



Dominic Halstad was seated on the low couch neapsrudo-log
fire, the diffused lighting darkening his alreadynmed skin and
giving him a faintly foreign air. He was sittingrieard glancing at the
draft of Amanda's latest novel, and he looked ahdx@and very
relaxed.

He rose to his feet immediately at their entraacel smiled. Susan
was acutely aware of how her nerves had tensed,agad of how
her spine tingled in a most unusual manner. Theucahounted in
her cheeks and she was glad that David's eyesneé@n her at that
moment.

But David himself was walking towards the other miaolding out
his hand and saying, 'You must be Mr. Halstad. Myme is
Chalmers, sir. I'm very pleased to meet you.'

Feeling she was neglecting her duties, Susan )astiled them and
made unnecessary introductions. She felt award&kainic Halstad
was rather amused by her, and she felt annoyedaldadether
uncomfortable.

After they were seated, Dominic said, 'Amanda ssifiog over the
dinner in the kitchen, so can | provide you wittirenk? What would
you like, Susan?'

Susan shrugged. 'A Martini, perhaps,' she murmtfrédnk you.'
‘How about you, Chalmers?’
David bit his lip. 'l ... well... perhaps the safoeme, sir.'

Dominic raised his dark eyebrows and walked indbeaicross to
the cocktail cabinet. Susan glanced at David andghrugged his
shoulders defensively. He had never accepted & ariner presence
before.



Dominic returned with two Martinis and a Scotch fthnice for
himself. After handing them their drinks he sedtedself opposite
them in a low armchair and said :

'l understand you're engaged. When do you intettcthgemarried?'
'In October,’ replied David swiftly. 'We're saviag for a house.'

Susan glanced at David. So they were going to tieieown house.
She wondered whether he had told his mother saitii. It did not
seem likely. It was probably simply bravado awapnir her
domineering attitude.

‘Very good. There are some pleasant new developmemtthe
outskirts of the city. I've noticed quite a numbéchanges since my
return.’

‘You've been abroad?' David was interested.
‘Yes. | only returned this week.'
'Really. Where have you been?’

Susan glanced at the kitchen door, and wonderethethshe could
make some excuse and go and talk to Amanda initbleek. For
some reason, Dominic Halstad's presence overpowerednd she
found she could not look away from his compellirg g

Amanda emerged from the kitchen at that momenthaagh in
answer to Susan's unspoken prayer, and said:

'Hullo, there. How are you, David?' She, smilednehul see you've
all been provided with drinks. Good. | thought Desould look after
you.'



The two men, who had risen at her entrance, reddiagenselves as
Amanda took the chair beside Susan. Then Domirtiag@again, and
grinned.

'l suppose | ought to offer you a drink,' he renedrlaughingly. 'After
all, it's your apartment and your liquor.'

‘That's right, darling. I'll have a whisky, pleagdth a little ginger.’

David looked disapprovingly at Susan, and she gjedgalmost
imperceptibly. Martinis were one thing. Strong stike Scotch was
for men, not for women!

They lit cigarettes, although Dominic Halstad proed a case of
cigars and preferred to have one of them. Davidsext a cigarette
but accepted a cigar, and Susan felt an uncorttielfet of giggles
assailing her. Surely David, who did not smoke, wat going to
attempt to smoke a cigar!

But David allowed Dominic Halstad to light his cigand drew back,
puffing furiously.

Susan looked away from him, and turned to Amandader to stop
herself from laughing, while Dominic Halstad layckan his seat, an
amused expression on his face.

Susan felt suddenly annoyed with him. Did he knoewh
inexperienced David was at smoking? Had Amandaltoidhe was
both a teetotaller and a non-smoker? If he did knesvwas being
deliberately .provocative. Amanda, apparently uceonmed, said,
'How's Jon these days?'

'He's fine, thanks. He's looking forward to seeyog. | told him |

would bring him to lunch with you some time nextakel'm sending
him to Fay's in a few days. He can stay there fweek or so. | know
he doesn't like going, but it will do him good tetgvith children of



his own age. He's far too precocious. That's wbhates of always
being with adults.'

Susan listened to this conversation with interd8to was Jon? Her
guestion was soon answered as Amanda said, by fieyplanation:

‘Jon is Dominic's son. He's fifteen, and he liveEmgland most of the
time. Dom doesn't take him with him on his traveis,you, Dom?’

Dominic's eyes narrowed. ‘Unfortunately not. | féel neglecting
him at times, but at others | realize that weretagether more we
would probably get in each other's way.'

Susan looked aghast. 'What a thing to say!" shiaiexed, before she
could stop herself. 'Poor boy!

Dominic's eyes were mocking. ‘There's nothing pabout Jon,
believe me,' he remarked coolly. He looked at Anaaril$ there,
A.B.?

'‘No, | suppose not. But | can understand Susaelsfs. She has
never known a parent's love; she was brought ap iorphanage. To
hear you speak of Jon you would imagine he washanmbrance to
you.'

Dominic sighed, and drew deeply on his cigar. 4 edy Jon and | are
too much alike to get along well together,' he nd@d. 'We both like
our own way too much.’

'‘Besides,' said Amanda dryly, 'the kind of life ylead is not fitting
for a child of that age."

David, who had not been taking any part in thisvessation, looked
appalled at Amanda's candid manner of speakingwéte already
looking a little green, and had stubbed out tharcig



Susan, seeing this, said quickly, 'Is that mealyg@t, Amanda? I'm
starving!'

The meal was delicious and David soon lost hisopahfter dinner
was over they returned to the armchairs, and ewerpot David had
brandy in delicately cut glass goblets, warmedexdgztion.

Amanda began asking Dominic about his travels abeval for a
long while they listened while he recounted aneeslatbout the
people he had seen and the places he had visited.

He was a fascinating raconteur and Susan satihgtdn him as
though hypnotized by the sound of his deep, relacees. She
avoided looking at him as much as possible, buasionally her eyes
strayed in his direction and she discreetly studnedstrong line of
his jaw and the thick richness of his hair. Hishrwas immaculate
and accentuated his dark colouring, and the lasthésh veiled his
eyes were long and thick.

But it was not his looks which attracted Susan. @ seen many
handsome men who caused her not the slightestioeadt was
something more; a kind of animalism, which madedweare of the
primitive emotions that run just below the surfatenodern man.
From Amanda's remarks she had gathered that, manrietherwise,
Dominic Halstad was no saint, and the knowledgeeiyagzave him
an added attraction, a kind of dangerous temptation

Realizing where her thoughts were leading her,gehekly brought
them back to normalities. Why could not she remensbe was an
engaged woman, and act accordingly? She felt skebelaaving, or
feeling, like a schoolgirl with a crush on the headter.

It was eleven o'clock when David said, 'l think exgyht to be going,
Susan. It's getting late.’



Amanda stretched. 'lt's only eleven, David.' Shaged. 'But if you
must, you must.'

Dominic rose to his feet. 'Can | give you a lifyyamere?' he asked.

‘Thank you, but | have my car outside,' replied iDatAnd thank
you, Amanda. I've enjoyed myself enormously.’

Amanda stood up also. 'I'm so glad. We must dgatrg eh, Susan?'
Susan nodded, and allowed David to wrap her capet dier.

‘Yes, we must,’ she said. 'Mr. Halstad's conversatvas quite
fascinating.'

‘Yes, Dom ought to write a book," said Amanda, inghkplayfully at
Dominic. 'How about that, Dom?’

‘Well, I will if I can borrow your secretary to aoy typing for me," he
replied, watching Susan and seeing the hot colawgesinto her
cheeks.

David, too, saw his fiancee's embarrassment, asiihyhdrew her to
the door.

'‘We must go. Good night, Mr. Halstad. Good night)akhda.'

Outside the air was freezing, and Susan shive@zhtral heating
certainly makes you more vulnerable to the elemeste said.
'‘Hurry up and let's get home, David.'

David put her into the car and then went to starbut to Susan's
dismay it would not start.



'Oh, lord," muttered David. 'What a thing to happem a night like
this! It must be the cold air. It seems to havedked all the life out of
the battery.'

Susan saw the funny side and giggled. '‘Well, shplish, or will
you?'

'‘Don't be ridiculous,' snapped David, unable toaeghing amusing
in their predicament.

‘All right, all right. | was only trying to cheeioy up.' Susan hunched
her shoulders, and waited while David cranked tiggre furiously.

'Shall | try and catch it on the accelerator?' shatured, a few
moments later.

‘No.'

David was fuming, and Susan sighed. This would Havieappen.
Just when David was seeming a little more humas gitcurred, and
now he was sure to find at Amanda's fault in sorag.w

'If we hadn't spent so long in there, the dammaaridn't have frozen

like this," he muttered, and Susan sighed agaimne Hecame! The

same old story of recriminations. Anything but thal reason the car
had defaulted.

Suddenly, the swing doors of the apartment buildipgned again,
and a tall figure emerged, dressed in a thick tllaced overcoat. It
was Dominic Halstad, and Susan groaned inwardlys Tvould
really settle things. David hated seeming at advigatage.

Dominic merely nodded to them and walked across tkark-green
Mercedes saloon that was parked just ahead of them.



David straightened up and looked at Susan. 'Slaak lhim if he will
give you a lift?' he asked abruptly.

'‘No, of course not. I'll wait and go with you. Wejét away soon.’

' David looked relieved. 'I'm sorry | bellowed abwy' he said
awkwardly. 'I'm a bad-tempered cuss.’

'‘Don't be silly,’ said Susan, smiling. 'Just hunpyand let's j;et going.'
Dominic Halstad had now opened the boot of his car

and was producing a coil of plastic-covered rope&ivhe brought to
David, saying casually:

‘Would a tow be of any use?'

David lifted his head. 'Why ... yes, it would. Ifisst the battery, |
think. It's a bit flat.

'‘Okay. You fasten your end and I'll fasten mineveGme a blast on
your horn when you start up, right?' 'Right.'

David hastily tied the tope tis car,while Dominic connected the
other end, and nodded briefly at Susan beforengjidfito the driving
seat and starting up.

It only took a couple of hundred yards before Davwhgine fired and
he tooted his horn to tell Dominic Halstad thatdoild continue
under his own power.

The cars halted, the rope was put away and Domamsed his hand
in farewell, before re-entering his car and drivawgay.

'‘Good chap!" remarked David warmly. 'Not many mehis position
would have been so helpful.’



'‘No,' agreed Susan. 'He didn't waste any time fithe

David nodded, and putting the car into gear th@yelion to Susan's
flat.

After arranging to spend the following day with DivSusan left
him to enter the flat, which seemed very lonelyigaty knowing that
Delia would not be returning.

She made herself a cup of cocoa, and carriedattid bedroom to
drink while she undressed” But once in bed sleepfamfrom soon

in coming. Her thoughts were too chaotic to allosv Any peaceful

rest, and restlessly she switched on the lightragad reached for a
half-finished novel she was reading.

As she read the words, however, they meant littleer. She found
her mind drifting off at a tangent, and she fourdsklf wondering
again where Dominic Halstad's wife could be. He haidmentioned
her and neither had Amanda.

Amanda had mentioned the life Dominic led as beimguitable for a
child and that could only mean one thing, surely'wias very
puzzling.

Susan felt suddenly angry. It was not like herrduige in idle
speculation about anybody, least of all a man whaddcnot possibly
be of any importance in her life.



CHAPTER THREE

THE following week passed uneventfully until Fridayellad had
arrived back from Bristol full of excitement. Alarparents had been
dears, and had made her feel completely at home.

'I'm sure everything is going to turn out right ;' she exclaimed on
Monday morning while they were having their bregkféAlan was
marvellous to me and | really felt as though hisepgs liked me.'

‘And why shouldn't they?' demanded Susan. 'Youlrerq likeable
person.’

Delia sighed. 'Yes, but | mean, really liked me.uMaow ... as a
daughter-in-law. I'm sure Alan is going to ask mernarry him. Oh,
Susan, wouldn't it be divine?"

Susan herself felt rather envious. If only Davidtsther had been like
that, warm and welcoming. But she was glad for®&kake as Delia
always seemed afraid that people would not like her

When she arrived at the apartment on Friday mormmganda was
not seated at her desk as usual. She always didohespondence
first thing in the morning, and Susan was surprised

''ve arrived,’ she called, before walking over @&oradiator and
warming her cold fingers.

She had not done much typing this week, apart fAamanda's
letters, as Amanda had not yet begun a new nowkltlagre was
nothing else for her to do. They had spent most@iveek driving in
Amanda's car, sometimes with Susan at the wheelsangtimes
with Sarah's husband, Bill, driving them. Bill hadegular job but
acted as chauffeur for Amanda when she required him



Amanda appeared just then from her bedroom and 'statlo, dear.
I'm glad you're early. We've got a lot to do. Némw would you like
a trip to Paris?'

'‘Paris?' echoed Susan blankly.
‘Yes, darling. Both of us, of course.'
'‘But when?' Susan was puzzled.

'‘Well, darling, we'll fly out this afternoon, spetite weekend in Paris
and return home on Monday.'

Susan was still uncomprehending, and Amanda snied. know |
had dinner with Dominic and Jon last night, doowy

'Yes.' Amanda had had dinner at Dominic Halstgabstenent here in
town. Apparently he had a penthouse which he useshever he was
in London. Although he had intended bringing Janldach one day,
he had not found the time, and consequently haraigdd Amanda

to have dinner with them instead. Susan had bebkarrdisappointed
as she had been looking forward to meeting Jon, tanseeing

Dominic Halstad again, although she did not liketinit the latter
was true.

'‘Well," continued Amanda, 'Jon is flying out to laignt's today, to
spend a week or so with her. Fay, Dom's sistenaigied to a French
count. They have a chateau near Fontainebleaualdr@lgh Jon is
guite capable of conducting himself there, Domthdse very careful
that he's properly chaperoned.’

Why?"

'‘Well, occasionally there've been threats of kigmag and so on, and
a man as powerful as Dominic is bound to have eegndgon't you
agree?'



'‘But he has no bodyguard.’

'‘No, | know. But that's not to say he shouldn'tdhadt any rate, Dom
Is rather a different kettle of fish. We're onlyncerned with Jon here.
Well, what do you think?'

Susan sighed. 'l don't know what to think.'
'‘Why? Don't you find the prospect of a trip to Fearstimulating?'

'Of course, | do. It's just... well ... it is theegkend, isn't it? And
David is bound to expect me to spend my free tintk im. | know
he usually works on Saturdays, but there's allSlayday —'

Amanda shrugged impatiently. 'lt's only one dayse®u Anyway,
think it over for a few minutes while | go and hé&arah with my
packing, and you can let me know your decision wheturn.' She
felt the coffee percolator on a nearby table andicoed, 'The coffee
is lovely and hot. Help yourself. | won't be long.’

Susan poured a cup of coffee, and sank weakly dowto a low
chair. Here was her opportunity to get to know DaimiHalstad's
son, at least. The prospect was exciting, andedhkdr pulse leaping
at the thoughts that invaded her head. It wasoalltéempting and
Amanda was well aware of it.

Susan bit her lip hard. But what about David? Tiuhp, he would
only have one day to fill in, and anyway, last Sapntdad been spent
mainly in Medlar Grove and she could not face aeottay there in a
hurry.

His mother had found fault with everything she lthohe; and as
David spent most of the day working in the minwaedgn at the back
of the old house, she had not seen much of hinelysbhe would not

mind if she went away, just this once, when he sekto find plenty

with which to fill time.



When Amanda returned, Susan said, 'l'd like to cdduéwhat about
reservations and things?'

Amanda smiled. 'They're already made. Dominic ayednit all last
night.’

‘You were sure I'd agree," murmured Susan dryly.

‘Well ... yes, darling. After all, if you don't séee world while you

have the chance, once you're married to David youn'tvget a great
deal of time. | can see that young man tying yoardwith an armful

of children and then taking himself off to enjofeliHis type always
do. He's very possessive, you know, and that wégaat you aren't
free to go wandering off if. the fancy should taia:.’

'‘Amanda, you're incorrigible!" exclaimed Susan lesgly, although

she wondered if there was something in what Amaadh David did

tend to dwell often on the prospects of a famihyd although Susan
wanted children, too, she did not want to stagrailly straight away.

'‘Anyway," she went on, ‘why isn't his father trdimgl with him?"

'‘Oh, Dom isn't keen on acting as nursemaid.’
‘To a fifteen-year-old? Good heavens, he doesnt aegrirsemaid!’
'l know, but Dom has his work, too, you know.'

'‘Excuses, excuses,' said Susan, sighing. 'lIt seemme your friend
doesn't take his duties as a father seriously.'

Amanda shrugged. 'l wouldn't say that, Susan. Dmnaind Jon are
great friends. It's simply that Dom can't be bothewith the little
things, the trivialities which some men enjoy. Wheau know him
better you'll realize that for yourself.'



'I'm not likely to know him better,' remarked Susand sipped her
coffee speculatively.

‘Well, you'd better contact that young man and wam that you
won't be available until Monday evening,' said Adl@nchanging the
subject firmly.

'‘Dear me, | suppose | better had,' Susan grimadedioesn't like me
to ring him at work.'

'‘Why, for heaven's sake? He's a partner in the fsnit he?'

'Yes, but he likes to keep his working life separ@abm his private
life. He says | disturb his concentration when be'sy.’

Amanda raised her eyes heavenward and then tuwead &Vell, get
it over with. There isn't a lot of time and yoln#lve to go home again
and pack a suitcase. You'll need a change of dadhd an evening
dress of some sort.'

'‘Why an evening dress? Are we going somewhererticpkar?'

'‘We're flying out today, and spending tonight ang's apartment in
Paris. Then, in the morning, we'll drive down tantenebleau with
Jon. We're spending the night there and returmri®Rpris on Sunday.
We- might do a little sightseeing in Paris, stay @&ynnight at the
apartment again, and return home on Monday.'

'‘Oh! But | can't stay at this chateau. | mean,n'tknow these people
at all really, except through you. They won't bpenting me.'

'Yes, they will. Dom phoned Fay while | was thastlevening. And
he told her that you would probably be accompanyirgg and then
afterwards | spoke to Fay myself and she was mo#tusiastic.

You'll like Fay. She's only thirty-four. She wasmmad when she was



seventeen, and has three lovely children. Her mdskibe Count, is a
darling.'

Susan felt completely out of her depth. Going tasHar a weekend
was one thing; staying in a French chateau witGoant and his
family was quite another. She would not know wiatialk about.

'Oh, really, Amanda, | think I'm going to back acoft this," she
murmured self-consciously. 'l thought we were faking this boy to
Paris. | didn't imagine we were going to stay wih. Halstad's
sister.'

'l know you didn't. But what does that matter? Ae bkaid, you'll like
Fay. She's not at all snobbish, if that's whatrgoafraid of. And the
children are terrors. Quite ordinary and all that.'

'‘But a count ..." said Susan helplessly. 'l wouldnow how to
address him.'

'‘Knowing Raoul, | should imagine he'll suggest yali him by his
Christian name,' returned Amanda smoothly. 'Now €@ong, get
that phone call made, and then get along homedor things.'

Susan felt she was being swept along on a strdeghat would, not
allow her to get away, and, unable to resist thgtation, she lifted
the telephone. She thought, dryly, that Amandagratiably known

about this trip earlier in the week, but had nad saything because
she knew that, given time to think about it, Susamld certainly

have refused, or allowed David to change her momdhér.

To her relief, David did not sound irritable whea answered the
telephone and she said, tentatively: 'Darling, alo mind terribly if |
go away with Amanda this weekend?'

David's good humour vanished, and he sounded adn&ieay?
Where to?'



'‘Paris. Amanda has to - deliver something to Pand,has decided to
go herself and spend the weekend there. She wante o — in
case - in case she has any time for working.'

‘That sounds rather fishy,' remarked David coldNpw why are you
really going?'

Susan sighed. 'Oh, really, David, don't you beliew&? It's true.
Amanda is taking some - one - to Paris.’

'‘Not somehing.’
‘No. Jon Halstad.' Susan sounded a. little weary.
'l thought as much. And is Dominic Halstad goingZo

'Of course not. Just Amanda and me and this boy.da@ting, you
know last weekend you didn't have much time for @auldn't you
agree for once that I'll have a much more excitingge there than
spending the whole of Sunday with your mother?'

David snorted. 'My mother! | thought she would lbeught into this.

Just why did you ring me, Susan? Your mind is alygaade up, isn't
it? You've decided to go and you're only lettingkmeow, notasking

me'

Susan clenched her fists. David was right, of caughie had decided
to go and she was merely going through the formallly asking him
for permission. She was being selfish, too, shepesgd, but it
sounded such a wonderful experience and spring ans Rvas
supposed to be quite something.

Aware that David was speaking again, she broughthtoeights back
to the present.

"... and when may | expect to see you again? MdHday



'Of course. We'll be back Monday morning. I'll b#eato tell you all
about it on Monday night.’

‘Very well. But don't make a habit of it.'

Feeling like a prisoner who has been let out dhjaia weekend pass,
Susan couldn't keep the excitement out of her yaisshe said:

‘Thank you, darling. I'll be good.’

David grunted something in reply and rang off, &u$an replaced
her receiver meticulously.

'That's settled, then,' said Amanda, and Susamizaware of her at
her elbow.

'Yes, it's settled. But | do feel guilty, Amandaan't help it.'

Amanda shrugged. 'That will wear off,' she saichtiiu 'Now, you

take a taxi back to the flat and collect your tisinty's ten now; be
back soon after eleven and we'll have an earlynefore leaving
for the airport. Bill will take us. By the way, Jos lunching here.
He'll probably be here when you get back.’

‘All right." Susan rose to her feet. ‘My tummy &abk though a rotor
has been installed.’

Amanda grinned. 'Good. Bit of excitement is good tfze juices.
Don't be long.'

Susan packed her suitcase swiftly, then she clintlae# into a taxi
and drove to the store where Delia worked. She geth&o contact
Delia in the canteen and explained the position.

'How heavenly!" gasped Delia. 'A weekend in Frantesounds
marvellous! Just the thing to tone you up. You'gekkd pretty



fed-up at times this week. | was beginning to geteqworried about
you.'

‘Were you now? Well, there's no need. I'm fine.'

‘You-are now. You look as different again. You'vestiahat
bored-expression. What did David say?'

'‘Oh, the usual things. He wasn't very pleased,laiah understand
that. After all, | don't suppose I'd like him to dlging off for a
weekend on the continent without me.'

Delia linked her hands. 'Is this Dominic Halstadhgao be there?'

'‘Good heavens, no! That's the reason we're gadirige Were going
there would be no need for Amanda to take the Wwowyld there?'

‘No. | guess not. Well, have a good time.'

‘Thanks. Actually, I'm a mass of nerves. How do yaudress a
count?'

'‘Don't be silly, you'll be all right. If | know Anmala Blake she'll give
you a marvellous-time. Look at last year when yanino Portugal.
You had a terrific time!’,

Susan nodded slowly, and then glanced' at her wadsh, | must
go. It's after eleven. See you Monday.'

'‘Okay,' Delia smiled, and Susan dashed off to fambther taxi,
feeling recklessly extravagant.

When she entered Amanda's apartment she immedisa@lyJon
Halstad. She would have recognized him anywherev&tevery like
Dominic, with the same dark complexion, and leaodgtmoks. His
hair was curly, and he was dressed in a dark-grey vsith



close-fitting trousers, and a white shirt. He lodlkabout eighteen,
and if she had expected some pale, wan, neglestedger, dressed
In jeans and a sweater, she was much mistakenHdlstad was a
strong, self-possessed young man, and he gave Sudaorough
appraisal as she removed her coat and advancethetoom.

His eyes took in the slim-fitting green suit witketfur collar, and the
nylons-clad legs. Although he was not as tall agdther, he was still
a little taller than Susan and in her high heetsrteyes were on a
level.

‘Jon?' she ventured slowly.

'Yes. You must be Susan.' He smiled. 'My fathet tok you would
be going with us. Tell me, do you know my fathetl@e

Susan flushed. 'Not very, why? Didn't he explaet thm Amanda's
secretary?'

'Oh, yes, he told me that. But | wondered ..Hisegsld away, and
Susan felt mortified. Did he mean what she thobghivas meaning?
Surely not? Oh, God, she thought, what have | {etaifiin for?

She was relieved when Amanda came into the roomlingm
cheerfully. 'Ah, there you are, Susan. Have you Jjoaf'

'‘We've introduced ourselves,' said Susan, swallpwisrd. 'Is there
anything you want me to do?'

'‘No, | don't think so." Amanda shook her head. \Win, are you
looking forward to going to your aunt's?"

Jon shook his head. 'Not particularly. Those kigsaabind.’



Amanda frowned. 'Jeremy is only a year younger tlman' she said.
*You ought to be good friends. And Yvonne is thensage as you,
isn't she?'

'Oh, sure.' Jon shrugged. 'There's nothing to eethhough. Except
go swimming in the lake.’

'‘And what thrills do you indulge in here in towrggked Amanda
dryly. "You're not old enough to go night- clubbipet, or has your
father already initiated you into that art?'

Jon laughed, and Susan found herself laughing Aooanda's
expression was so comical.

'‘No, | don't go to night clubs. Just strip shows.’

Aware that he was teasing her now, Amanda chucldédight, Jon,
I'm sorry. But please, try and enjoy yourself ahtamebleau. Your
aunt tries so hard to please you.'

'l know. Because I'm like Dad. She thinks the warfdhim, you
know, and she hardly ever sees him.’

'‘Hmn. Dominic really does neglect his family, doebe?'
‘All except one member,' replied Jon coldly.

Amanda walked across to the cocktail cabinet. 'h'dthink we'll
discuss your mother here,' she said firmly, andsboangged.

‘Just as you like. It's a great secret, isn't it@ 3keleton in the Halstad
family cupboard—'".

‘That will do, Jon," said Amanda swinging roundwzdn't have you
talking like tKat.'



To Susan's surprise, Jon immediately subsided.sdmy, A.B. It's
just sometimes | get so sick of it all.’

'l know."' Amanda's voice was soothing. 'Now, whatid you like to
drink?'

During lunch, Susan hardly spoke a word. Insteadistened to Jon
and Amanda. In a short while she learned a lot almminic
Halstad, and she wondered why her brain capturedyavord they
said about him, and stored it up as though treagwevery scrap of
knowledge. It was frightening. She felt as thougk svas walking
along a precipice, with every chance of falling otve edge; but into
what?

She learned that Dominic was away a lot and thaeftended one of
the better-known public schools. He was at preattite start of the
Easter vacation. She learned that Dominic owneasladnin the Lake
District, and another in the south of France.

Jon seemed to be brought up mainly in the carewfsats. His old

nanny, Miss Carruthers, commonly known as Ruthieidedd her

time between the London apartment and the Lakdiande and was
there when he came home from school whenever kherfavas

absent. Jon himself had travelled a lot, and hadtgpe last summer
vacation with his father in the United States. Domihad taken a
house at Newport, Long Island, and they had hadmetious time,

swimming and water-skiing and sailing.

Susan mused that although Dominic did not devddeat his time to
his son, such time as he did devote was well spaohthey obviously
got along very well together. They hid a rapporticihwas not
always evident with parents and children who weoatiaually

together and she found her earlier remarks noé qustified.



It was difficult to imagine life without the contmal worry about
money. To have an unlimited income certainly chang@ngs

considerably, and Jon talked of learning to flylanp in the same
way as most boys dream of learning to ride a mbiie-or drive a
car.

He had everything money could buy. Horses; a sgyadht on the
lake near their home at Hawksmere; a movie-caméta,which he
made colour films in his spare time; fishing equgmin and
skin-diving equipment (he told Susan that he asddther had spent
Christmas in the West Indies and he had learnekitedive while
they were there), Susan lost count of the thingsaaeseen and done.
Yet when he spoke about them it was without anyetraf
boastfulness. On the contrary, he treated it ak imanner which
Susan recognized as being very blase, and she vezhadat soft of
a life he would have when at fifteen he had alredmlye most of ~he
things that a person waited a lifetime to achi®erhaps it was not so
great after all to be affluent. How boring thingsuld seem to Jon in
a few years' time unless he changed drasticallyvbdlader the young
men of his set tended to gdf the rails a little. They were constantly
craving some new thrill with which to banish thiearedom.

After lunch they drove out to the airport. It wasbaght, sunny

afternoon with just a touch of frost in the air.s8n was wearing a
scarlet anorak over her suit and looked young apeaing. Jon, in

his short overcoat, looked almost as old as sheaddl Amanda

remarked that they neither of them looked what tayally were.

Susan was seated beside Jon in the aircraft, asdanaanted to
have a nap during the trip and, although she didikethe idea, as
the journey progressed Susan found she was enjogirsglf.

After his initial treatment of her she had expedaegkeriod of verbal
sparring, but instead, Jon set himself out to kemoing to her and
she responded to his mood.



He told her about his life at public school, healie®d the house at
Hawksmere, standing as it did at the head of tke, la small jetty
providing access to the water.

‘The scenery is magnificent,’ he said enthusiditicve been all

over the world, but I love the Lake District. Nbat a warmer climate
Isn't more pleasant, of course, but for sheer scemoyment | .like

our home.'

'It sounds wonderful,' said Susan, sighing. 'l'eear been to the Lake
District.'

'‘Haven't you?' Jon sounded as though he was astidutAlB. has
been there. She wrote one of her earlier booksaatkdmere. Dad
was away at the time and | Was on holiday from psepool. We had
a grand time. She's a good sport, A.B.!"

‘Don't you wish you could travel with your fathdirthe time?' asked
Susan. 'l mean, if your father spends a lot of fimt@e United States,
couldn't you go to school there?'

Jon shrugged. 'Apparently not. At any rate, Dadigoseour schooling
system. | attend the same school he used to adeadd,expect I'll go
on to Cambridge as he did.'

'Oh,' Susan nodded. 'l suppose you miss him a lot?'

Jon shrugged again. 'Not in term time. During tokdays | usually
see him, anyway, wherever he might be. I've speafiddys in
practically every major country in the world.' Heighed. 'Except the
really cold countries, of course.’

Susan was tempted to ask whether he spent anyitméis mother
and then restrained herself. She must not alloveingosity to get the
better of her.



. They landed in Paris soon after four o'clock, after the formalities
went outside to where a low-slung continental limo&svas waiting
to take them to Dominic Halstad's apartment. Cleauwftiriven, the
car looked luxurious and faintly exotic, standihgre calmly waiting
for them. Susan smiled to herself. How easy waswith someone
always there to smooth the way for you.

Dominic's penthouse was situated in the Boulevatdetene. A tall
modern block of apartments, standing in exquisatelgns, they quite
took Susan's breath away. She had never beendbesto opulence
before. In the forecourt, statuary and fountainekt@way the
coldness of concrete and steel, and replaced thémseulptured
lines surrounded by flowers and water. The futiridesign of the
building wasblended skilfully into its surrounding, and Susanuild
not wait to see inside.

Swing glass doors gave on to a cool marble-tilécheoe hall. Ahead
of them stood six self-operable lifts and to tlghtiwere the porter's
quarters: a self- contained flat. To the left a sigualicated
'‘Automobiles’ and Amanda explained that the pass$egeto the
underground garages.

It was all highly efficient and very convenient.é€Thft they entered
transported them silently to the penthouse floa thiey stepped out
on to a pile-carpeted corridor. They walked alontyl they reached a
door which had 'Halstad" written on it in little Igdetters and Jon
produced a key with which to open the door.

As they entered, a manservant glided forward teetgteem, and
Susan could only assume he had been forewarndgtiofitnminent
arrival.

An elegant hallway gave into a low, light lound®s walls of which
were covered in hand-painted murals; exquisite fau@bviously
done by a master hand. A pale- green Aubusson chopetd into



every nook and corner of the room, while heavy gresvet curtains
provided a frame for the wide windows. French dagsned on to a
balcony, which overlooked the gardens, and whick laaye enough
to accommodate a swing couch, an occasional tglales topped for
convenience, and several garden loungers. It wasitable sun-trap
and even so late in the afternoon was deliciousignw

'It takes your breath away, doesn't it?' said Arnaastirewdly,
watching Susan.

Susan smiled in a dazed manner. 'Yes. It's mangllBosh, how the
other half live!"

Amanda drew her brows together slightly. 'Don't roesled into
thinking that Dominic came into all this,' she s&fihen he took over
the chair on his father's death,

Halstad was no household name as it is today. blals up the
combine by hi©Own efforts.'

Jon looked mockingly. 'And neglected everythingedis do it,' he
remarked dryly.

‘That's not true, Jon, and you know it." Amandansied angry. "Your
father is entitled to some credit. You've never t@drfor anything in
your life. If your father had been as indolent aarygrandfather, you
would have" found your life immensely different. @mic didn't get
everything he wanted when he was a child. Money nivas
free-running for him as it is for you. Just rememipat. And if you'd
like to tell me that you would have preferred tod& work for what
you needed, don't even attempt it. You're justthettype, Jon. If
you're honest you'll admit that you have a loteahmnkful for.'

"Jon smiled. 'All right, A.B., calm down! Good Iqrdvhat an
advocate for Dad's cause you are, aren't you?'



Amanda chuckled. 'l suppose | am. But | don't tikear you saying
things against your father.'

'I'm not really. Oh, | grumble now and then, bdbh't really mean it.
| know Dad works very hard. | only wish he didrét@way so much.’

Jon stalked off to his bedroom and Susan lookegrised. '"When |
asked him earlier if he missed his father, he $sddidn't,) she
exclaimed.

Amanda nodded. 'You have to get to know Jon bgfowecan tell. He
can talk a lot, and he seems pretty self- reliauthie is only fifteen,
you know, when all's said and done, and howeveackeyou have to
remember that. Take what he says to you with ahpofcsalt. He
likes*to think he knows all the answers, but hesiig

Amanda seated herself on the swing couch on tlwealand said:

'‘Dominic prefers to stay at the apartment whenihé®arish He's not
too keen on hotels.'

Susan stretched wide her hands. 'After all tmsnbt surprised.' She
lit a cigarette and walked over to the balcony, daibking down on
the tranquillity of the gardens, very different fiothe busy
thoroughfare it joined. 'Do you think Mr. Halstadeds to spend so
much time out of England? | mean, surely a mangipbsition could
delegate much of the work.'

‘True. I've wondered that myself. But Dom doeamioeirage anyone
to talk about his occupation. And it's a long tisnece I've seen him,
too. Perhaps he has other commitments.'

'Such as what?'

‘That's what we would all like to know," remarketh Jas he emerged
from the bedroom and came to join them, smilingicaically.



CHAPTER FOUR

THE room Susan slept in had a white carpet. When hes teet
encountered its woolly pile the following morniniggr toes curled
appreciatively. She smiled to herself, remembetiag when she was
young she used to long for a room with a white earpn the
orphanage she had occupied a bed in one of theitdoes, sharing
the room with five other girls, and the image qirevate bedroom all
to herself had been just a dream.

And now, in this luxurious apartment, all her witdelreams were
being realized, for not only had her bedroom a &vhdrpet, but the
bathroom adjoining it was the utmost in elegantigfeswith real
silver bathtaps and a circular bath surrounded iosors.

She chuckled to herself as she walked throughed#throom now
and turned on the taps in readiness, comparing ithe tiled
convenience she and Delia shared with the othantsrof Maxwell
Close.

Glancing at her watch, she saw it was only sevetylbut used as
she was to rising about this time she had not densd lazing in bed.
Besides, it was all so new and exciting, she coatgossibly contain
herself a moment longer. The bed had been wondiecinfortable;

she had never slept between real silk sheets bédfavas wonderful,
too, to walk around in her dressing-gown withowdlifeg the cold,

such was the warmth of the heating system.

The previous evening, she and Amanda had spent@ecof hours
after dinner walking through the Paris streets, alndady she had
seen the Eiffel .Tower and the Arc de Triomphe. Jad not
accompanied them. He had seated himself in frotiteofelevision in
the lounge and would not be moved. He scoffedeit #mthusiastic
appraisal of everything, and merely looked bore@mwBusan asked
him whether he had been to the Louvre and NotredDam



'You forget," Amanda had said to her, while theyengrinking coffee
outside a gay bistro in the Rue de la Madeleirn Has travelled
since he was very small. He saw all these touttigtciions years ago,
and although today he might appreciate them moes hot
sufficiently interested to make the effort to fiodt.'

Susan sighed now, and slipping out of her nightgosine stepped
into the porcelain depths of the bath.

She was drying herself when the door of her bedropemed and she
heard footsteps cross the room to the bathroom aadthere was a
tentative knock.

' Mademoiselle?'

'Yes.' Susan wrapped the towel closely round Wdnat is it?'

'l ‘ave brought your breakfashademoiselleyeplied the voice, and
Susan recognized die maid who had served dinnerpitexious

evening.

"Thank you,' she said quickly.*Could you leaveoit the table,
please?’

'Of courseMerci bien.'

Susan heard the girl withdraw and close the bedrdoor, and
pulling on a white towelling bathrobe she had folmathging on the
bathroom door she entered her bedroom again.

On a tray, a jug of coffee simmered merrily abogenall burner, and
beneath a warming plate she found hot rolls to hetie a dish of
yellow butter.

It all looked very inviting, and not waiting to i Susan sat down
on the bed and began her breakfast. The coffeesivang and



aromatic, and thoroughly continental in flavoureSbund it quite
delicious and drank several cups.

Afterwards, she walked over to the french doorscwlipened on to
her own balcony and, opening them, stood breatimrtge scented
air. The bevy of flowers in the gardens below pded a perfume-all
their own, while the sights and sounds of Parissweemuted roar in
the background that sent shivers of excitement ngb @down her
spine. Not for anything would she have wished Herse be
anywhere but where she was at that moment.

Realizing suddenly that she was wearing nothingthetbathrobe,
she turned hastily and closing the french doorgléedo get dressed.
As she loosened the belt of the robe she wondehedwt belonged
to, and for the first time became aware that it wagh too big to
belong to a woman. It could only belong to DomiH®&lstad, and for
a moment she felt a strange dizziness assail héh Wluctant
fingers she threw the garment on the bed and twrawiftly she
began to get dressed.

Her fingers were trembling a little, and she haddocentrate hard on
what she was doing to prevent herself

thinking thoughts which were wild and uncontroll&he had got to
stop thinking of the man in this way. It was puradmess, and
forgetting her feelings of a moment ago she begashimg
desperately that she had never come at all.

In addition to which she felt a certain amount réfptdation at the

prospect of the coming thirty-six hours or so, vihieere to be spent
at the Chateau des Etoiles. It wasvalty well for Amanda. She had
known, the Halstads since they were children. Sugas a very

insignificant person when all was said and done, &as just not

used to this kind of thing.



Dressed in a jersey shift of a greenish-grey colioer hair caught up
in a knot on top of her head, she emerged fronbedroom to find
the lounge deserted. The maid was in the procegaafuming the
dining area and smiled encouragingly at her, asighcaware of
Susan's subdued attitude.

'‘Where is Miss Blake?' asked Susan, smiling inrnetis she up yet?'
'‘Non, mademoiselleé/ou are the first.’

‘Thank you.' Susan walked across to the wide wirsgavhich were

closed now, and studied the magnificent view thmm afforded of

the whole of Paris. It really was amazing how fae @ould see, the
slender ribbon of the Seine dividing the two haletthe city.

The maid finished her work and left the room, and&h lit a
cigarette and wandered over to the well-filled b@sde which ran
along one wall. There was a varied miscellany obkso from
classical novels to the latest spy dramas. Sudamhad always been
taught that you could tell a person's charactenfitoe kind of books
they read, found that it was utterly impossiblejudge Dominic
Halstad by his books. There was such a varied tsateihat it could
not be done.

Lifting out a copy ofThe Count of Monte Cristmne of her own

favourites, Susan seated herself on a low armelngibegan to read.
She was soon lost in the world of Edmond Danted,séawrted when

suddenly the telephone beside her began ringing.

Automatically, she picked up the receiver, not imgifor the maid to
come and answer it, and not considering for a momén it might
be. After giving the apartment number, she saithd\g that, please?’

The operator answered and asked her to hold teeabnthey had a
call for her from England. Immediately, Susan Vfed#tak. There was
surely only one person who could be ringing thesmfiEngland, and



she wished she had allowed the maid to come armdthakcall, for it
would not be for her and she would then not havetbapeak to him.

His deep attractive voice came as no shock asitiéazaly:

'Is that you, A.B.?'

Susan swallowed hard. 'No, Mr. Halstad, it's masah Stacey.'
'‘Oh, is it? Good morning, Susan. You're up brigit aarly.’
'‘Not really," she replied, dryly. 'lt's eight-thiftyou know.'

'Soit is." He sounded amused. 'l wanted to speak.B Before she
leaves for Fay's. Is she there?'

‘She's not up yet, I'm afraid. Shall | ask hertcetit on the extension,
or can | take a message?'

'l think | can just about make do with you,' heuraed. mockingly,

and Susan flushed angrily, wishing she could corteo emotions
more fully. It was awful that this, man should li#eato disturb her
so. Aware that he was speaking again, she listengdg to forget

who was on the other end of the line, but all sh@lct see were his
lazy eyes and his attractive voice filled her héadst give A.B. a
message, will you? Tell her to ask

Fay to be in Paris next weekend. | want to seeStez'll understand.’

Susan bit her hp. 'Couldn't you have rung youresiand told her
personally?' she asked, before she could prevesgli&om voicing
the question.

Dominic chuckled. 'l don't really know why | shouékplain my
actions to you,' he remarked dryly, filling Susathwnortification at
what she had done. 'But, since I'm sure your mstivere purely



innocent, I'll tell you. You will discover for yoself anyway this
afternoon. The chateau is not connected to thehelee system,
Does that satisfy you?'

Deciding she might just as well be hanged for aeghes a lamb,
Susan replied, 'But | understood that Amanda spmkeur sister on
the telephone a couple of nights ago.'

'So she did. But Fay was at the Paris apartmehaatime. She does
have my permission to use it, you know. And a keg, believe it or
not.'

Susan felt as though her face would never resusneatiural colour
again. 'l see,' she murmured, and Dominic saidyeasi

'Relax. | don't mind you asking. If | had | shoutdmave answered
your question. I'm quite capable of refusing tdyehould | desire to
do so.'

Susan swallowed again. 'Thank you, Mr. Halstad.'
‘That's all rightMiss Stacey.'

He was laughing at her again, and she felt stragngedet.
'Is that all, then?' Her voice was very soft.

'l think so. Are you enjoying yourself?'

‘Yes, thank you.'

'Oh, don't say that as though | were asking yowuf were enjoying
the Sunday school treat. What do you think, of $?ar\re you
looking forward to going to Fontainebleau?'



'l think Paris is wonderful, and as for going taiyaister's - well, |
honestly have no idea how to treat them. Aftersdig is a countess,
isn't she?'

'Yes. And Raoul is a count. So what?"

'It's easy for you to say that,' she replied, agatonished at her own
daring.

‘All right, Susan, I'm sorry if I'm teasing youitlé. But don't worry.
I'm sure both Fay and Raoul will adore you.'

Susan's stomach turned over. What did he mean?

‘And now | must go. | have a lot of work to getahgh today,' he said
smoothly. 'Good-bye for the present.’

'‘Good-bye, Mr. Halstad.' Susan reluctantly replauedreceiver. She
had not wanted to stop talking to him. Not one tittie bit!

She was idly staring into space, the novel operh@nlap, when
Amanda emerged from her bedroom in a long woolle
dressing-gown. Brought abruptly back to earth by afda's
entrance, Susan felt, and looked, rather guiltg,l@r employer eyed
her wryly.

'‘Well, well. What illicit thoughts were you enjogf' she asked, and
Susan's face reddened anew.

'l don't know what you mean," she exclaimed, arah tehrugged.
‘There's been a telephone calf from Mr. Halstad.'

'Dominic? What did he want?"

'He asked if you would adkis sister to be in Paris next weekend, &
he wants to see her. Don't ask me why. He didp't sa



'l see. And what else did he say?'

‘Nothing much. I'm afraid | always seem to do aag the wrong
things where he's concerned.'

Amanda laughed. 'Don't tell me you were rude to &gain.'
'‘Not exactly, but he does seem to rub me up thagwaay.'

Amanda compressed her lips. 'He certainly seenimave a strong
effect on you, anyway. I'm not altogether sure that's a good thing.'
For once she was serious, and Susan bent her héakamined her
finger-nails with assumed intensity. -

'‘Why? Surely you don't imagine there's anythingoéoconcerned
about.'

Amanda shrugged and reached for a cigarette. 'Slegding, | love
you dearly, but you are rather - well, naive in sorays.'

'‘Naive?' Susan's head shot up. 'Me? Don't be falisl

‘You are, dear, really. And vulnerable, too. Yoa,d@adore Dom, and
I'd never allow anyone to say a word against hsrg genuine person
that is, but I'm not unaware of his propensitywi@mmen, and of the
effect he has on them.'’

Susan clenched her fists. 'But he's a married nfamo. told me
yourself he had a wife.’

'l know. Arid so he has. But - well, theirs is nat@mal marriage and
Dominic is a normal man, with the usual male appsti

'l think that's disgusting.' Susan rose to her.féetion't want to
discuss this any more." She pressed a hand tohtwattand then
turned and walked jerkily across to the window.



'You see what | mean.' Amanda sighed. 'You're yenng and very
naive. And slightly narrow-minded, | think.'

‘Narrow-minded? To think a man should be faithfulhis wife."
Susan swung round. 'That's the last adjective ldvoave applied to
myself. You should ask David. He thinks I'm too dteminded, in
lots of ways.'

Amanda snorted. 'l always said that young man wadig for his
boots. Don't quote him to me, please,’

'‘Why not? He's my fiance, after all. Why shouldisay what I think?
Oh, I wish I'd never come on this stupid trip af al

'Sodo I

Amanda ground her cigarette out in the ashtray, agithst, Susan
realized that she and Amanda were quarrelling Herfirst time in
their association, and over a man who should hasaninlittle or
nothing to either of them.

'‘Oh, Amanda, I'm sorry."' Susan pressed the palrhgrofiands to her
burning cheeks. 'I'm awfully sorry. I'm rude anblesast. Forgive me.'

Amanda herself was contrite, as she came over garSand put an
arm about her shoulders. 'I'm sorry, too, Susanaftaid | allowed

my vivid imagination too much licence at that momdsut you've

always seemed more like a daughter to me and Ighate you to do
anything that you might later regret.’

Susan shook her head helplessly. 'Now what on eanth likely to
do? If you mean Dominic Halstad, | know | do finsnhattractive,
physically, but | would never give up David for hiirlove David. |
presume this is what you're afraid of.'



'l suppose so. But, Susan, I'm very fond of Dothamd | should hate
to find myself at loggerheads with him over yoltheSheld up her
hand as Susan would have interrupted her. 'No,.waknow
Dominic, remember, and | was aware of how he wakihg at you a
few nights ago at the apartment. At the time | tnoknotice of it, but
now, suddenly, he rings the apartment for no reaton, and speaks
to you. To me it sounds—'

'He asked to speak to you, but | told him that yweaue still in bed.’

'If he'd really wanted to speak to me, he couldehaad the call put
through on the extension, he knows that.’

'l know. | suggested it.'
'‘And what was his reply?’
Susan swallowed hard. 'He said it wasn't necessary.

Amanda walked over to the french doors leadindnéoltalcony. 'It's
going to be a wonderful day.'

‘Do | take it the subject is closed?' Susan watdtezd

'For the moment.' Amanda opened the doors and estiepp to the
balcony. 'l don't think | should ever tire of thigw. It's magnificent.’

Susan sank down on to a low chair and lit herseifjarette. She felt
she needed one. Her head was whirling, and herastonfielt

thoroughly disturbed. Amanda's words had frighteimexda little, not
only by their meaning, but by the strange and poasible way her
own body had reacted. To be told a man like Dontifatstad found
you attractive was like drinking a bottle of som#kicating spirit. It

completely floored you, while all the time you wearenscious that
the effect was only temporary and sooner or laberwould have to
wake up.



How foolish she was to feel this way! Any man whaswnarried and
yet still allowed himself to have other women wésnly despicable,
no matter how rich or influential he might be. Tgsnmight be
different for thedolce vitaset, but it was not like that for ordinary
human beings, with jobs to do and homes to run. Hoky she was
to have David, a solid young man with a steady @id no
pretensions to things that were out of reach. StiedpDominic
Halstad's wife, whoever she might be. It must beibie to be
married to a man like that, not knowing where he wawho he was
with. Was that why she was never heard of? Why didenot
accompany him on any occasion?

Amanda came back into the room. 'Cheer up, darditsgnot the end
of the world. Jon will be out shortly, and he vk sure to notice if
you are downcast.'

‘Jon.-Oh, yes. Do you know, yesterday when | arrigadk at the
apartment arfdfound Jon, he asked me whether | knew his fath
very well. At the time | was astounded. Now I'm abéll surprised. It
simply amazes me why | didn't realize sooner. Rdar. Halstad!'

‘Veronica!" Amanda shook her head. 'Yes, | feetystor Veronica,
but not in quite the way you mean.’

'For goodness' sake, stop talking in riddles.' 8gs@tched her arms.
'‘Let's drop it, as you said. I'll be on my guarciagt Dominic the
Dreadful, and you can relax. Right?'

‘All right." Amanda smiled. 'l know you won't letendown.’



CHAPTER FIVE

SusAN enjoyed the drive down to Fontainebleau. It wadseautiful
morning and she soon found the shadows of the ewndyning
dispersing in the blaze of noon. They arrived ie thllage of
Chabriond at eleven-fity and drove between the tevimshed
cottages and up a steep incline towards the ettteofalley.

Long before they reached the Chateau des Etoitesali imposing

turrets could be seen above the surround of tneaking it appear as
some fairy-tale palace with the sun glinting onghe windows, and
adding a sheen of gold to the grey stone masonry.

Susan sat forward in her seat, enthralled by het §ight of the

chateau. It stood at the head of the valley witlhi@nterrupted view
of the countryside spread out around it. As thednearer, and the
trees thinned, Susan could see a small ornameakal in the

foreground

in which swam several graceful swans, adding toilthsion of a
stage backcloth.

The car turned between iron gates, adorned witlctbst of the St.
Lucien family, of which Raoul St. Lucien was nove thead.

'‘Le Chateau des Etoilestemarked Susan softly. 'What a lovel
name. The Castle of Stars.'

Amanda smiled. 'Yes, it is rather nice, isn't it?'

' think it's overdone,' remarked Jon dryly. 'WweeAunt Fay had to
marry a Frenchman, I'll never know.'

Susan raised her eyebrows at him. ‘And why not?'

Jon shrugged. 'l don't hold with all this hand-kigsand bowing."'



Amanda laughed. 'Perhaps when you get a littlerpjaber'll find that
hand-kissing and bowing get you a little fartherttiHi, folks!"' she
replied smoothly. 'I'm convinced a woman must feele feminine
when she's treated with grace and charm, in placaswality -'

Susan giggled helplessly now. 'Oh, honestly, Amahd®n't think
there is such a word as "casuality”. It soundsmoch like casualty.'

‘Which is what you will be, if you talk to me likihat," returned
Amanda, chuckling herself.

The chauffeur brought the car to a halt beforestmalow flight of
steps which led up to the solid oak front door, eltidhed by heavy
black hinges and a lion's head knocker.

‘Well, my dears, we've arrived!

Amanda stepped out of the car without waiting fog thauffeur to
assist her and looked up at the imposing facadeeo$mall castle. It
really was remarkably well preserved, and Susappatg out beside
her, found her earlier nervousness vanishing iméve-found delight
of discovery.

'It's marvellous," she exclaimed. 'Amanda, | amdglaearned |
wouldn't have missed this for the world!'

The massive door was opened just then and two ypaapgle came
jumping down the steps to greet them. Although Birsal been told
that they were practically the same age as Jorcahd see why he
felt superior to them. Jeremy at fourteen was &afschoolboy in
shorts and a tee-shirt, his hair cut long withiagke. Yvonne, a year
older at fifteen, was smaller than her brotherlaad her hair in plaits
and wore shorts" and a tee-shirt like her brotGempared to them,
Jon seemed much older and quite sophisticated.

‘Auntie Amanda! How wonderful to see you!



The two children's attention was held wholly by Arda, and* Susan
glanced at Jon, wondering how he felt to be ignadikexithis. For a
moment she surprised a look, a little like envyJon's face, and then
it was gone, and he assumed a bored expressiathafAmoment,
Susan realized what was wrong with Jon. He had beated as an
adult too soon. He had missed those years betwegmobd and
manhood and had been expected to switch from bajngoy to
maturity without any of the special years in betwe/ithout the
understanding of a mother, such things were diffituachieve and
Susan found her thoughts turning yet again to thesteny of
Veronica Halstad. Whycouldn't she bring up her own son’
Apparently this 'Ruthie' person was too old to izeajust what Jon
was missing. And Jon himself felt out of place hdigese children
would not be able to communicate with him and tgirono fault of
his own he was becoming an introvert, or so it sgkto Susan. No
boy of fifteen should be expected to dress and lke&t an
eighteen-year-old all the time. It just was not ttealHe needed to be
changed out of those clothes he was wearing saltasunto jeans
and tee-shirts, and be allowed to act his own adgegaow up in his
own time.

It was strange how involved she was becoming vhin Halstad
family, Susan thought rather wearily, but in Jooa&se it was
Impossible to ignore such an unconscious appedldipr. Something
had got to be done. But how?

Amanda introduced Susan to Jeremy and Yvonne anfbahd them
quite charming. They spoke perfect English, whiclaswnot

surprising as they both attended English publiostsh Jeremy could
have attended the same school as Jon, but the Gioself had been
educated in England and consequently Jeremy wédms father's old
school, just as Jon went to Dominic's. ,



Amanda explained all this during the course ofadtrctions and
Jeremy half-heartedly greeted his cousin and akkadabout their
journey.

They all mounted the steps to the ornate entrahtieecchateau. A
stiffly attired major-domo in dark-green livery hagpeared, and
seemed to be instructing the chauffeur about upgdge, and feeling
slightly bemused Susan made her entry into theseliat

They entered into a massive hall, oak panelledvatid a polished

timber floor strewn carelessly with thick Bokhatays. Although it

was a warm day, a huge fire burned in the gratggiwddone seemed
big enough to roast an ox, and Yvonne explained #haentral

heating system: was run as well from a furnaceha hasement.
‘Stone "buildings require concentrated heatingetepkthem at living
temperature,' she said, grimacing.

‘Mother is instructing Cook about lunch at the matm@&here's been

rather a panic this morning because Cook and thehoeisekeeper

don't see eye to eye on anything and because shbifainner party

this evening”™ Mother has been trying to keep thacpe She smiled.

'So she asked me to make her apologies and sieetlypu as soon as
she can.' She looked at Sus#buld you like some coffee or would
you both rather be shown to your rooms?’

Jon had disappeared with Jeremy, and Amanda saldyprWell, I'd
prefer to freshen up, | think. How about you, S@san

'l think that would be the best idea,’ agreed Susamling. 'I'm
absolutely dying to see more of this place. Itsfte!’

The staircase was wide but steep, and at the sgapaes led off in all
directions. Here the floors were thickly carpeted #the walls were
hung with hand-made tapestries. Susan felt as thebhg had been
transported back in time and said so.



It is nice, isn't it?' Yvonne was obviously praafcther unusual home.
'‘Daddy inherited it from Grandfather about ten gesgo. Before that
we spent some time in Paris, but this is load®hatye couldn't have
animals at the apartment and it was ghastly. Hertly Jeremy and |
have two dogs each, and then, of course, ther¢harborses. We
have quite a stable.' She looked at Susan. 'Daigle@

Susan shook her head. 'I'm afraid not.'

'You must learn. Perhaps Daddy would teach yous Bevonderful
rider, isn't he, Auntie Amanda?"

'‘Wonderful," agreed Amanda, smiling. 'But I'm adr&usan and | are
only here until tomorrow, so she'll hardly havedirto learn, will
she?'

'Oh, that's a pity. Why don't you stay longer?dume Mummy would
adore to have you. She loves company. We're satézbhere, really.’

Amanda patted Yvonne's shoulder gently. 'l domrtktlyou ought to
issue invitations in such a fashion, young ladyg semarked dryly.
‘Particularly as you've just told us your mothehawing difficulties
with the staff.’

Yvonne giggled. 'Perhaps not, but never mind.'

'‘Anyway, who's making up the dinner party this engf' asked
Amanda suddenly. 'l hope your mother hasn't gonea tiot of
unnecessary trouble just for us.’

'‘Oh, don't be silly. You know Mummy adores arraggidinner
parties. Anyway, it's only a small affair. Aparbin Miss Stacey and
yourself, and the family of course, there are dalipe about thirteen
others.'



'‘Making twenty in all,' said Amanda, sighing. 'Rega¥vonne, your
mother is the very limit.'

Susan clasped her fingers tightly round the stfdpeo handbag. A
dinner party of twenty wassamallaffair. Just what was considered :
large affair? And how on earth would she managmtwerse if they
were French?

The rooms Susan and Amanda were to occupy weresepigrated
by a bathroom, which they were to .share. The rodmotgh alike,
were high and narrow with slender windows overlagkihe sweep
of "the valley, with the river curving lazily dowts centre. Although
they were on the first floor they seemed terriblghhand Susan
wondered whether it was possible to walk in thetlé&siented
surround that , curved round the turrets.

After a swift wash, and a renewal of her make-usa® descended
the stairs again to be met at the bottom by Jam®way up.

'‘Well, princess,' he said mockingly, ‘have you exgdl your ivory
tower?'

'‘Don't be sardonic. It doesn't suit you,' retoi®esan easily. 'l think
this is a wonderful place, and you'll not make harge my mind.’

'‘Bravo! Bravo!'

Susan felt the ready colour rush to her cheeksalbraan crossed the
hall towards them.

Jon . gave Susan an amused glance and then szatk,'d@llow me to
present Miss Susan Stacey, A.B.'s secretary. Stisams the Comte
de St. Lucien.'

He ended his words with a flourish and Susan faebb&rassed and
restrained.



'l trust you will ignore the deplorable mannersrof

young nephewmademoisell¢ said Raoul St. Lucien charmingly. 'l
can assure you he is at pains to appear sophesticatman of the
world. Me, | prefer children to be children, untiis time for them to
grow up.’'

'Oh, | agree,' said Susan fervently, and alloweddbmte to take her
hand and raise it almost to his lips. Jon lookedtorcally, and then
turned and ran swiftly up the flight of stairs.

'So! You like my castle, Miss Stacey?' The Comteased her hand
and cupping her elbow led her across the wide &madl into a
charming lounge the windows of which had been wademand
enlarged to encompass a delightful view of the laké the swans,
the larches and pines forming a dark background.

'Please call me Susan. And yes, | think it's a woiod*>lace, and
yet it's really a home.'

‘Thank- you ... Susan. And you must call me RaBldase—' as
Susan would have protested. 'l insist. These daytdean France
means little, and it is well that it should be adter all, J am but a
farmer. | have a vineyard, and | grow root cropsai\else could |
be? My family have been farmers for generations.’

'‘But you used to live in Paris." Susan could haiteri  out her
tongue. One of these days it would get her intmasitrouble. What
business was it of hers what the Count did in Paris

‘Yes. | attended an agricultural college for a tiraed then later |
divided my time equally between here and Paris. Buwiles was
always my home.'

'l see. | ask too many questions. I'm sorry.".



'‘Nonsense. How else are we to learn, except byhgskuestions? |
encourage my children to be inquisitive. It is agdault.’

'‘But | am hardly a child,’ Susan smiled.

'Indeed you are not. And | am neglecting my duaes host. What
would you like to drink??

When Amanda joined them, they wore drinking Mastirand
discussing the merits of different wines as thotiggy were old
friends. Indeed, Susan felt that she had madeidriThe Count was
so relaxed and so easy to talk to that she had fuigotten he was
indeed a count. With him there was no awarenes$iseo$exes; they
were simply two people who found things of mutudérest to talk
about.

Fay St. Lucien was the complete antithesis of adla®'s imaginings.
Knowing Dominic Halstad and his dominant characsére found
Fay vastly different. She was small, and slendedl,\@as fair, much
to Susan's- amazement. She was friendly and unasguamd had a
merry tinkling laugh. She obviously adored her lsmmde husband,
and he felt the same about her. Their completey unieverything
made Susan doubly conscious of Jon, and of howrdift he must
feel to them. Jeremy and Yvonne were warm and seturthe
knowledge of their parents' love for them and facheother and Jon
must feel very much the interloper. It made hemganpo, that Jon
should have had to sacrifice so much for his fahsglfishness, for
what else could it be?

Lunch was served in the small but comfortable djnimoom
adjoining the lounge, and afterwards Amanda dedl#rat she was
going to rest on her bed.



Jeremy and Yvonne invited Jon to go riding withnthend after the
Count had departed about his estate duties, Sasad herself alone
with Fay.

'‘Come along,' said Fay, smiling, 'let's go back the lounge. We can
take the coffee-pot and have a cigarette in peace.’

It was very pleasant, sitting smoking and drinkeagfee and Susan
relaxed.

'Did Amanda give you the message from your broth&m@ asked
suddenly.

‘From Dom? No. What message?'

Susan relayed the message and Fay nodded, hessiwpreuddenly
very solemn.

‘Thank you, Susan,' she said. 'l wonder what'sggomnow.'
Susan remained silent, determined to guard herlgiyeutongue.
‘Tell me,' said Fay suddenly, 'do you know- aboutovieca?’

Susan went scarlet. 'No. I'm afraid | know verylditabout your
brother or his wife. I've only met him once.".

‘And what did you think of him?’

Susan shrugged. 'l don't know. He seems a very rdomi
personality.’

‘Yes, he is. Which is just as well in the circumsts.. Poor Dom.
He's had a hell of a life!"



Susan stubbed out her cigarette. She did not knbat to say. She
wanted to stop Fay from talking about her brotleehér. She was
thinking about him far too much already and Faysficlences
should not be for her ears.

‘You have an amazing view of the valley from thdrioem windows,'
remarked Susan, for something to say. 'l must s&yriever had-
such an exciting experience' as this trip.'

Fay looked at her shrewdly. ‘Are you not, thenenested in my
brother?' she asked bluntly.

Susan sighed, and looked down at her toes. Thellosked up at
Fay, honestly. 'Yes,' she said simply, 'I'm intexésn your brother,
but | don't think you ought to discuss his affaiith me.'

'‘Why? Has Jon been warning you of the terrible eskel in the
Halstad family cupboard?’

'‘How did you know?'

Fay laughed, albeit a little sadly. 'Jon likes xaggerate everything,
and | imagine Amanda has been embroidering theamlgsual. I'm
afraid at times her imagination runs away with hean quite believe
you've got to the point where you're almost friglete to hear what it
IS.'

Susan found herself smiling at Fay's words. Likeldtether she had
the knack of hitting the nail on the head immedyate

'l can see from your expression that I'm righty Baniled rather
ruefully. 'It's quite simple really. My sister-iaw is an alcoholic.'

Susan stared at Fay. Her body felt suddenly vetg; cbhis was
something she had never even imagined. For a momabkathad
thought that Veronica might be insane, but that shght be



depraved in any way had never occurred to hendlhdt condone
Dominic's attitude to living, but at least it exjpled his cavalier
treatment of women.

'So now you know.' Fay lay back in her seat and loigarette smoke
Into the air in rings. 'She's in a home for alcat®oht the moment,
recovering from her latest binge." Her voice wasrsil. 'She

became bored, you see, when she found that all omeally

wanted was a home and a family. She'd expectdd afla different
kind. She wanted to move with the playboy crowdngdrom place
to place with them, and doing what they do, whelpriecious little
apart' from debauchery. That would have suited trenigh. She
always liked plenty of men around.'" Fay soundedjudited. 'It's
ironic that now she's degenerated as she has stdrilian Dominic
into the kind of life she always wanted. They spftafter Dominic
became chairman of the company.'

'And will she be cured?

'If she seriously tried she might be, but that's very likely. "She
only submits to treatment because Dominic insist§ after all, Tie
supports her financially. And her succession ofgeas-on.'

'l see. That's why I've never read anything abeut h
'Yes. It's a well-kept secret, and Dominic nevenisl anything.'

Susan shook her head. 'lt's unbelievable! Why shaolyone with
their kind of money and background become boredugmoto
become like that?'

'‘Money can only make you happy so long as the mypwtlhaving it
Is there. Once the novelty wears off, well..." Bayugged.

'l see.' Susan drew hard on her cigarette. 'l thifdtejudged your
brother.'



'Did you? Perhaps he does deserve a little of gensure. He's rather
a cynical man these days, as you can imagine. Edlyewhere
women are concerned. Veronica saw to that.’

'‘Does Veronica live in London, then?'

'‘No. Mostly in the States. The clinic she is atsprd inhabiting is in
New York.'

'Oh! Is that why Mr. Halstad spends so much timehia United
States?'

Fay made a moue with her lips. 'l doubt that haxdpany longer in
the States, than in, say, Hong Kong, for example.’

'Does Jon know about his mother?'

'Oh, yes, he knows. But he never sees her. Shechaserest in him,
and honestly | don't think Dom is keen. You canearsthnd that.

Susan shook her head. 'lt's very sad.'

Fay shrugged. 'Sad? | suppose for Dom and JoVétonica, well ...
who knows? She seems uncaring of whom she hutit®iprocess.’

When the children returned, afternoon tea was geavel then Fay
excused herself, and went to see about the finmhgements for the
dinner party. Susan, left to herself, decided tplae the grounds,
and going out through the French doors leading ftzeriounge on to
the terrace, she descended the steps and walkedrd®vihe
ornamental lake.

It was very peaceful, and she walked along thewathleading
round the lake, enjoying the sounds of the birdsirsg down in the
dusk and the rustling in the undergrowth as thelsmigd creatures
that come out at night made ready for their evégiagtivities.



Already the air was much cooler, here above thieyahnd the tops
of the trees were beginning to move in a gentleezwe Susan
wondered what it would be like in the castle whefalaforce gale

was blowing outside. It must be wonderful to fealesand secure
inside its grey walls with a storm tearing the skyribbons, and
bending the tall pines from their lofty peaks.

She returned to the castle to find Jon alreadysécedor dinner,
lounging in an armchair with an evening paper. A& paper was in
French, Susan said:

‘My, my, you are clever!'

Jon looked up with a grin, and Susan found hensgponding
instinctively. He really was very like his fatheand she felt her
stomach turn over inexplicably. She realized, that for most of the
day thoughts of David and her life at home seenoedptetely out of
touch. She had become so absorbed in other things.

She passed through the lounge and mounted the staer room.
She could hear Amanda in the bathroom, so she redrioer clothes,
slipped on a dressing-gown and went to the wardiolb&ke out the
dress she was to wear that evening. Her suitcabb®dwn unpacked
In her absence and the dress, when she removeiiitifs hanger,
had obviously been pressed in readiness for theediparty. Unused
to such treatment, she smiled wryly. It would bealfg easy to
become addicted to this kind of life, she thougAtdicted!
Addicted! Now why on earth had that word come tadfi That was
something she did not want to think about and she determined to
remove all trace of Dominic Halstad from her thoisgh

The dress she had brought to wear that eveningawasg hostess
gown of oyster-coloured slip jersey, with a highwept collar which

emphasized the slim line of her throat, and loegwts which were
gathered into pleats at the wrists. The skirt wasah and hung in



folds to Susan's ankles. At the time she had botgint a fit of

extravagance, she had wondered whether she woeldhave the
opportunity to wear it, and tonight gave her thegm excuse. David,
who had been shown the gown at the time she braugbme, had
thought it rather uninspiring, and much too pldont tonight, with

her thick hair curving loosely about her shouldersvould look

utterly delightful.

Amanda came to her room, just as she was runnifigah comb
through her hair, and entered with her usual lddkronality.

She halted, taken aback by Susan's appearancsaigndThat dress,
Susan! Wherever did you get it?'

Susan looked startled. "Why? Is something wrong?'

‘Not in the least. It suits you perfectly. | simphps astounded at your
appearance. You look fabulous, my dear.'

Susan chuckled. 'Well, thank you. You don't loolbad yourself.'

Amanda was wearing a heavy silk dress in a darkrgmlour in
deference to the occasion, and Susan wondered evHedly realized
just what an achievement this was, getting Amandabtweeds!

They went down together to find a group of peojle m the lounge,
which had miraculously been enlarged. A pair afisly doors had
been removed to reveal

. another room-, very much like the lounge, andtrexflow from the
lounge now converged here. A bar had materialimeddorner and a
white-clad barman was dispensing drinks to a bdvwaitresses.
Susan was quite alarmed at the sight of so maanpgtr faces, and
Amanda had to urge her forward to where Fay anduRaere
standing talking to some of their guests.



Introductions were made and Susan found herseffpgrey with a
strange assortment of foreign names, some of wégeimed quite
incomprehensible.

Jon appeared at her side, and whispered, 'Whatséitter, honey?
Do you need a friendly hand to hold?’

Susan smiled. 'l must admit, | do find all thistéd intimidating.'

'‘But why? You look charming. And most of these womare
absolutely dying to know who you really are and tWau do. But
don't enlighten them. Let thego onguessing. They'll have you as ¢
fugitive debutante in no time at all.’

Susan burst out laughing, and then blushed asabghter attracted
the attention of almost Everyone in the room. She mlieved when
they went in for dinner and she could absorb herséler food to the
exclusion of everything else. To her relief shenshe had no one
side of her, although the gentleman on her otld® spoke perfect
English and managed to draw her out of herselftla by inquiring
about Amanda's books.

The dinner seemed to last for ages, and Susan foensdlf wishing it
was over. Although it was exciting meeting all tapgople, many of
whom had titles of their “own, she found even ttusld become a
little monotonous in time and she began to reahaéboredom could
be found even here.

Perhaps if their conversation had been other thran gominantly
French she would have enjoyed it more. As it withoagh she
spoke a little French, their swift trait of speakimade it impossible
for her to follow them and she merely had to listed pick up a word
here and there.

Amanda, an eloquent linguist, found no difficultyadl, and even Jon
seemed quite at ease.



She accepted a cigarette from the man on her mayhd, and after it
was lit she lay back in her seat, and began wongexhat would
happen when they rose from the table. Would therddncing? Or
would they play cards? Perhaps both!

Coffee was served in the lounge with liqueurs dredrhen smoked
Havana cigars which smelled delicious.

Jon appeared at her side and said, 'You look dpétee. Has our
illustrious atmosphere begun to pall already?'

Susan shook her head vigorously. 'Of course netjust that I'm a
little out of place here, that's all.’

'‘Don't be silly. Of course you're not. Anyway, terto be dancing
later in the hall for the younger ones. | expee tithers will play
cards.'

‘What do they play? Bridge?'

‘Are you kidding?'Jon laughed. 'No, not bridge. bkaya little
chemmy ... or vingt-et-un or whatever they're pigyin fashionable
circles at the moment.'

'‘Oh!" Susan nodded. 'l must say | do feel a Iitdeve, now.'

Jon grinned. 'You're just a nice girl who's beetaalted into a
society that seems completely alien. You'll getiusat.'

'l doubt that very much.’

Jon went off again, and Susan sipped her coffesiyay. She
wondered whether it would be possible for heritp alvay somehow
and avoid the rest of the entertainment. She déier lonely and out
of place, whatever Consolation Jon might affordl sime would quite
willingly spend the rest of the evening lying orr bbed with a good



book. She had brought a paperback that she wasgeaih her, and
it was quite absorbing. Sufficiently so, at anerab warrant a couple
of hours spent on it.

She rose to her feet and was crossing the hall whenheard the
sound of a car door being slammed and footstepsitadto the front
door. It was opened with deliberation and the mdro ventered
caused Susan to halt in her tracks, while her tagsed to water
beneath her. Dressed tonight in a black astrakbanof thigh length,
open to reveal a dinner jacket and the brillianitertess of his shirt
front, Susan could only stare at him, feeling rddtethe spot.

He closed the door quietly, and walking lazily asdo her said,
‘What's the matter? Are you all right?'

Susan's heated cheeks infuriated her and sherszagily, 'Of course,
I'm fine. | was just startled to see you, Mr. HatktAfter all, you are
the last person | would expect to see here, ayen?’

Dominic Halstad stood, legs apart, his hands thnisthe pockets of
his coat, and Susan thought he epitomized poweirdlugnce and
magnetism. She felt helplessly aware that herrigsltowards him
were becoming somehow absolute, and it was petgfyiDavid, she
said to herself furiously, David! You must think D&vid!

‘And how are you enjoying yourself?'
Susan swallowed hard. 'Why, | -'
'‘Or were you tiptoeing away to your room just no¥gi look guilty.'

But not for those reasons, thought Susan, withyatehical desire to
laugh.



'‘Well, actually, | feel rather out of place,' slenfessed quietly. 'I'm
not at home here. | don't belong. Amanda is differ8he's used to
this kind of society even If she doesn't mix imety often.'

That's nonsense,’ said Dominie Halstad, overridiag attempted
denial. 'Perhaps it's because they're all foreggngon't you speak
French?'

‘A little. Not a lot, though.'

"That must be it, then. But never mind. I'm herezngou can talk to
me.'

'l can't think what we might have to talk abowtorted Susan, with
an attempt at dignity.

'‘Can't you now? Well, that's interesting. We'll @aw find a mutual
interest. How about writing? You must be interestethat, seeing
that you work for an authoress. I'm interested nitimg myself. |
used to be a reporter at one time. A long, longetago, of course.
Probably before you were even born.’

Just then Raoul appeared in the doorway of thegleuHe must have
been informed of his brother-in- law's arrival, foe came walking
across to them, holding out his hand, a welcommieson his face.

‘Dominic! How good it is to see you again. And whaturprise. We
understood from Amanda and Jon that there was astigm of you
coming at this time.'

Dominic looked a little sardonic. 'Yes, but | chadgmy mind. |
decided the break would do me good. How are yoouRa

Feeling an unwanted third again, Susan began fotdwards the
stairs, until Dominic Halstad's voice stopped I&dre had thought he



had simply been trying to cheer her up before Re@gpearance,
and she felt embarrassed when he said: '

‘Come back here, Susan. You can talk to me wtikve something
to eat. | suppose | do warrant a meal, do |, Raoul?

Raoul nodded and said, 'Of course,' but Susan waseahat he was
looking at her a little strangely. Good lord, sheught anxiously,
surely he doesn't imagine that Dominic and |—! 8ureot! She

found she was thinking of him as '‘Dominic' and #re®wledge

frightened her. She was getting out of her deptl, gliding deeper
every moment.

'I'd rather go to my room, thank you,' she saidhffiy but Dominic's
eyes were taunting her now. She had the feelinghtb&knew the
turmoil she was suffering and was deliberately pkivg her.

'‘Don't be silly. It's only nine-thirty. Come on] Bhow you the part of
the chateau the guests never see." ',

. Susan had no choice but to follow him. If she hefdsed it would
have looked as though she was being rude, and len\gbae felt she
could not offend him, if only for Amanda's sake.,@manda, she
silently begged, appear now, and rescue me bdfsteo late.

Raoul had to go back to his guests and Dominic kaiadvas quite
capable of dealing with the cook himself. Susanmditidoubt it. His
manner left no room for complacency.

The cook greeted him like a long-lost relative ahdttered volubly
to him in French, answered just as casually by DamiHe was
seated at the scrubbed wooden kitchen table arebafinfor a king
was produced in a very short time. Cold meats atatls, consommé
and oysters, fresh fruits and wines.



The .cook left them in peace after she had seenDbminic had
everything he wanted and he said, 'Sit down!" teaBias she stood
awkwardly leaning against the dresser that wawisleishining plates
and swinging cups on their hooks.

Sighing, she did as she was bidden, and said &, dbcok, Mr.
Halstad, your brother-in-law has got entirely the ngrompression
from this and | wish you would disillusion him asos as possible.
I'm here as Amanda's companion, not yours.'

Dominic looked up at her grinning, and then fastehis white teeth
on to the tender flesh of a chicken leg. Chewing, dyed her
speculatively, and she wished herself far away.stlidied appraisal
was nothing short of insolent and she said hothor. goodness' sake,
stop it!"

'‘Why? Don't you like men to look at you?'
‘That's not the point. You aren't jugbkingat me. And | don't like it.'

‘All right." His eyes were mocking, as he raisezlia glass goblet of
wine to his lips.

Susan moved uncomfortably. His every action seecadmllated to
disturb her and he was succeeding admirably. Wasdily aware of
what he was doing, or was he simply befriending eflod
countrywoman in another country? The latter seerhaghly
unlikely. Dominic Halstad was not the type of marbe unaware of
his physical appeal.

‘Tell me,' he said suddenly, as he pared a goldanlp 'what do you
think of Jon?"

Glad of the respite, Susan shrugged. 'l like hshe' said simply. '‘But
he's a very lonely child.’



‘Lonely? Is he? | wouldn't have thought so.’
Susan stared at him, staying the ready retortcrate to her tongue.
'In what way is he lonely?’

‘Well, he's too old for. his age. He doesn't knawho act like a child
any more. He's neither an adult nor a child. Atitink he's missing
his youth. You're expecting too much from him.’

'Indeed!" Dominic studied her again. 'And does ywigie experience
of life entitle you to express opinions of this & he asked
sarcastically. 'l mean, being a woman of the waaltj all that jazz

Susan rose to her feet. 'You just love tormentireg adon't you?' she
exclaimed bitterly. 'Well, you aren't going to dany longer. And if
you weren't so engrossed with your own appetiteftm@mht spare a
thought for your son's—'

For a moment there was complete silence in the randall that
could be heard was the ticking of the clock ondiesser and the faint
sounds of music from the hall.

Susan was horrified. What had she done? How hadaskee to speak
to him like that? What must he think of her?

She pressed a hand to her stomach and stood loakimm, waiting
for the bomb to fall.

In silence she watched him rise to his feet ankwalnd the table
towards her, stopping in front of her so that hes wa close their
bodies were almost touching.

'So that's what you think,’ he murmured, his eyaBidnt and
hypnotic in the dull lights. The electricity at tbleateau was run from



their own generator and tonight, with the hall negédo much light,
the kitchens were inclined to be rather gloomy.

'l - 1 -1 suppose | should say I'm sorry,' shedoedlt's nothing to do
with me, after all.'

Dominic's breath fanned her cheek and she wantewwe away, far
away, as far as possible. This was danger,- withp#tal D, and she
dared not consider the consequences.

‘Do you have any idea what would have happeneuyib@e else had
said that to me?' he muttered, his voice husky now.

Susan looked up at him. She had been avoiding daminigut now she
could not stop herself, and he said, with a grahn, God?

Suddenly the kitchen door was opened, and abr@atiginic turned
away from her, to confront Amanda.

Amanda's shrewd gaze took in the picture of gunkittSusan
appeared to be, and she said, rather shortly:

'So here you are, Susan. I've been looking for'you.

'She's quite safe,' remarked Dominic dryly, resgaliimself at the
table without waiting for Amanda to leave. He sednmausually

terse and Amanda felt perturbed. What had beerggmrere? Just
what had she interrupted?

'So | see,' she said. 'Well, Susan, are you corhing?

Susan roused herself from the feeling of inertiactvinad possessed
her a few moments ago.

'Of course, Amanda. I'm sorry, but Mr. Halstad askee to talk to
him while he was having a meal.'



'Indeed. Raoul told me you were here, Dominic. Tatndo we owe
the honour of this appearance? | understand Fapéas trying to
persuade you to come here for months. Without angess, | might
add.’

Dominic lay back in his seat and swung it round'lits back legs to
face Amanda.

'l must say your welcome overwhelms me,' he renthré@olly.
'‘Don't get so het-up, A.B. Your little ewe lamb abme to no harm
at my hands, | can assure you. It seems blatabthoaos that she is
your protegee, as well as your secretary.'

Amanda sighed. 'Dominic, please! | can only asstimatyou've been
drinking, for | don't know what you're talking akiou

'‘Don't you? Well, perhaps it's just as well.' Hig®turned to Susan,
and as she looked at him, she felt herself treacisér wishing that
Amanda had not come in just then. She was surewthatever he
might say, he was by no means indifferent to hdrether it be
wholly physical or otherwise. 'Run along,' he san#indly.

'‘Susan walked swiftly to the door, conscious of éyss following
her. She looked at Amanda, but Amanda was watdboginic, and
she shrugged and moved out of the room.

‘Yes, you go on,' said Amanda suddenly, lookin§ean. 'l want to
have a word with Dominic.'

‘All right," Susan clasped her hands together.réither tired. | think
I'll go to bed.’

Dominic turned his back on both of them and rigmbis feet crossed
to the wide fireplace and, producing a case ofrsigaroceeded to
light one.



‘That's right,' said Amanda, rather absently.séi you later. I'll look
in on my way to bed.'

Susan nodded, and without speaking to Dominic silked quickly
along the corridor towards the hall.

Her thoughts were in a turmoil, and a sinking feglheralded the
depression which she knew must follow. There hamhl@eforbidden
exhilaration in the last few minutes, and now sl&s wealizing the
after-effects.

Meanwhile, Amanda had entered the kitchen and dldlse door.
Dominic turned slowly and saw her, and said:

‘Spare me the lectures, Amanda. | know exactly wbatare going to
say.'

‘Do you, now? Well, then, | won't bother to say it.

'‘No. It won't be necessary.' He poured himself la@mogoblet of the
ruby wine and drank from it thirstily.

Amanda lit herself a cigarette, and then seatedelfeat the table
where he had been sitting.

‘Just why have you come here, then?' she askegtbbru

Dominic shrugged. 'Something came up. | wantece®Fay, if you
must know.'

'And it couldn't wait?'

'l guess it might have waited a couple of days, ®Ayn | forbidden
to come to my sister's house because you are Rete?bells, A.B.,



you're not my keeper. | can't understand you. dusethink you
thought something about me; at least | was sureves® friends.
After this inquisition, it makes me wonder what yeally think!'

Amanda had the grace to look a little disturbeldistvords, and she
said quietly:

'If I'm acting out of character, it's simply thaddn't want Susan hurt,
and you know it. | know in the past few years, yoave been
unscrupulous where women are concerned. With warhgour own
set, it doesn't matter what you do. Most of thera for the thrill of
affairs, both sordid and cheap, and they ask feryhking they get.
Susan is not like that, and | will, not allow herldecome embroiled
with you, no matter what! You're too old for hey,ldegin with, arid
although | detest, that young puppy she's got Hezagaged to, I'd
rather she married him and lived a monotonoudthiée become just
another of your womert !

Dominic bit angrily on his cigar. 'What makes ybink I'm the least
bit interested in your "Susan"?'

‘Well! Aren't you?'

Dominic gave a grim smile. 'All right, | do find hattractive. She's
unusually refreshing. And rather naive as to hem oiharms.'

'You see!' Amanda sighed.

Dominic removed the cigar from his mouth and saitlys 'l do have
some self-control, you know.'

Amanda drew hard on her cigarette. 'Yes. And | tivesy any more
about it.'

'‘Good. | must confess the subject was beginnirgpte me.’



Amanda looked at him shrewdly. 'All the same, Dgoy are used to
getting what you want.'

‘Within reason.' Dominic looked cynical. 'l didekactly make the
grade with my wife, did 1?'

'How is Veronica?' Amanda looked at him. 'Have ysmen her
lately?'

'Oh, yes, I've seen her. And | guess she's gomgadll right. She
hopes to be out of the clinic by the summer.'

'l see. Dom, why don't you divorce her?'
Dominic crushed out his cigar against the stoné efdhe fireplace.
‘Would you kick someone when they were down?' kedaguietly.

'‘No. But that's hardly the case with you two, s 8he sighed. 'Dom,
she's not like an innocent creature who's beenlgrtreated. She
went into this of her own free will.'

Dominic shook his head. 'l don't believe that amybdoes that," he
muttered. 'No one knows until they're hooked jusiawit really

means. And by then it's too late. So, you see, Meaomight have
been experimenting.’

Amanda shook her head. 'And what about the time's gfone back
to drinking after she's been supposedly cured?'

'No one is ever cured. Alcoholics are temporariytioe wagon. But
you must always remember, Amanda, that an alcol®lenly one
drink away from addiction. That's the way it ismAteronica, and she
doesn't have the strength to resist or want to.ladghed without
mirth. 'Oh, A.B., have you any idea how she loadals compared
to what she used to be? Do you remember when waguoted, how



lovely she was then? Now she's just a slave tbdbé. Her eyes dart
here and there when you're talking to her. Shetiass a rake and
twice as pallid. She hardly eats at all; she'sgusag of nerves. How
can you ask me to divorce her, whatever she's ttome?'

'So you still love her?' Amanda said wonderingly.

'‘Love!" Dominic closed his eyes for a moment. 'Gbd, | don't love
her any more!" He sounded incredulous. 'What dothionk | am? |

pity her, God, how | pity her, but love! No, A.Bhere's no love
involved. She killed any feelings | had for her igeago. My love
died when | came home from a business trip twek&y ago and
found her in bed with another man.’

He shrugged dismissively. 'No one knows about thaltink Fay
guessed. She knew what was going on, but didn't manto get to
know by hearsay. She knew | would find out for nifysdnen | got
home, and | did! God, | got out of the house likeaad thing! If I'd
stayed | think | would have strangled her!

‘Then why didn't you divorce her then?'

'‘Well, because of Jon. He was only a baby. | msggiy thought he
would be better with his mother than with me. Howomg | was!
When | took him away from her she didn't even krfustd gone.
She'd been practically unconscious for three detys.maid had been
taking care of him. | called the hospital and thegk her away.
Afterwards she went to live in America.’

Amanda felt nauseated. 'And how old was Jon, then?"
‘Seven. I'm afraid he hasn't a very high opiniohisfmother.’

'‘And rightly so. Honestly, Dominic, you've been teoft with her.
You should have divorced her years ago.’



'‘But why? I'll never marry again. Don't worry, A.B.have no
intention of going through this again.’

‘That's ridiculous, Dominic. There are very few wamwho go off
the rails in such a manner. Veronica is not quotenal.'

‘Do you think she's unique? Because | can asswralye is not. The
clinic where she is at the moment is full of fensai&e her, women
who are not satisfied with their husbands, or wdrosbme reason or
another can't find the satisfaction in life theg\a for.'

'l know. But, Dom, any normal girl—'

Dominic raised his hand. 'I'm seriously considetging an island
in the West Indies and taking myself off there. Tdtes-eating life
would suit me fine.'

‘You'd never do it! You're much too involved witbur work.'

Dominic smiled. 'You're half right. At the presdime, | think work
provides me with the perfect sedative.’

'‘Oh, Dominic, | wish there was something | couldfaioyou!'

Dominic raised his shoulders, and then openingclyar case, he
said, 'If you're serious, there is something yauaa.'

'‘What?'

He frowned. 'I'm beginning to think that Jon isheattoo advanced
for his age and | think I'm to blame. He's not iggttsufficient
opportunity to be himself. Even at school, I'm {did's an introvert.
How would you like to spend a month with him on (edine?'

‘The yacht?'



‘Sure. You could write there, just as well as@nh. It's at present
lying off a resort called Delice along the coastirMonte Carlo. It's
wonderful there at this time of year, and the yaskiell equipped to
cater for only three people. You, Jon and Miss &tac

Amanda frowned. 'Dominic!’

Dominic groaned. 'For goodness' sake, A.B., | wba'tthere. I'm

asking this for Jon, and for no one else. | shalldaving for New

York within the next week. That's why I've comesé® Fay instead of
waiting until next weekend. I'll be away for sonmad. Jon expects to
return to school in a week or so, anyway, buggll in touch with the

school and defer his return indefinitely. I'm natisfied with leaving

it until the summer. He's getting older all thedinAnd anyway, as
you've pointed out, Susan is a very young persath sae will make

him an ideal companion.’

'‘Oh, Dom, why can't Miss Carruthers go with himd amu could
send Fay's children too. They would make good comngpa for him.'

Dominic shook his head. 'l disagree. He doesn'ta@bhg with
Yvonne and Jeremy very well. That's why | alwaysita¢e to send
him here. He didn't want to come in the first plaaed | feel as
though I'm neglecting him.'

'You are.'

‘All right. But | can't change my plans overnighhave to go abroad
and that's that.'

Amanda hesitated. She was torn between a deigdgdoth Jon and
Dominic, and her concern for Susan's apparentcétiratowards
Dominic.

'‘And if | agree to go, you won't turn up every weed, expecting to
be entertained?' she asked shrewdly.



Dominic smiled. 'No. If you like, I'll stay away.'

Amanda sighed. 'Perhaps you'd better. Although iSomound to
wonder why you aren't visiting us.'

'‘He won't if I'm abroad. He never expects to seeunag term time.'

"Well, | still don't know. After all, | have to askusan, and quite
honestly, | can't see that young man of hers aggdeithis.'

‘Hell, I'd almost forgotten him." Dominic lookedranyed. 'Well, if
you can't, you can't, and that's that.'

Amanda grimaced. 'Stop sounding so martyred. Yoawkii | can
take him, | will. And Susan seems to like Jon tawoticed when we
came over on the plane that they got along exdétlergether.’

Dominic loosened the top button of his shirt. '‘Gobé murmured,
but his eyes were a little thoughtful, and Amandand herself
wishing that life was not quite such a fateful affa



CHAPTER SIX

SusaN did not see Dominic again before they left fori®amext
morning, although she found her eyes looking fon kil the while
their cases were being loaded into the car, and-bpyes were being
said. She was genuinely sorry to leave Jon. Heakadmed his shell
of indifference, but she could tell that he realighed they were not
leaving. Susan had had to agree that Yvonne aminyewere nice
children, but definitely very young for their agesd with them Jon
felt doubly at a disadvantage. She wished she badaid what she
had to Jon's father the previous evening. If sloerntwd blown up like
that, she might have been able to persuade hindtmatlid require a
different environment from the one he was livingnow. Somewhere
where he could relax completely, and be himselfhauit feeling he
was being watched either by younger or older intus

To her surprise, Amanda said that they would hemnetg to England
that afternoon, instead of waiting until Mondaypéanned.

'l managed to get word through to the airportd gamanda, taking
her cigarettes out of her handbag, ‘and we've beeked on a flight
leaving at four o'clock,’

'Have we?' Susan raised her eyebrows. 'Why? Arewamiing to get
back to work?'

'‘No, not at all." Amanda ran a tongue over her. Iifstually, darling,
| have something to ask you. | came to your roashraht, after you
left me with Dominic downstairs, but you were aplee

Susan flushed scarlet, and hoped Amanda wouldeadize that she
had merely been pretending to be asleep to avadirtbvitable
guestioning.



'Please, Amanda,' she said, 'don't let's talk abBouminic Halstad.'
She twisted her gloves uncomfortably. 'l know wyai're going to
say, so please spare me the monologue.'

Amanda looked abashed. 'lt seems to me that evayyiinks they
know what I'm going to say before | say it mysedhé said sharply.
‘You're wrong, Susan, if you think I'm going to wayou against
Dominic. I've already done that, without a greahldsf success, it
seems.’

'‘'Oh, Amandal!

'‘Well, anyway, | won't say anything else about fhat now. What |
want to say, you may find entirely unsuitable tayo

Susan frowned, intrigued now to know what it wé&s bn, then. I'm
all ears, and dying to know,' she remarked dryly.

'It's simply this: how would you like to spend a mtio on a yacht
lying in the bay of Monte Carlo?'

Susan was astonished, and looked it. Never hadr&gned such a
guestion. It was fantastic!

'You must be joking,' she said, looking curioustyhar employer.
‘Why should | want to do that, in the first place?

'In the first place because Dominic has asked ntake Jon there,
and in the second place because | need you as mygacoon, and
helper, and also as a playmate for Jon." Amandahfd rather
quickly, and was not surprised when Susan said@&:0

'But what about David?'

‘Exactly. What about David? | suppose it's too miscxpect that he
would agree.’



'‘Much too much,' said Susan, nodding. 'I'm sormafda, but it's out
of the question.’

'‘M'm, | thought you'd say that. Pity!"

‘But | still don't understand. Why should Dominiant to send Jon
there, and withus?'

Amanda noticed the easy way Dominic's name roll#dSasan's
tongue, and she gave a little sigh. Then she said:

'‘Well, for some reason, Dominic has suddenly redlithat Jon is
being deprived of the easy companionship of yad#'s realized that
Jon is becoming an introvert, apart from when hak his father,

and that he needs a complete break from routiagrde with him.'

'‘And so do I!" exclaimed Susan, clasping her haogisther, her eyes
suddenly bright. So he had taken notice of whathslokesaid after all!

'So there you are then. The chance to do sometbmgon, and a
wonderful holiday into the bargaiwWhat more could any girl ask
for?"

'‘Oh, | know, Amanda, and I'd absolutely adore tplgd you know
what David will say.'

Amanda bit her lip solemnly. 'lIt seems to me, Susglaat you and
your fiance are drifting apart.’

‘Whatever do you mean?'

'You say you would love to spend a month away fidavid, and
then say that he would never let you. Surely, i yave him as you
say you do, you couldn't bear the thought of a emebnth without
seeing him.'



Susan pressed her lips together for a moment. &#im& dvant to

admit it, but of course Amanda was right. She oumgtttto feel this
way, And she ought not to think about Dominic Hadisall the time
as she was doing at present. Even the prospepentisng some time
with his son was infinitely more desirable than aammg in London

with David.

It must be the glamour that surrounds this fansihg thought, trying
to excuse herself. She prayed that she was notgat love with
Dominic Halstad. If she did, the rest of her lifewd be just so much
wasted time, for obviously any interest he mightenan her was
purely transitory, and after satisfaction he wotuidh elsewhere for
diversion.

'‘Oh, Amanda,' she exclaimed desperately, 'do yallyrenink | don't
love David?'

Amanda hesitated. 'Look, child," she said kindlgul destiny is your
own affair. But, as sure as | am that associatiim Bominic Halstad
would end in Sorrow, | find the prospect of yoursgieag the rest of
your life longing for your freedom just as abhotrelbast night |

thought that David was the only solution to youokgem. Now I'm

not so sure.

'Why?'

'‘Perhaps because whatever his faults, | love Damand what he's
doing with his life is not exactly what it seemse\élked for a long
time last night, Dom and |, and he made me redhat it's fatally

easy to judge a person's motives when you donibkecto find out

the true cause.'

Susan shrugged. 'Just now | can't even think @bontinic Halstad,'
she said quietly. 'Do you think | ought to break emgagement?'



'Only you can decide that,’ said Amanda. 'What we®gjot to ask
yourself is, am | marrying David because | love hombecause he
provides a chance for me to have a home of my ofenf? orphanage
background must have meant something in yourféhaps you're
subconsciously searching for security.'

"You could be right,' said Susan slowly. 'But | aj thought | loved
David. | mean, I've known him long enough to beesur

‘All right, then. Marry him and be done with it.’

Susan looked troubled. 'Perhaps if | went away with for this
month, it might help me to get things into perspest she said
suddenly. '"What do you think?'

Amanda nodded slowly. 'Ye .. .s, perhaps it woaldthat, If you
explained to David that you were having this uraiaty, perhaps he
would agree with you.'

'I doubt that, but never mind. I'll ask him. Ye8,dsk him.'

On Sunday evening, Susan set off for the Chalnhensie feeling
rather as though she were keeping an appointmdénthieé dentist. It
was riot going to be easy telling David what shd tacided, and it
would not help if she could not speak to him alangl he was taking
her home. Then she would have to rush the wordsaemudd most
likely end up in tears.

If only Mrs. Chalmers could be out for once, sd thay could spend
a little time alone together. She needed assuranda@s time, and
only David's arms and lips could give it to her.

To her disappointment, Mrs. Chalmers herself ansevéine door to
her knock, and looked surprised at the sight o8us



'So you're back,' she said uncompromisingly. '‘Aotdbefore time.'
'‘Why? Is anything wrong?'

'‘Nothing much. Unless you consider David's near-uprania
something.’

'‘Pneumonia!" Susan went pale. 'Where is he? Lesewvehim.' She
pushed past Mrs. Chalmers and into the house. @ned up the
stairs and Mrs. Chalmers shouted:

‘Don't you go up to his bedroom. It's not fitting."

'Fitting! Fiddlesticks!" snapped Susan, regardlass, ran on up the
staircase.

She knew the whereabouts of David's room and opgethe door
gently she went in. David did indeed look pale asldy there,
breathing hoarsely, and Susan put a hand to heattifieeling guilt
exuding from her.

'‘David?' she murmured tentatively, and he openseyes. "

‘Susan! You're back! What are you doing here? light you were
away until tomorrow.'

'‘Amanda came back a day early, dear. How do yd@'fee
'‘Not so bad. It's just a severe cold. I'm a Intlgeezy, that's all...'

Susan stared at him. 'But your mother gave me tienstand that it
was pneumonia,' she began, in astonishment.

'So it might have been, for all you cared,' sai¢ M¢halmers' voice,
from the doorway.



Susan rose from her position by the bed. 'Dorridieulous,’ she said
clearly, anger taking the place of guilt. 'Davidsan@erfectly all right
when | left on Friday.'

Mrs. Chalmers shrugged her bony shoulders. 'Alldvk is that I've
had an invalid on my hands since you left,’ sherted coldly.

‘An invalid! If all he's got is a severe cold, theimagine it must be
your idea that he stays in bed. Good heavendyataitifully fresh
outside. The fresh air would have done him moredgiban being
cooped up here breathing all his germs over again.’

'l did feel rather ill,' said David's rather plaug tones.

'‘Of course you did," said his mother placatingBusan has never
known a mother's love. She wouldn't understand héeit when |
found you poorly on Saturday morning.'

Susan felt stifled. Gone was her chance to speBlatad. Even if his
mother did leave them alone, which seemed unlikielythe
circumstances, this did not seem like a good timdrbach the
subject of a trial separation.

She sighed, and said, 'Do you think David and I&be alone for a
while, Mrs. Chalmers? | have rather a lot to sakito.'

Mrs. Chalmers folded her arms. 'David doesn't warlie talking a
lot,’ she said. 'His throat is sore and inflamed."

Susan clenched her fists. 'l don't think a few wondth me will
overtax his strength.’

Mrs. Chalmers shook her head. 'The doctor saichbald have rest
and quiet.’



Susan tried to keep her temper. 'David,' she apgaalhim, ‘couldn't
you manage a few words to me?'

David smiled, and gave a rather helpless shrugl,'d&ling, can't it
wait? | mean, after all, | didn't expect you bao#tay, did I?'

Susan let her breath out in a whistle, and nodded head in
resignation.

‘All right, David. Can | make an appointment to gyee?'

David looked a little uncomfortable. 'Don't be wilSusan. Come
back tomorrow. | should be up by then.’

Susan looked from Mrs. Chalmers to David, and thack to his
mother again.

‘Very well, I'll come tomorrow at seven-thirty. Buivant to see you
alone. And that's a promise.'

David frowned. 'Is something wrong?'

Susan smiled rather cruelly. 'You'll have to waitilutomorrow to
find out, won't you?' she said, with feeling.

However, on Monday morning, Susan received a telepltall from

David's mother while she was at work. She was méa that

Monday was not convenient for her to call rounthasvicar from the
nearby church had promised to come and see Daddjiae him a

game of chess and Susan would merely be in theSwsan doubted
whether David knew just what his mother had planded just at

present she did not much care. She merely acqudiesu® said she
would come on Tuesday evening instead. She wasndet to see
David some time that week, but as he had beenfadrts perhaps
the longer their talk was delayed the more recegtir might be.



Amanda, who had overheard the call, remarked tlaaid® mother
seemed capable of running David's affairs for lang that perhaps
Susan ought to bring the matter up with her instdagiith David.

'‘Oh, Amanda, that's not very nice,' said Susamwrinag, although she
could not help but feel that there was somethingvivat Amanda
said.

On Tuesday, Amanda had to go out in the morninge®her agent.
She usually went to his office when they had bussre discuss and
Susan was left at rather a loose end. "

She tidied her desk, answered a couple of lettetsheen asked Sarah
whether she could make some coffee.

'‘Don't be silly," exclaimed Sarah briskly. 'I'll keayou some. You go
and find something to fill your time and I'll bringto you when it's
ready.’

'Oh, thank you, Sarah, you're a darling"
'‘Away with you, then, before | change my mind.’

Sarah chuckled, and Susan walked back throughetéotinge. She
lifted a copy ofThe Tatlerand flicked idly through its glossy pages
There were photographs of well- known personalitrdso had
attended a luncheon at the Dorchester the previees, and Susan
found herself looking at a picture of Dominic Halst He was
photographed with Lord Amesley, and was smilingahething his
companion had said.

Susan's hands trembled a little at the sight of, lind she swiftly
turned the page. Of all people to see it had hdmkethbim. It was as
though fate was conspiring to make something af gmsociation. '
The doorbell rang and, calling 'I'll get it' to §ar Susan went to open



the door. She almost gasped when she found thedubf her
thoughts standing on the threshold.

He nodded rather coolly at her, and said, 'Is ARilable?’

Susan gathered her scattered wits. 'l - er - ne'sSjone out for the
morning, to see her agent — ' She stopped speakitigan a tongue
over her dry lips. 'Er - won't you come in?"

Dominic hesitated. 'l don't think so,' he begamvilo'l wanted to see
Amanda herself. Do you know whether she's deciggthang about
the proposed trip?'

Susan clenched her fists. 'This is ridiculous,’ sha&l quickly.
‘Standing talking on the step like this. Pleaseeam

Dominic shrugged, and stepped inside, as she stdpek to allow
him to do so. Susan closed the door and, rubbingndreds together
nervously, she preceded him into the lounge.

Dominic stood in the centre of the floor. Todaywas wearing a
light-blue suit and a sheepskin car-coat, and Saeatun't help but
notice how well his clothes fitted him. It was &®ugh his tailor
found delight in keeping him permanently well tusfraaut.

Sarah appeared from the kitchen, a tray of coffieleer hands, and
said:

'Oh, it's you, Mr. Halstad, sir! I'll get anotharx'

'Yes, do,' said Susan, nodding, and walking rg#r&ry over to the
table whereon the tray had been set.

'‘Cream?' she asked, looking at him.

'‘No. Black, with no sugar,' he said easily. 'Maytldown?'



'Please do.' Susan indicated a low chair and hadosaty" stretching
his long legs out in front of him. He acceptedc¢hp of coffee Susan
handed him, and produced his cigar-case. 'Do yod?hin

'‘No. Go ahead.' Susan perched on the side of Ansaddak mid lit
herself a cigarette, drawing on it deeply. The @ temporarily
soothed her nerves and she was grateful.

Dominic's expression was wry, as he said, 'We'r@die today,
aren't we?'

Susan felt her cheeks beginning to grow hot. Hkhi's simply that
we were rude the last time we met,' she repliedalmly as she was
able. 'lt's very cold out today, don't you think?'

Dominic put down his coffee-cup and rose to his festlessly.

'You didn't answer my question,’ he said. 'Has Adaamade a
decision as to whether she is going to spend tbattmon the yacht?'

Susan swallowed hard. 'Actually she has. She $aysli go then it's
all settled.’

'l was aware of something like that,' he said, isighi/And what about
you? Are you going?'

Susan bit her lip. 'l don't know yet.'
'‘Have you asked your fiance?'

'‘No, not yet. I'm seeing him tonight I'll be abdegive you an answer
tomorrow.'

'‘Good. You will understand that there are arranggsi® be made.’



'Yes, | understand. I'll definitely let you have answer in the
morning.'

Dominic nodded, and walked slowly across to thedeim, looking
broodingly down on the city below.

Tell me,' he said, his voice suddenly deeper, "ag@u curious to
know why | came to the apartment instead of ringhig. up?'

Susan stiffened her shoulders. 'No. Should | be?’

Dominic swung round and leaned against the windzige. 'Damn
you, yes," he said, anger only partially conceaidus voice.

‘All right, then, why?' she asked, looking at hiether cautiously.

Dominic chewed on his cigar, and then took it duhis mouth and
studied the glowing tip with concentration.

'‘Well, because | wanted to see you,' he said, tapkt her suddenly
through eyes which were veiled by the thick lashes.

‘Susan slid off the desk with a bump, and turnedyafrom him.
'l - I understand you're leaving shortly for the tddi States.’

‘That's right. But you're changing the subject magAre you scared?'
He laughed a little scornfully. 'Little mouse!

Susan swung round to face him. 'Why are you alveysng me?'
she asked angrily.

'Isn't that usually what cats do with mice?' he kaealcher. 'And it
amuses me watching you get angry.' His smile wdbetately
taunting. 'You'd love to be able to get your ownlhavouldn't you?'
he asked teasingly.



Susan seethed. As usual he was right. At the mosfenffelt she
wanted to fling herself at him and torture him pbhgly as he was
torturing her mentally.

‘And I'll tell you something else,’ he continuethé reason you're
getting so angry is because you wanted to see st@gumuch as |
wanted to see you, didn't you?'

Susan felt breathlessly as though she had beemguap a flight of
stairs and upon reaching the top had been punatibad solar plexus.

'l can't imagine how you can have reached thatlosion,' she said,
trying to keep calm. .

'‘Can't you? Isn't it true, then?'
Susan straightened her back. '‘No, it's not true.'

Dominic straightened up also, his eyes dangerdusijht. 'Just for
once,' he muttered, 'admit it. Admit I'm right.’

Susan's nerves felt as taut as violin strings. 'l €an't,’ she said,
bending her head.

Dominic walked across to her, and lifted her chinivdne hand so
that she was forced to look at him.

'l wonder why,' he murmured slowly, so that Susaula hardly hear
his words. 'You're not really beautiful and, as Awula said, you're
very young and very naive;'

''Please,’ said Susan. 'Mr. Halstad, please!

Dominic did not release her. 'The name is Domitie,5aid quietly.
'Say it.'



Susan stared at him, her eyes wide and bemused.
'‘My name; say it!' he commanded softly.
'‘Dominic,' she said at last. 'Dominic.’

'l am right. Aren't I?'

'‘About what?'

Susan hesitated, and clenched her fists tightly.
'‘Goddammit, you know,' he muttered.

'l only know you're married,' she said shakily.dfanything you find
interesting in me is only a passing diversion.’

"You think so?"
'Of course. Amanda said —'.

‘To hell with what Amanda said. | only know thate | met you out
there,' he nodded towards the kitchen, 'l havedtdhminute's peace.'

'l don't have affairs,' said Susan, trying to mamtber dignity.

Dominic released her chin so roughly that it hémd | do.' He thrust
his cigar into his mouth. He shook his head andedraway. 'l

imagine Amanda has told you that | sleep with ewgoman that
comes my way.' He sighed heavily. 'Amanda is aptetoher

imagination get the better of her sometimes. Shsjsinster herself,
and | believe she's still a virgin, so she wouldthe best judge on
matters of that sort.'

Susan put her hands on her hips. 'Oh, Dominic,'esic&aimed, in
exasperation, 'why are you talking to me like this?



He shrugged. 'l don't know.' He half-smiled. 'l gsieny pride won't
allow me to accept that you don't really find meaattive. After all, |
am old enough to be your father, aren't I?'

‘Hardly,' remarked Susan dryly. 'Although with ydls, just possible.’
She found relief in being flippant.

He had to grin at this, and the tension relaxeda8yrayed she could
remain this unconcerned.

‘Well, | guess that's all, then,' said Dominiceaftudying her for an
agonizing moment. 'lI'll go. If you do decide to @ah A.B. don't
worry that | shall be turning up every other dayan't.'

‘All right, I'll tell Amanda you called.’

‘Yes, do. She'll be horrified to learn that youargertained me here
without a chaperon.'

His tone was sardonic and Susan walked swiftlyhi door and
opened it. 'Good-bye, Mr. Halstad.'

'‘Good-bye, Miss Stacey.'

He walked past her out of the door and then hal#dll, well, A.B.
You're just in time to see me go.'

Amanda appeared from the direction of the lift. Stwked a little
perturbed and he said:

'I've been adequately looked after by your inedbieaecretary. And
she's been able to tell me all about the whys amerefores of your
proposed sojourn on ti@ndine.'

'Is that all?' asked Amanda.



'‘Absolutely,’ said Dominic lazily. 'Good-bye, A.B.oGd-bye -
Susan.’

'‘Good-bye, Mr. Halstad.' Susan went back into tpartanent and
after a moment Amanda followed her.

'How long has he been here?' asked Amanda at once.
'l don't know. Fifteen ... maybe twenty minutes.’
'l see. And why did he come?'

Susan flushed. 'To see me, if you must know. Amdglad he did.
We've managed to sort out our affairs very

satisfactorily, and | don't think you need worryamore. | think | can
handle Mr. Halstad myself.'

Amanda eyed her rather sceptically, but did not roemt. She
thought Susan's words were a little foolhardy, ibutas not her
business really, whatever Susan chose to do withfae



CHAPTER SEVEN

SusaN had her interview with David on Tuesday eveninglasned.
Mrs. Chalmers herself had succumbed to the clatl hlad overtaken
her son, and when Susan arrived at Medlar Grovéosimel David in
the throes of preparing his mother a meal, whils.NIhalmers had
had to retire to her bed.

Whisking David out of the kitchen, Susan whipped aidluffy
omelette for his mother, and after preparing a wél a pot of tea
and a little buttered toast, she told David to take to his mother
while she prepared something for them.

She found some chops and tomatoes, as well as ar@ms and
mushrooms in the larder and in no time at all slas wreparing a
mixed grill with fried potatoes and curried bea8ke piled David's
plate with the steaming concoction and then cayriednto the

living-room where David had had the good sensejttha table.

Having only a chop and a few mushrooms herselfcanged hers in
and joined him at the table. David was munchingesiastically and
said:

'l say, Susan, you're a super cook!'

The boyish adjective epitomized everything Davidost for, and

with deliberation she said: 'David. If | were to gaay for a month
within the next few days, | mean - well, supposewesge separated
for a month - would you mind?'

David stopped chewing and simply stared at hesiarashment.
"You must be joking,' he exclaimed when he had edgtis mouth.

'‘No, I'm not. It's just that lately I've been wondg about us.’



'What about us?'

‘Well, you know yourself we've been having a loagjuments about
getting a home of our own, and it's made me womdwther we're
entirely suited to one another.’

David was obviously flabbergasted. 'You can't beoss,' he gasped.
'‘We - we're engaged!

'l know we are. And | don't want to break the eragagnt, not unless
you feel you can't let me go any other way, betel i need a chance
to get things into perspective —'

'‘Get what into perspective? It's that Amanda Blake't it? She's
been poisoning your mind against me, hasn't she?'

'‘No. No, she has not. Look, David, don't you evarehany doubts
about us?'

'Of course not. | love you. You're my girl.'

Susan sighed. It was harder than she had thoigy well then,
will you let me go abroad with Amanda for a month?"

'Where abroad?"

Susan felt nervous suddenly. 'Mr. Halstad wants Adaato take his
son down to the yacht for a few weeks, to allow lirbreak from
routine. He's a very lonely boy, and he needs aah#&o be brought
out of himself—'

David thrust his plate to one side, and Susan edtibat for all he
was upset, he had managed to eat everything sheob&dd for him.

‘These Halstads have suddenly become very importantour
Amanda's life, haven't they?'



'l suppose so. Look, David, if you could meet Joa would realize
for yourself what | mean.’

David was obviously grappling with his thoughtsellHl don't know
what to think. What will Mother say?'

'It's nothing to do with your mother." Susan siglieeply. '‘Good
heavens, David, what can it possibly have touth her? You see,
this is what | mean. If you ask me, your motheesujour life for you,
and if you expect me to put up with it, if and wh&ea get married,
you're mistaken. It's only for your sake that Ichaty tongue now.
Don't you see what she's doing to us?'

David straightened his shoulders. 'You must realiagsan, that |
love my mother. You can't understand that, can geuer having had
a mother of your own?'

'Oh, God," groaned Susan, 'you're even beginnisguad like her!

David frowned. 'l don't consider that a fittingrtgito say here, with
my mother lying ill upstairs and unable defend bHr's

‘All right. I'll go." Susan rose to her feet. Stadtbarely touched her
meal. She reached for her coat, and pulled it acktyu She wanted

to get but of that house as soon as possible. @hldrct breathe in its
torpid atmosphere.

'‘Now wait a minute!" David moved forward. "You dgnst leave like
that. What are you going to do?’

I'm going to go with Amanda,” said Susan firmlyeeling

dangerously near to tears. Too much was happefliagance and it
was becoming too much for her to stand. The breaddd definitely

do her good. She was rapidly coming near to a stadepression.



David thrust his hands into his trousers pockets] #oked
thoughtful.

‘Well," he said, as she buttoned her coat and giakeher handbag, 'l
think you're going to regret this.'

'l doubt it," retorted Susan, biting her hps tgpgtem from trembling.
'Here's your ring, David. I'll leave it with youust in case your
mother decides that she can't let our engagemetince.'

'‘Now, Susan —' he began.

'‘No, don't say anything. It's what | expected. Bybu do want to see
me after | get back, contact me, and we'll disdusen.'

David looked stern. 'l must make it clear thatatiywalk out of that
door without my ring we're finished,” he said, gyi her an
ultimatum.

‘Very well, David,' she said. 'If that's the wayuywant it, there's
nothing more, to be said.’

David was taken aback. He had not expected Susabetso
complacent. He had expected her to come back tp egging for
his forgiveness.

'‘Now look here!" exclaimed David. 'Don't let's doydning we're both
likely to regret. You know | love you, whatever hynsay or do, and
my mother is only doing and saying what she thiiskaght. You
must admit, her point about this house is not elytinreasonable.'

Susan sighed deeply. 'Not to you, maybe, David, bstyou're
continually pointing out, I've never had a homeamwf own and the
prospect of having a home which is already domahdig your
mother is not particularly enticing to me. Perhdpa being
unreasonable. I'm not sure. But I'm sure that iflwe with your



mother, she'll do her utmost to make me look aot,jdind make you
wish you'd never married me.'

'That's nonsense!'

'‘No, it's not. Good heavens, David, surely you saa that it would
never work?'

'l can see that you're building it up into someghainisastrous. You're
making my mother an excuse for breaking the engagéni you ask
me.'

Susan gave an involuntary gesture. 'Perhaps samagreed. 'At any
rate, David, | need a little time to be sure. Thesst couple of weeks
I've become unsettled. It's stupid, | know, bun'thelp it. | think, to

a certain extent, my desire for a home and a famhdg been

overriding my natural desires. | love you, Davidi perhaps not in
quite the way | should.'

'l bet that creature Amanda Blake has somethindotavith this!
David sounded furious.

'‘She hasn't; at least not directly. On the contrsing has said that I'm
behaving rather foolishly. Oh, David, couldn't yexgyree to me going
to Delice? It's only a month, after all, and whkats over we may
find we are ready to start afresh.’

David thrust his hands deeper into his pocketdorit know what to

say. Of course, | can't stop you if you've madgayr mind, but | do

think you're being rather hasty. A trip to a luxyacht does sound
enticing, | admit, but that's all it is, you knojst a trip!'

'l know. What are you trying to say?'

David straightened his shoulders. .'l think yoleeome infatuated
with Dominic Halstad!



Susan stared at him in amazement.
‘You see! You don't deny it!"

Susan shrugged. 'If | did, you wouldn't believe Besides, I'm not
altogether sure you're not right.'

‘What! You must be crazy!" David had apparentlycwmisidered that
what he was accusing her of might be the trutmdtist be his money!
It must be blinding you to everything else. He'sned, isn't he?'

"Yes. He's married. But he doesn't live with hiseyat least | don't
think he does.' Truth to tell, she did not know thiee he did or not.
The fact that he did not at the moment proved ngthhe was in a
clinic for alcoholics. He could hardly live with hthere.

David snorted angrily. "'The more | hear of thig kbss | like it. Don't
think | intend to be second to some useless pldyboy

Susan gasped, and then quickly turned and walk#étetdoor.

'l think we've both said more than enough,’ sh&kesmpietly. 'I'm
going now. If you want to see me when | get backg rme.
Otherwise, | shall know it's over.' She placed higy on the
sideboard, and went swiftly along the gloomy halt aut of the
door.

As always when she left Medlar Grove, she feltrsseeof complete
freedom again, doubled tonight by the knowledgehef broken
engagement. She was not happy about it. Althougle s
acknowledged to herself subconsciously that shelendd would
never be able to make a go of things while his mrodominated him,
the feeling that she was somehow more alone thansant shivers
of apprehension down her spine, and she wonderad tha future
had in store for her now.



CHAPTER EIGHT

Ondine,the Halstad yacht, was even more delightful thasa8 had
iImagined. Eighty feet in length, it was a gracefaksel, painted
overall in gleaming white enamel, with the sunled Mediterranean
glistening on the chrome fittings, and wide pictwradows. Amanda
had told her that these windows were made of aadand of glass
which could withstand any amount of buffeting, @hdt when the
yacht was at sea in rough weather,

sitting in the cabin was an exciting adventuitee waves lashing
against the panes.

Jon had met them at Nice airport and they had driwehe village of
Delice where they had been escorted out to thet yja@hmotor boat
by the captain, Gregory MacMasters. Amanda knew diyatain

vaguely and Jon, of course, knew him very well. das a different
child from the rather solemn boy they had takeldotainebleau. He
was obviously looking forward enormously to thewoliday, and

continually wore a smile.

He had been very pleased when he learned that Swsan
accompanying them. He considered her only a liblider than
himself, and the fact that there were nine yeats/d®en them was
narrowed by Susan's spontaneous vitality.

Susan herself had decided to let things take ttegurral course, and
refused to worry any longer about her emotiondialifties. Here, in

an entirely new environment, she would be ablehexisher former
anxieties, and become as carefree as she should be.

Even Amanda seemed to have caught a little of gmithfulness,
and bad even gone so far as to buy herself a cofipfeen dresses to
wear while she was away.



From the yacht, looking back towards the shorelthe, vista was
quite breathtaking. Whitewashed villas nestled agrtbe hills above
the bay, in gardens that were a mass of flowers.

The yacht was fitted with every kind of modern getd@usan's cabin
had a foldaway bed, a writing bureau which coutbdle used as a
table, an armchair which was fitted to the flood dhe carpet was

silver grey and luxurious. The armchair, and itsaheng counterpart

in a dining-chair, were upholstered in red - brocaale was the

headboard of the folding bed.

An adjoining bathroom had a small round bath, andhawer

attachment which Susan made full use of duringthkemwweather.
The taps again were silver and instead of a carpéte floor, as had
been the case in the Paris apartment, an intrroataic of various
shades of green was cool to the feet.

The fitted wardrobe in the bedroom compartment eves mous, and
Susan could only assume, as she hung away heirowed selection
of clothes, that the usual occupants of the calad bufficient
wardrobes to fill it. In her case, barely half g@ace was used, anc
she smiled rather wryly to herself as she slid gheidoors.

On the deck of the yacht there was a small swimmod, filled with
sea-water, that was continually being changed,haswater was
pumped back into the sea by the same method asitwthdrawn.

Susan and Jon made full use of the pool, incegsantihe water
when the sun was beating down. In no time at la#ly twere both
tanned a golden brown, and Susan's hair seeméebtchbwvhiter than
ever.

Within a week, the change in Jon was noticeablendi®nger made
sardonic remarks and instead seemed to have emeogepoletely
from his shell.



Amanda had not as yet started on a new novel,athshe said there
was one floating round in her brain, which wouldbrsarequire

attention. Susan had smiled at this, as she knatwAimanda would

delay starting the novel as long as she could ltmvaBusan the

freedom this holiday afforded.

It was strange to begin with, living on the yaduntinually feeling
the gentle movement of the boat as it moved orswed!.

She. rose to the sound of the lapping waves andrhi cry of the
sea-birds, and at night the movement of the watskad her gently to
sleep.

Captain MacMasters was a splendid storyteller, gunthg the long
hot afternoons, when most people rested, Mac, &s ¢hlled him,
would come and sit beside the pool with his pipel, &Il them about
his exploits during the war, and of how he was wagut by the
Germans and incarcerated in a prison camp. Iftthées sounded a
little like fiction sometimes, Jon would merely g&e at Susan, and
they would smile at one another, and listen jusitesntively, for Mac
was a born yarnspinner, and did not take offencenvthey chided
him for his vivid, imagination.

The staff on the yacht were young in the main, tagated Susan no
differently from Jon and Amanda, but Susan felt heat
self-consciously aware that she was merely a segrata ought not
to be treated as anything else.

When she broached the subject with Amanda, shelynereghed,
and said:

'Oh, Susan, you are old-fashioned! Do you honesthgine that your
background makes any difference here? Good heavémste a
guest of Dominic's just as much as | am, and waltreated as such.’



Susan shrugged, and had to acquiesce. Besidess ivavy pleasant
to be waited on for a while. But she could quite g&t over a period
the experience might begin to pall.

One afternoon, Amanda went down to her cabin fogsh as usual,
and Susan and Jon stretched out side by side oof tmeairbeds that
were strewn rather haphazardly beside the pooly Were both in
swimming costumes, Susan's of vivid white accemntgate tan of
her skin.

Jon was silent for a while and then he said, sugiddrell me, Susan,
do you know about my mother?’

Susan propped herself up on one elbow and looket @b him.
‘Yes, | know. Your aunt told me, actually. Why?'

Jon sighed and shook his head. 'l wanted to tajotoabout it.'
Susan frowned, 'In what way? | can't see how lbmaof any use.'

‘Well, you can. You see, if | talk about Motherhvidad, he seems to
clam up on me, and not want to talk about it, dhAmanda can say
Is "It's none of your business!" Well, it is! Andviant to talk about it
to somebody, and you're the only person I've evanmom | could
really talk to, apart from Dad. And, in this caas,|'ve just said, Dad
won't talk.'

'‘But what do you want to talk about?'

Jon shrugged. 'l don't really know. Only | havee&n my mother for
years, and now that I'm fifteen, | think | should.’

'‘Does she want to see you?'



'l don't think so. | remember, when | was littlegsused to be a very
beautiful lady with long red hair, and greenishygeges. You've got
green eyes, did you know that?' He smiled. 'Anyvimyhose days, |
thought she was marvellous. Oh, | know, | was bhbugp by a
nanny, but when my mother came to say good nighmtoshe used to
smell of perfume and be wearing the most gorgesassds. She
didn't like me to kiss her when she was ready tmgfo She said |
would smudge her lipstick.'

Susan looked down at him in compassion. '‘And dig yather come
to say good night, too?'

Jon looked embarrassed. 'l - well, | don't thinks$ed to go out with
Dad very often. There was a succession of unckespnémber; Uncle
Brad, Uncle Alan and Uncle Peter. | remember thbese, but there
were others,'.

‘And how do you feel about her now?’

'l don't know. | know she was a terribly bad wifedlanother, but she
is my mother when all's said and done, and | gast not feel
anything for her. She didn't even know, you kndwat i'd been taken
away from her.

She'd been in a stupor for about three days, scsBiad

Susan frowned. 'Do | take it that your father wasliving with you
at that time?'

'‘No. He left when he came back from a businessaingh found that
Mother had been unfaithful to him while he was away

'Oh!" Susan felt horrified. No wonder Dominic Haldthad such a
low opinion of her sex. He had not had any of theagurable
comforts of a contented home, and his wife had d@reutmost to
turn him into a cynic.



Jon looked at her rather sympathetically. '"Youlyeale a very nice
girl, aren't you?' he asked, in a tone that impliet 'a nice girl' was
not a nice thing to be.

'l suppose that even living in an orphanage dogseftare you for
this kind of thing,' she admitted slowly. "You sakhough | know my
parents were never married, at least that's whatodaaid to us, life
in the home was rather strict and our upbringings waiite

old-fashioned- We were taught never to trust tmel laf man who -
well, wanted an affair, whether his intentions wamnourable or
otherwise. We were told we should hold out for nage, no matter
what, and that marriage without love was preferablbringing an
illegitimate child into the world.’

Jon was interested. 'Go on,' he said, rolling dridside, and cupping
his head with his hand. 'Where did your parentsectiom?’

Susan smiled, and studied her toe-nails. 'That's
sixty-four-thousand-dollar question,’ she repliether sadly. 'l do
know my mother was a nurse, from Ireland, and ntheiawas
reputed to be a fellow student, but it couldn'pbeved for me, and
my mother died soon after | was born. But she tidant me any
more than your mother wanted you, apparently. fente at the
home and had no intention of having me back. Hexazavas more,
important.' She looked at Jon. 'l was not adopgethast babies are
today. Instead, | lived at the orphanage until $ w&teen, and then |
came to London.'

'‘Poor you!" Jon smiled at her. 'l grumble an avdtilabout my life,
but compared to yours, it's really been quite aizt#e, hasn't it?'

'Of course. And | think your father was right, tadiyou away if your
mother was so uncaring. After all, what life woyttl have had with
her, had you continued to tag after her?’



'She was taken into a nursing home,' said Jon dyyofreply. 'There
was really no choice for me. Besides, Ruthie waserike a mother
to me than Veronica. Veronica was just the fairfytbé Christmas
tree, who happened to live in our house.' «

Susan lay back again. She could imagine the yoangybuthfully
romantic, picturing his mother as the most bealttteature
iImaginable. To find that his idol had feet of clayst have come as
quite a shock for him. Even today, talking likestlghe could not tell
exactly what he felt for Veronica.

Sometimes, in the evenings, Amanda and Susan waildel the
launch and go across to Monte Carlo. Although iswaathrilling

experience for Susan, she found she was alwaystglgdt back to
the peace and tranquillity aboard the yacht, amil sato Amanda,
one evening when they were sitting drinking cofife@ bistro near
the Casino.

'l can't honestly believe that people who come la@e do nothing
else but gamble find it much of a holiday, 'shelsai

Amanda laughed. 'Darling, the people who gamblétdegard it as a
holiday. Gambling can be a business or a drug, rdépg on who
you are and how much you have to lose. But | see goint. Myself,

| prefer the Bahamas for peace and relaxation.rAfe what could

be more apt than Paradise Island?'

Susan smiled. 'lt does sound wonderful. That's sHéassau is
situated, isn't it?"'

'Yes. | think perhaps we might go to Nassau latéhe year. | could
write there. We could get a villa, and have a bestlo ourselves.
Would you like that?'

Susan's face clouded. 'Amanda! You seem to fongetety that |
may be married later in the year.'



'l don't believe that. Not now. A girl can't brea# her engagement
one minute and put it on the next. When you brokk @avid, you
broke because you didn't love him enough. If yod, haips to
outlandish places, no matter how exotic, would haesmed
secondary in comparison to your love for one andtBée shrugged
her shoulders. 'Darling, you've got to get it igbmr head, sooner or
later, David is not for you.'

Susan sighed. 'Then who is?'

'‘Perhaps you could find yourself a millionaire iaddau. | hear the
place is crawling with them.’

Susan giggled. 'Millionaires are usually fair, fad)d and fifty.'

'‘Who told you that? Lots of American tycoons arecmumore
attractive. And of course, Dom is a good example.'

Susan looked pointedly at her. 'l thought we agmadto discuss
Dominic Halstad!

'So we did, love. I'm merely making an observatidat discussing
him. Anyway, | think we can safely dispense withnbdor other
reasons. A, he's married, and B, he's forty anchnoe old for you.'

'In any case,' remarked Susan reasonably, 'hels/hikely to marry
again, is he? He seems utterly disenchanted withwiiole female
population. Apart from an occasional dabble in 'sex!

; Amanda roared with laughter. 'Oh, Susan, youyeat funny! And

you say the most unsuitable things with such anresgon of

detachment on your face that anyone would think weue talking

about the weather.' She sobered. 'But you're ragfldourse. He said
as much to me the other evening at Fay's. | domk the will every

marry again.'



Susan considered this possibility with as much deteent as she
could. She reflected that she was a rather unwocldlature who had
suddenly, as Jon said, been catapulted into a vadrldgh society
where morals, were at a minimum, and where candwunot find
much favour. Dominic Halstad, a married man ofyffprivas a typical
product of this kind of society. Rich, well bregnecal, attractive, but
completely without conscience as regards womeisai\in kind. To
a romantic like Susan, he represented all the s¢hihgt she had
hitherto found out of reach, and like everythingtttvas out of reach
it was doubly fascinating. Should the time ever eowhen such
things were within reach, she felt sure she would fer feelings had
changed and she would have no desire to pluck flodsielden fruits
from the tree. She was sure she would have nohdeeato handle a
man like that, as witness the last time she hadhmetat Amanda's
apartment. He had made mincemeat of her then,ugthshe had
maintained her distance, and had he attempted ke toae to her,
she felt she would have been absolutely terrifidte was silly and
weak and ineffectual, and the sooner she acknowtétitat fact the
better it would be for all concerned For all hislts, David was her
kind of man, and with him she would not have toexignce these
doubts and uncertainties. She decided she woult \Wwome that
evening, and ask him whether it would be possidafm to come to
Nice for a weekend while she was on the yacht.Kslegv she could
obtain leave from Amanda, and they could have digag, visiting a
night club and maybe even trying their hand indasino.

The decision made, she felt unutterably bettershatdecided not to
say anything to Amanda as she might try to chargertind.

She received a reply from David within a coupledays. The letter
was delivered to the yacht with the rest of thelnad Amanda
handed her the letter looking rather questioniaglier.

'Is this David's handwriting?' she asked. Susatiewed hard. 'Yes,'
she said defensively. 'Why?'



'I'm merely curious to know why he should be wgtio you.'

‘Well, if you must know, | wrote to him," said Sasdefinitely on her
guard now.

Amanda shrugged. 'Did you now? Well, welll And whe
heart-pourings did you send to him?'

'‘No heart-pourings. | merely asked him whether helddike to
come to Nice while I'm here, and spend a weekerel\wigh me.' She
looked defiantly at Amanda. 'l mean, of courset weshould stay at
different hotels.’

'Of course.' Amanda was sarcastic, and Susan welkekly away to
her cabin, in order to read the letter in "peace.

Once there, she tore open the envelope, and fgndnarself on the
bed she began to read:

'‘My dear Susan,

| am so glad that you have seen fit at last toenaitd in part
apologize for your manner at our last meeting.'

Susan clenched her fists but continued:

‘My mother, you will be happy to hear, has quiteoresred
from her iliness, and is up and about again. Tima fias just
secured a contract to design a new university mgldh the
Midlands, and so as you can imagine this has bdostg
salary quite considerably. So much so that our wepdill be
one of the best ever.’

Susan compressed her lips. It was apparent thabh&dered her
contention that all was not well between them ashing of
importance?!



She read on, impatient now to know whether he a@sing.

‘Unfortunately, | will not be able to come to Franghile you

are there. Apart from the fact that we are excepliyg busy at
this time, Mother and | both consider such expetosde

extravagant and unnecessary. You will be homdiiti@over

a fortnight and we will be able to discuss anythiingt needs
discussing then.

‘This weekend Mother and | are going to redecoraie
bedroom and I'm thinking of getting a fitted carpegre. Do
you think green would be a good colour?’

Susan stopped reading. Her stomach was churniegrivest now. It
seemed that, contrary to anything she had ever, €aslid was
seriously considering living at his mother's housand when they
should marry. Why else should he redecorate himrabthis time
and get a neviitted carpet? And why should he ask her about tl
colour?

She wanted to tear the letter into shreds to cosaiera little for her
disappointment. She had known he would consider tily@
extravagant, but she had thought that he might catmen things
between them were in such a sorry state. She wailiidgly have
shared the cost of the air fare with him, but rst flisregarded her
needs completely. Surely the letter she wrote o éxplained most
eloquently her feelings; her doubts and frustratiddhe read on to
the end:

'Finally, let me know when you will be arriving baat the
airport and | will come and meet you myself. Ithaié quite a
reunion, and we won't ever part again. Until then,

All my love, darling, David.'



Susan thrust the letter back into the envelopestaréd moodily into
space. As usual David made everything dull andgpco8ut then he
was really quite a dull man, but she had been t@pped up in other
things properly to notice before. It wasn't untlesmet Dominic
Halstad that the difference between men becameisteg, and she
realized that David lacked the means of satisfysgwoman

completely. There was no magic with David, thereendnad been,
and although it might seem stupid to some peopleaf® felt sure
there should be something more than a simple aaceptof one
another. A woman needed to be cherished, and ifdDaas like this

now what would he be like in a few years' time whwnfirst thrill of

marriage had worn off?

She sat up dispiritedly, and rumpled her hair, logkat her sad
reflection in the wardrobe mirror. Making a facehatself, she slid
off the bed, and walking into the bathroom sluited face in cold
water.

Feeling refreshed, she rubbed her skin thorouglilly the towel,
bringing a tingle to her face. Then she returnati¢doedroom and lit
a cigarette.

She was leaning against the wall, looking idly tlgio the window
when there was a sudden banging at her door, anbufet in.

'l say," he said, 'I'm sorry to barge in on yoe likis, but Amanda has
had an accident!

"What!" Susan stubbed out her cigarette immediatelg said, 'What
happened? Where is she?'

Following Jon out of the cabin, they raced up,dbmpanionway to
the deck.



'‘She slipped into the empty pool,' explained Jothag went. ‘Mac
had had it drained for cleaning, you know, and Adaanust
over-balanced and fell in.'

'‘Oh, good lord! Is she badly hurt?'

'l don't know. Mac has rung across for the doctbovattends us
when we're down here, and we're just waiting navhim to arrive.’

'l see." They emerged on deck and Susan hurriezk@a¢o where
Amanda was lying on some rugs. 'Darling! Are yduright? What
on earth have you done to yourself?' She smilessteagly.

Amanda smiled a little in return, although she segho be in pain.

‘Well, honey, I'm not quite sure what I've doné&dl as though I've
broken every bone in my body.'

‘But how did it happen ? You're not usually so lem®'

Amanda grimaced. 'Never mind that now. | don'tkhjou'll be able
to spend that weekend in Nice, after all. | mayehtvspend a few
days in bed and there's Jon...'

‘Don't worry,"' Susan smiled. 'l shan't be goingjltce anyway. David
has declined my invitation.'

'He did?' Amanda sounded amazed.
'I'm afraid so. Why?'

Amanda shook her head. 'I'll explain later. Goshope that doctor
arrives soon and gives me something. | feel dréadfu

The doctor, who, Jon had explained, ran a clinithemainland, was
a good-looking Frenchman and seemed to find Suaammbre



intriguing than his patient, although he handledafwa expertly and
seemed to know his job.

'l cannot say, without X-rays, of course,’ he saifter he had
completed his examination, 'but | should imaginesdvBlake, that
you have fractured your ankle, and possibly ydus &are not all intact
either. It will be necessary for you to be takeroas to the clinic,
where | can have the necessary tests made and ykeepnder
observation for a couple of days.'

Amanda had obviously never even Considered thisrapency, for
she began to protest volubly.

'‘But | can't possibly stay at your clinic,' sheedr. 'Why, Jon and
Miss Stacey would be left alone here on the ydahtist return after
the X-ray.'

Susan calmed her down. 'There's Mac," she saidgtty pacify her.
‘Surely he's capable of looking after the crew asds well. Don't
worry, Amanda. We can manage. Honestly!"

Amanda sighed helplessly. 'Oh, dear! | wish nonetho$ had
happened. I've been so silly!

'‘Nonsense,' said Susan. '‘Accidents will happest@oworrying and
just concern yourself with getting back into thetaef health again. If
Doctor Gervaise says you must rest, you must Besiou want me
to come with you now?’

'‘No, not at all. You stay here with Jon. After &tiere's nothing you
can do and the way | feel | shall probably be verable for a while.'

‘Very well, I'll stay here. But please, Amanda, ‘tiarorry.’

Amanda was taken back to the shore in the launth tiwve doctor.
They had telephoned from the yacht to the clinid an ambulance



was waiting on the quay for them. Susan watcheceh®loyer go
with a feeling of anxiety. She hoped Amanda was n
seriously-incapacitated. She would become so resifeshe was.
And although it was a simple matter for Susan ke t@are of Jon on
her own, she was rather concerned about his fatreattions if he
should find out. Doctor Gervaise had told SusanAamnda was
being lowered into the launch on a stretcher, kimasuspected she
might be a little concussed, and that it would miefly be necessary
for her to rest in bed for two or three days atld@st. Consequently
Susan was aware, much more than Amanda, of her nemni
responsibilities.

She wondered whether she ought to contact Domimistad and
inform him of the situation, but decided againsHé might consider
her communication a plea for his assistance anavikigphe was a
busy man she did not want to trouble him. Besideswould in all

probability be in the United States at the pretiem# and if this were
the case it would merely cause him unnecessaryeconc

Jon, over lunch, looked at things differently.

'l think we should contact Dad," he 8aid, as theyaadelicious shrimp
cocktail from cut-glass dishes. 'He'll be annoyeasld don't.’

Susan took a sip of the wine they had as an apariil said firmly :

'‘Why should he be annoyed about something thatntoesally
concern him? Besides, Amanda may be back tomorrow.'

Jon looked sceptical. 'l heard what Gervaise shalteplied. 'He,
doesn't expect her to be back before the weekenddoes he?’

Susan frowned. 'Jon, you seem to forget I'm twefotyr years old. |
may act younger at times, but | can assure youl'thajuite capable
of taking care of myself and you as well. Good leesy in London, |



share a flat with another girl and I'm often leftmy own for days-on
end. And here we do have Mac and the rest of #e.tr

Jon shrugged. '‘Mac's duties don't cover being arggy of me,' he
remarked coolly. 'And anyway, why shouldn't | cattaad myself?
It's not really your

affair, is it?" He sounded haughty, and Susan zedlithat for a
moment he was reverting to the rather objectiongblgh he had
been that first time she met him at Amanda's flat.

She leant over the table towards him and said:
‘Now you listen to me, Jon. Amanda has left mehiarge!'
Jon looked astounded. 'Who do you think you'rariglko?'

'You, my sweet young friend." Susan allowed a smaileJon's
expression.

"You must be joking,' he said, almost choking dvsrfood.

'‘No, I'm not exactly joking," she replied. '‘Butd think you should
refrain from trying to exert any authority here. W@ only here
because Amanda agreed to bring you, and if anyteergus has
happened to Amanda, it's possible that we shall betsent back to
London at . once when your father finds out.’

Jon's face dropped. 'Oh, lord, do you think so?"'

'‘Well, it's not beyond the realms of possibilitg, it? | mean your
father is bound to think that we can't manage alust as Amanda
does.’

‘Yes, you're probably right.' He smiled in contniti 'I'm sorry, Susan,
if | sounded like a little prig.'



"That's okay. | suppose you were hoping your fatneght spend
some time with you, weren't you?'

‘Yes.' He sounded wistful, ‘It would have been weyful to see him
for a while when he's not continually dashing harel there to
conferences, and dinners, and cocktail partiesarh, as he does in
London.'

Susan nodded. ‘Never mind, Jon. | tell you what'slgo into Monte
this afternoon and do some shopping. | could db seime tights, and
some more sun-tan cream. And of course,' she laydgihere're all
the presents to buy for Delia and Sarah and Baltktdhome. Quite an
enormous amount, isn't it? Besides. | have a latpost' to David!

He chuckled. 'Oh, Sue, you are nice! After thisiday is over, |
suppose I'll go back to that ghastly school, andllygo back to being
Amanda's secretary. By the way, are you going targeried later
this year? Dad said you were.'

Susan raised her shoulders in an involuntary gestudon't really
know,' she answered. 'l have a feeling that igsllyiunlikely.'



CHAPTER NINE

THE following day, Susan visited Amanda at the clilbe was lying
in bed, propped up on pillows, but she looked veale and Susan
thought the fall must have shaken her more tharmatdhought.

'How do you feel, honey?' she asked gently, sittiogn beside the
bed on one of the deep armchairs provided. Theealias very lushly
equipped, and Susan thought that many of Doctovaiss's patients
seemed to be middle-aged to elderly women, whorapfg thought
him wonderful. Having seen some of the patientkingl about in
extravagantnegligesand beribboned housecoats, she had decic
that many of their illnesses must be imaginary. yraé looked
perfectly fit to her.

She had said as much to the rather severe Scatbistan who was
the Sister there, and had received the dour rd@y women of
uncertain age with an unlimited income found Dod&ervaise's
bedside manner more interesting than the casinteiprincipality.

'‘Don't get me wrong,' she continued, in a broadybep as they
walked down the corridor to Amanda's private roomoctor
Gervaise is an excellent doctor, but these womes, lagh!'

Susan had chuckled a little. It must be frustrafimgthe Scottish
Sister to suffer these foolish women when she gehyiwanted to
treat the sick.

‘Why do you stay, then?' she asked curiously.

The Sister smiled, 'Ah, well, Richard - Doctor Gasea you know,
he's my nephew, and | suppose I'll have to standiitoyor these
women will eat him alive.'

Susan related this to Amanda, who smiled too. &ddly is terribly
nice,' said Amanda, sighing. 'But | wish | could get of this place.



I'm absolutely bored stiff here, lying doing notirwWhere's Jon, by
the way? You haven't brought him with you?'

'‘No. He wanted to come, but | persuaded him towitlyMac. As far
as | know he's helping him do whatever he doekiathtour of the
afternoon.’

Amanda smiled in relief. 'Good. | don't want theybsandering
round Monte Carlo unescorted.’

‘Do you think I'm completely stupid?' exclaimed &usdryly.
'‘Anyway, to get back to you, what does the docay?s

‘To be quite honest, he doesn't say much at alhateme X-rayed
yesterday, and he's strapped up my ankle and msy IHb says a
couple of my ribs are cracked and my ankle is €naxt. Hence the
cage!' She indicated the mound beneath the bedsloth

Susan shook her head. 'Honestly, Amanda, howeseyadi do it?"

Amanda looked a little shamefaced. 'Well, Susdid' honest with
you; when you got that letter from David and yoidseu'd written
and asked him out here | was very annoyed. | ditke'tthe idea of
you running after thatnan. Anyway, | thought | would just slip, on
the deck, and say | had sprained my ankle andttaikey bed—'

‘What!" Susan was amazed. 'Amanda, you didn't?"

‘Yes. Well, | thought if | was incapacitated temgodyy, you wouldn't
be able to go to Nice. But I'm afraid | didn't iealthat the pool was
empty, and quite unknowingly | stepped on a grepatch and
pitched head first into the pool!'

'‘Oh, good lord!"



'Yes. You see, no good comes of being spitefulsTiki simply
retribution. Particularly as you came and said beatid had refused
your invitation after all. It was , poetic justidghink.'

Susan had to smile. She couldn't help herself.
‘Amanda, really! You could have crippled yourself.’

‘Do you imagine | had kny idea this would ensue?ddar, if | could
live yesterday again, you could go to Nice as fal'rm concerned. |
wouldn't risk anything like this again for anybody.

'So. But when do you really expect to get back?'

Amanda shook her head. 'l honestly don't know. &eshf you see
the doctor as you're leaving you could ask him.liké to know
myself. Whatever you say | don't like you and Joma on that yacht
with only the crew for company. You're neither ofiyold enough to
be left like that.'

'Oh, nonsense,' cried Susan. 'We're perfectly ¢dapatbbeing left
alone. Don't concern yourself with us.'

'‘Have you had Mac contact Dominic?'
'Of course not. That's not necessary.'

Amanda grimaced. 'l must admit that | don't like tdea of Dom
coming to stay with you any better than your beaigne,’ she
remarked gloomily.

'‘Why not, for heaven's sake? Not that | want hincdme, but you
have no need to be worried. | can handle him shilndcheed arise.’



Amanda shrugged. 'Perhaps you can, and perhapsamu But
anyway, | don't really want to worry him. It may that I'll be able to
return in a couple of days. Surely he can't keefnene any longer.'

'‘Well, don't get any ideas about signing yoursetfad the clinic,' said
Susan reprovingly. 'You stay here and get comple@ied.'

‘All right, ail right. | won't do anything foolishBut do take care,
won't you, darling?'

'Of course. Now, is there anything you would like ta get for you?'

Susan saw the doctor as she left and asked himt #&manda's
condition, but he was a little evasive.

‘You see, Miss Stacey, | cannot give you any difidecision as yet.
We must wait and see how she is in a couple of,@agsthen | might
be able to tell you. She seems quite well in*hérgelt she is not a
young woman and the bones of the ankle have b&wser @vkwardly
fractured. It may be necessary for them to be rebeuld they prove
to be slow to knitVoild, your Miss Blake is a very active woman, an
| not right?' Susan nodded. 'And if | allow hetdave here as soon as
she thinks fit, she will not give her ankle thetieseeds. Besides, she
has pain with the ribs, but she will not admitSte shies against
taking drugs.' He nodded. 'Yes, | am sure | anttigheep her a little
longer.'

Susan had to be content with this and hoped thahwie couple of
days had elapsed, Amanda could be discharged uh gmadition.

She took a taxi back to Delice feeling quite exaigant, but consoled
herself with the thought that the buses were slogviafrequent, and
she was in charge of Jon when all was said and.done

She signalled the launch from the quayside and ainine crew
members brought it across to collect her.



She climbed aboard and fanned herself with theizeggn-hat she
had treated herself to in Monte Carlo, when she Jondhad gone
shopping.

She was dressed in a slim-fitting dress of whrteriwith slits up the
sides which she considered quite daring, althougihe capital she
had seen any number of dresses much, much mora@ireyehan her
own.

She was unaware of how attractive she looked, kiergblden and
glowing with health, contrasting sharply with théiteness of her
dress and her shining hair. The man who was lognigizily against
the rail of the yacht watched her approach witleredt, his eyes
curiously intent for once as they looked on a woman

Susan was not conscious of being scrutinized anehvihe launch
reached the yacht and she looked up into Dominlstbidis face she
gave a surprised gasp.

'‘What on earth are you doing here?'

Dominic helped her aboard, his fingers hard and egainst her
smooth flesh, and then he released her and said:

‘That wassomegreeting! However, I'll ignore it for the time e
And as this is my yacht, and | have as much righ¢ las anyone else,
| don't think | really need to answer you, but IlIWi

Susan spread wide her hands. 'lIf you've come beaausmanda,
you needn't have taken the trouble. We're quiteigtit here.' She
looked round for Jon. 'And when | get my hands auryson, I'll have
a few words to say to him. | told him not to comtgau.'

Dominic loosened the collar of his shirt, and pdillgs tie down a
little. 'Jon isn't the culprit,’ he replied easilylac contacted me, as



was his duty to do so. | told him to advise me gv¥ew days- of any
mishaps.’

'Oh, you did!" Susan was taken aback. 'Well, Ikhivat sounds rather
high-handed of you. Surely you don't imagine we daadme to any
harm here, do you?'

"There are all sorts of things that could happerplied Dominic,
beckoning a steward who hovered near by. 'Fetch beer,’ he said,
‘and what will you have ?'

Susan shrugged and walked away from him towardsrager placed
invitingly near the pool.

'‘Nothing, thank you,' she replied, as she went.

- 'Bring the lady a glass of lime and lemon," $edhost, ignoring her
reply, and the steward went quickly away to getdheks.

Susan had seated herself on the lounger and Doffaltoeved her
and stood looking down at her quizzically.

‘You've changed,' he said, at last, after Susarégdn to feel like an
insect under the microscope. 'Not only in look$ait You seem
more relaxed, more sure of yourself. Why is thatphder?'

Susan looked up at him, refusing to allow the cimgrof her stomach
to interfere with her assumedly unaffected manner.

'‘Perhaps your son has helped me shed a few of myasoshe said,
and smiled a little. 'Down here, nothing seemsmgmortant as it did in
London. Who could help but feel the stresses amadhstlifting?'

‘Very good. I'm glad to hear it,’' Dominic smiledraturn.

‘Where is Jon, anyway?'



'Never mind that; how is Amanda?"
‘Well, she seems to be improving rapidly,' saida8yslefensively.

'Strange. | rang the clinic earlier on and | wdd &he was as yet not
responding to treatment.’

Susan compressed her lips for a moment. '‘Are wangtto trick me?'
she asked, feeling annoyed.

'‘No. But don't try to whitewash the truth in theplbdhat I'll go away.
| shall leave here when Amanda is back to nornral, reot before. |
feel like a break, and

as l've brought Henry, my secretary, with me, llisha able to
combine business with pleasure, shan't [?'

'Of course, if you say so,' said Susan stiffly.

The steward arrived with the drinks and Susan deddpers with ill
grace. She felt thoroughly out of sorts with eveiryg. Now that
Dominic had arrived all her new-found confidence ldcavaporate.

Dominic drank some of his beer, and then saidjrktl'll go have a
shower. | could do with one.’

'What about Jon? Where is he?'

'‘Don't worry about Jon. Henry has taken him intonkéoCarlo in the
car. We drove from Paris,' he said, by way of exal@n.

'l see,' Susan nodded.

'‘And now, excuse me,' he said mockingly, 'andjéland remove the
dust of travel from my body. | waited to greet yiouexplain what
was going on, but | think | can now go and chawuige,t you?'



'‘By all means.' Susan was indifferent and, smishghtly, Dominic
walked away towards the steps leading down-to dfvens.

Susan stayed where she was and drank a littleedirtie and lemon.
It was delicious, the fruits being fresh and sqedezght here on the
yacht to make the flavour pure and refreshing. &gwsguares of ice
had been added and they clinked invitingly in tb#dim of the glass.

She wondered what Amanda would say when she |eatimed
Dominic had arrived. It was possible whoever spak®ominic at
the clinic would advise her of his inquiry and Andarbeing Amanda
would put two and two together and make five.

Finishing her drink she rose and walked slowly daavher cabin. It
was nearing the time they usually changed for dirnaed she
supposed she would have to make an effort and liie.po

The thought occurred to her that should Amanda havemain in
the clinic for any length of time, with Dominic hghere to look after
Jon himself, her presence became superfluous. Slde bletter
consider going back to London sooner than she ¢gpecinless
Amanda made a speedy recovery.

The prospect of returning to London was not ingti@nce there, the
whole problem of David would emerge again, andvegag no farther
forward as regards her feelings for him than before

She dressed after taking a cooling shower, an@mptie oyster silk
dress she had worn that evening at Fontainebleagididg to
attempt to look at least a little sophisticate@ sWwept her hair up into
a French knot and fastened it securely on the cawer head. The
style suited her and made her look older and dhquée pleased.

Satisfying herself that she was as well turned asitshe could
achieve, she made her way along to the small, atérdining saloon
where she and Jon and Amanda had been taking mheals.



Adjoining this small dining-room there was a muadtgé& one which
was used when there were several guests, and aftlnthe tables
could be folded away and the polished floor usedlémcing. -

However, the small dining-room was again in usefandplaces had
been laid. Susan presumed the other two were foadd Dominic's
secretary, Henry.

The room was deserted when she entered and feetitiger
uncomfortable she was about to leave and go upeck when Jon
came in.

'Hello, Susan!" he cried gaily. 'Here we are agkial are you, and
how was dear Amanda?'

'I'm fine, and Amanda is improving, | think. Did ydave a good
afternoon?’

'H'm, marvellous. Henry took me for a drive in thew car. It's a
Citroen Estate and it's terrific!'Susan raised agebrows at his
boyish enthusiasm and when the steward arrivedogilea glass of
sherry, feeling grateful for the diversion.

‘Have you seen Dad, then?'
'Oh, yes, I've seen him.' Susan sipped her sherry.

‘You don't sound very pleased. | don't see whyldets not going to
send me back to school, as you thought. He's goirsgay on here
until Amanda is better. Isn't it wonderful?'

Susan looked a trifle boretf you say so, Jon.'

Jon grimaced. 'Gosh, you're the first woman I'ver enet who didn't
fall over herself to be friendly towards my fathéo, you know that?"



Susan smiled. 'Well, perhaps it's because he censsidmself just a
little bit too knowledgeable about women, and besjdo me, he's
usually quite insufferable.’

'Is that a fact?'

Susan swung round, her embarrassment evident foto asee.
Dominic Halstad was leaning against the doorpostcinng them
with cynical amusement in his eyes, and she wowlgdenehorror,
how long he had been standing there.

'‘Eavesdroppers rarely hear good of themselves,'salte feeling
completely shattered and trying not to show it.

'‘No, they don't at that. In future I'll let you kmevhen I'm coming and
then you can say something nice for me to overhear.

Susan gave a tight smile. 'l think you're mocking'mhe said, with
as much dignity as she could muster, and Jon bgidaughing.

'‘Oh, Susan, your face! Don't worry, Dad doesn'tdmimat you say,
do you?' He turned to his father:

'‘Within reason,' remarked Dominic dryly, straightenand walking
into the room. 'l see | shall have to be very chagno your
playmate, Jon, and then perhaps she'll treat nie thvg same easy
indifference as she treats you.'

Susan felt this remark was rather ambiguous, bingined from
saying so, and felt that the evening had begureedly badly and
would probably end that way.

Dinner was served as soon as Henry Woodward atrbedwvas a
man in his early sixties, who looked considerabburyger. An
American, he had worked for Dominic for twenty y&an one
capacity and another, and was now his personatteegrand friend.



Susan found him quite a charming man, and he ttdaegently and
undemandingly, which was a blessed relief after taigncrossing
swords with Dominic Halstad.

The conversation during the meal centred aroundaddrhis school
work. To Susan's surprise, for she had thought Dmlid not
concern himself greatly with Jon's education, he reanarkably well
informed about Jon's abilities, and she gatheremn frtheir
conversation that one day Jon hoped to succeddthes as chairman
of the board of Halstad Press.

When the meal was over Dominic rose and said,nltdbink we'll
bore Susan any longer with discussions about bssidell me,' his
eyes were suddenly on her, 'have you been to tem&Cget?'

Susan fingered her wineglass nervously. 'No. Why?"

‘Well, | think it's necessary that everyone shougit the Casino at
least once while they're in Monte Carlo, don't wouee, Henry?"

Henry grinned. 'Providing, of course, one has tohaey to do so,' he
replied suavely.

'‘How very diplomatic,' said Dominic, rather sardwaily. 'However,
as Susan has not been yet, and could hardly goeicdampany of
Amanda alone, | suggest | escort her this evenuhge you and Jon
spend the evening here in whatever manner suitbgsu

Susan stared at him. "You haven't asked me whietvarld like to go
yet,' she said rather bravely.

Dominic raised his dark brows. "That | haven't! leould you like
to come?'

Susan smiled, and gave in. 'I'd love to,' she agyree



'‘Good,' Dominic nodded. 'Very well, shall we gceni'

The Citroen was, as Jon had said, marvellous. &tdenaver driven
with any man except David, and Dominic's style mfidg was much
different from his. Although he was a much fastevet than David
he did not take unnecessary risks and Susan felagsd secure as his
passenger.

As they drove along the coast road, Dominic glancather
mockingly at his passenger.

'l must admit | think you're being very adventurocagreeing to come
out alone with me like this,' he said lazily.

Susan allowed herself to smile and replied:

'‘Why? | thought we had managed to sort all thatlo@iiast time we
met at the apartment.’

Dominic shrugged his broad shoulders, and Susarcigig at him
wondered why short hair suited some men and othleesDominic,
looked just as attractive with it needing cuttiAgleast - she smiled
again - she liked it like that. It was such thickrithat she felt an
uncontrollable longing to run her fingers through |

She felt a thrill of apprehension when she realthed they would be
spending the rest of the evening alone together& f8bnd herself
wondering what she would do if he should touch loerkiss her.

Would she feel as terrified by the action as slieadithe thought?
After all, he was such an unknown quantity, and dhiference in

their years was accentuated by their vastly diffekends of lives. If

she were one of his own set she would know howatadle him

without any difficulty. She would be smooth and lsispcated, and
be able to adopt that slightly indifferent air aiuteur affected by
fashion models.



'‘What are you thinking about?'
His words roused her from her reverie and sheestant confusion.

'Er - nothing in particular." She studied the raaead. 'Will we soon
be there?'

'‘Don't you know? I'm sure you must have been inamtd since you
arrived. Anyway, you were there this afternoon.’

'l - 1 was merely making conversation,' she retqreettl he gave a
derisive chuckle.

‘Where would you like to have a drink? At the Ca8i®©r would you
like to see a little club | know?'

Susan linked her fingers. 'Anything you say, Mrlgtd.'
'‘Dominic,' he said. 'Please."

‘All right, Dominic.' She smiled, and he said:

‘Well, | think we'll go to Raphael's.’

Susan inclined her head in agreement, and thegduoff the main
road and climbed a steep bank into the hills allogdrarbour.

Raphael's was not, as Susan had vaguely imagineahnate night
spot, with lots of neon lighting and plushy entesiguarded by
commissionaires in liveried uniform. Instead thees a small, dimly
lit sign which indicated a flight of steps leadidgwn to a cellar.

Dominic preceded Susan down the steps so thatuid help her to
negotiate their awkward angles and she was glach wiey reached
the bottom. Although her heels were not very high Isad visions of
twisting her ankle and having to limp into the clubone foot.



Dominic looked down at her feet as she reachesditiesat the foot of
the steps and said: 'Are you still in one piece?'

She giggled. 'Just about, | think!

Dominic's eyes narrowed. 'Do you realize this esftrst time you've
ever been completely relaxed with me?'

Susan bit her lip. 'Is it? Perhaps it's becausmtdeel | have to be on
my guard with you at the moment.’

Dominic's fingers curved round the soft flesh of beper arm.

‘Susan,' he murmured softly, and she looked uprat'hwish | were
years younger, in age and experience.'

'‘Does it matter?' Susan's voice was husky.
Dominic's fingers hurt her arm. 'Yes, it matters.'

Suddenly the door of the cellar opened and ligietashed out on to
them. A small, fat, continental man stood, almdktd the doorway,
a cigar between his lips, over which a curling ntacise curved
down to a small beard. His bright almost beady eyggeyed them
for a moment and then he said exuberantly: * 'Dana'est vous?'

Dominic released Susan and walked fully into tgatli
‘Yes, Raphael, it's me.'

The man wrung Dominic's hand enthusiastically, Bomca moment
they spoke in swift French which was completelyomprehensible
to Susan.

Then Dominic remembered his companion and drewrbissavard,
his arm about her shoulders, casually.



'Susan,' he said, 'l want you to meet Raphael @ri&fth a name like
that he ought to be a Spaniard, but he was bomihdvionte Carlo,
and he's never been any farther than Marseilléssdlife, | think.' He
grinned. 'Raphael,, this is Susan Stacey. She'sndadlake's
secretary. You remember A.B., don't you?'

'‘Oui, the writer." Raphael spoke now in English althobghaccent
was very pronounced. 'She is very pretty, my frigkatd what would
such a pretty girl be doing with you?"

Dominic's grin widened. 'Don't take any notice ohhSusan. He's
rather an old roue, I'm afraid.’

Raphael chuckled, and drew them inside, into a wingby,
discreetly lit, which widened out into a dance flamd bar.

Susan looked round her with interest. The place natsat all
imposing, but there was an atmosphere about itooflgood and
wines, and she felt sure that to enter here redjumere than the
gaudy night clubs favoured by some of the playdag<

‘You like?' asked Raphael, and Susan realized bespeaking to her.

'It's not at all what | expected,' she admittedhtiully, and Dominic
nodded.

'l know," he said, thrusting one hand into the gbdaK his trousers.
'You always expect the worst of me for some reaBahyou think |
would bring you to a strip club, perhaps? A nudeacat? Do you
think that sort of thing interests me?’

Susan felt embarrassed, feeling deeply conscioubenig the
cynosure of both Dominic's and Raphael's eyes.

Raphael seemed to take pity on her for he said'tBay things like
that to her, Dom. She doesn't know how to answer yte chuckled.



'‘My dear, Dominic is not the kind of man who ne¢dsstimulate
himself with that kind of thing.' He looked wryly his friend. 'Not at
all, I would say.'

Susan knew what he meant, and said, at last, WkHim afraid |
always say the wrong thing.'

Dominic raised his dark eyebrows. '‘Come on, lettsagdrink. | could
use one.'

Raphael led the way into the long room which seagdance hall as
well as bar. "You will stay for the cabaret?' hkeaisDominic.

Dominic frowned. 'I'm not sure. We're going to @asino later. |
don't know that we have time. I'm sure Susan esgedbe home at a
reasonable hour.'

'Reasonable?' Raphael was astounded. 'But wHeti® t

Susan stiffened her shoulders. 'l don't expecetiodme so early,' she
replied. "Two o'clock would be fine.'

Dominic grinned, albeit a little compassionateAdl right, honey.
That sounds fine.'

Raphael stared at him. 'You are not serious, neynd?’

Dominic shrugged, and Susan sighed. 'Well, whasigl?' she asked
exasperatedly.

‘To Raphael, first light,' replied Dominic smoothigut | don't keep
those hours.'

Susan compressed her lips for a moment. 'Don'taéxpe to believe
that!' she exclaimed.



Dominic seated her by the bar and Raphael wenhdebiserve them
himself, while Susan took the opportunity to surttiesy room.

It was quite full and a number of couples were damdo the
five-piece group in the corner. Tables were setiadahe floor, and
white-coated attendants were serving a varietpodl$. The bar was
long and low and modern, lit from end to end witffiedent coloured
lights which were the, only illumination when thante floor was in
use. There was the glitter of diamonds on throadlsverists and ears,
and the aromatic scent of Havana cigars minglingh whe
unmistakable smell of continental cuisine.

Dominic drew out his cigarette-case and offerecaSuse which she
took gratefully. She was glad to have somethindado occupy her
hands.

He lit himself a cigar and smiled at her through ¢loud of blue-grey
smoke.

‘Do you like it?'

'‘Hmm, enormously. And | am enjoying myself, eveyati do like to
bait me.'

Raphael reappeared with two drinks before Domiaida reply, and
said: 'My specials! Raphael's.'

Susan gave Dominic a questioning glance, and tipped her drink
tentatively. It was delicious, but very potent, @he@ gasped a little as
the alcohol caught the back of her throat.

Raphael stared at her. 'You like?' 'Yes, | think&bat on earth is in
it?' Raphael shook his head. 'Ah, that is my sédd@minic drank
some of his. 'l imagine a couple of these wouldufé&cient to knock
you out," he said, laughingly, to Susan.



Susan made a face at him and took another sipnfpherself not to
react to the sting at the back of her throat* Raphaoved away to
serve another customer, and Dominic drew deeplifisrtigar and
said: 'Now, tell me all about yourself." Susan ghged. 'Like what?
There's very little to be told.’

'‘Well, | know that you were brought up in an orpage; A.B. told me
that, and of course | know your fiancé.'

'l think that's all, then. But I'm not sure thatvizhis my fiance any
longer.'

'‘Why?' Dominic's eyes darkened. 'Did you breakfi2'o

'It's a long story.' Susan sighed. 'You don't yealint to hear about it,
do you?'

'Yes, come on.'

'Oh, well, David is dominated by his mother, and slants us to live
with her after we're married, and | have no in@mtof doing that.
You sec, we don't get along awfully well."Is tladl® | thought you
loved him. If you love a person you should he pregdo stand by
them, whatever happens.’

'‘How very old-fashioned of you!'

Dominic half-smiled. '"You think so? Yes, | supposis.i Actually, |
doubt whether | believe it myself. It's simply thhat is what you
want me to say, isn't it?'

Susan looked thoughtful. "Well, you see, | met yoa suddenly |
realized that | had met very few men in my lifed dnecause | wanted
a home of my own, | think | allowed myself to bekel was in love
with David. Is that very complicated?'



'Yes, | know what you mean. But don't be blindedsé&h. | think
you're being absorbed into this kind of life, Amatsdfor example,
and knowing Amanda, and how fond she is of you;sshiely to

make marriage with any man sound less exciting twatinuing to
be her secretary.’

‘That's very astute of you,' said Susan, smiliAgtually, she has
already suggested we go to Nassau later in the gbauld | not
marry David, of course.'

'‘And what have you decided?'

'Oh, | wrote to David, and asked him to come oueltbis weekend.
When Amanda thought he was coming, she slippedogefplly in

order to prevent me going to meet him, hoping sbelevsprain her
ankle or something and be confined to her bed.iBuisfired and
now she really is ill.'

'The devil she is!" Dominic shook his head. 'Ancewlshe discovers
that I'm here she'll probably have a blue fit!'

Susan laughed. 'Very probably. But really, she @l for the best
motives, I'm sure. As you say, she is fond of me, she's the nearest
thing to a mother I'm ever likely to have.’

Dominic nodded, and studied his drink. For a moment

Susan allowed herself the exquisite pleasure ofgoging at him. In
profile he was no less attractive, and she thosigatwould never be
interested in younger men again. Compared to Damthe young
men of her acquaintance seemed callow and inexyperie However
hard she might try to dislike him because of herohfor women, she
could not succeed. She didn't particularly careuaitize kind of life
he had led, the women he had had. It was now thttned, and just
now he was the most important man in her life. #sva terrible



thought, but it could not be denied, regardlesheffact that he was
married and apparently had no intention of beirgetise.

Suddenly Susan heard the rustle of an evening dwush past her,
and a gloved hand was laid possessively on Domsiaich. She saw a
tall slim woman standing beside them with thicksgip auburn hair,

which hung in rich waves round her shoulders. Sag avessed in a
gown of silver lame which clung to her figure lieesecond skin,

accentuating every curve like a loving caress. Bloged about

twenty-five, although she could possibly be older.

She disregarded Susan completely, and said, 'Qatlididn't know
you were down here!'

Dominic's eyes were lazily undisturbed, and his thomas curved
rather sardonically as he replied:

‘Carol. How are you?'

'‘Darling, what a welcome!" The woman moved clogehim. 'It's
wonderful to see you again.’

Susan turned to her drink and tried to stop feediogething like a
knife raking about in her stomach. It was puregaay and she knew
it, and she wondered who on earth this woman wakywat was her
relationship to Dominic. It seemed obvious thas@ne time it had
been something more than just a friend.

Dominic had risen to his feet, and the woman called

Carol said, "Aren't you going to ask me to dande@vie to perform in
a little while and | don't get much tune betweeoveh'

Susan looked up then, and met Dominic's eyes. ébsed to be
slightly amused, and she quickly looked away agaire wanted to



curl up and disappear. She felt grosdéy trop, particularly as the
woman seemed to be openly defying her to speak angthing.

However, Dominic drew Susan from her seat and Salldw me to
introduce our host's charming cabaret artiste, \iasl Devereux.
Carol, this is Miss Susan Stacey.'

The manner of introduction was not lost on Carol@&eux, but she
turned a smiling countenance on Susan, althoughetbomg like
acute dislike burned in her eyes. And Susan rehtizat she was only
being polite because Dominic was there.

After the introduction, Carol Devereux again turnsel back on
Susan and said:

'‘Are you staying on the yacht, Dom?'
‘Yes. | have Jon with me.'

'‘Oh!" Carol sounded disappointed, and Susan woddehether she
had ever been a guest aboard@meline.

‘You're staying for the cabaret, of course,' shd, saontinuing to
ignore Susan, and firmly Dominic manoeuvred himbelfveen the
two women so that Susan was not simply a bystander.

'I'm not sure. Are we staying, Susan?'

He was deliberately giving her the choice, and Bualhough she
wanted with all her heart to leave, heard hersslirng, 'l suppose we
can. I'd like to see Miss Devereux perform. Jusatvdo you do, Miss
Devereux?'

Carol Devereux looked positively taken aback. 'Whysing of
course. Do you mean to say you've never heard @8f me



'I'm afraid | haven't.' Susan's voice was cool @gtdched. 'How long
do we have to wait, Dominic?'

Dominic glanced at the gold watch on his wrist.dAbten minutes.
Isn't that right, Carol?"

'You should know, darling. You've heard me oftenwegh,’ returned
Carol, triumphantly glancing at Susan. '‘Now, ld&sice; it's been so
long.'

Dominic sighed. He looked at Susan as though hagtitcshe might
say something, but all she said was, 'Don't mindl amed sipped
stolidly at her drink.

Shrugging, he allowed Carol to draw him out onhte tdance floor
and Susan refused to look. She did not want .talegewoman in

Dominic's arms, to see her deliberately provocatieenpting him

with words and actions. In all honesty, withoutrigerude, he could
hardly have refused, but Susan refused to thinkwag. Instead, she
finished the liquid remaining in her glass and askaphael for
another.

Raphael looked a little askance, and said, 'Aresyog, Susan?'
'Of course I'm sure. Just give me another, pldase pay for it.'

'‘Don't be silly,’ said Raphael severely. '| dowant your money. But
these are strong drinks ... perhaps a little tomate, cherie?

Susan shook her head, and Raphael was forced vaerber with

another of his 'specials'. However, he did makdittle weaker, even
though Susan watched him all the while he was ngakito see he
did not dupe her.

She lit another cigarette that she accepted froph&al, and he said:



‘This artiste of mine, she has spoiled your evenyeg?'

Susan smiled. '‘No. Why should she?'

'‘Because you think Dominic prefers her to youd $gaphael bluntly.
'‘And doesn't he?"

Raphael looked scornful. 'Not at all. This CarolvBeux, she is
nothing to him. But women like Dominic; why is obus, | think.'

Susan drank some of the fiery liquid and studied pkss
thoughtfully.

'Is she an old friend of his?'

'‘An old acquaintance, yes. Years ago, when hisaviteher ... well ...
associates, came here, Carol was amongst them.s&ige one
evening with the band, just for fun, I think, arfteawards, when she
needed some money she asked me whether | wouldhtaken. |
agreed, of course. She is good. But it was not latér that she met
Dominic and discovered Veronica was his wife.'

'| gather she's not married, or anything.'
'‘Divorced now. She was married when she came hiéhéAgronica.'

'l see." Susan swallowed hard. She was gossipind, ita was
unforgivable. Surely it must be the alcohol thaisvi@osening her
tongue. She pushed the drink to one' side, and etnb&r cigarette
instead.

The lights on the dance floor had been dippednbut brightened
again, and she glanced round as the music sto@edsaw Carol
Devereux and Dominic coming towards her, and wWidnt were two
other couples, all talking and laughing together.



She swung round, and hunched her shoulders. Haerepp$airstyle
and attractive dress were not proof against the &frsociety women
to be found in the club of Monte Carlo.

'Here she is!" said Carol Devereux's voice lightDominic darling,
give me a cigarette. I'm simply dying for a smoke!

Susan straightened her back, and a slim dark matedsdimself
beside her.

'Hello again, Miss Stacey.'

Susan looked up sharply. 'Why, Doctor Gervaise'estclaimed in
surprise.

‘Call me Richard. And may | call you Susan ?'

Susan was so relieved to see a familiar face shiedsm willing
assent.

'Of course,' she said easily. 'How is Miss Blake évening?'

'She's fine, and please, no more work! | want tgdbthe clinic for a
few hours.' He raised his eyes heavenward.

Susan chuckled. 'And those women?' she asked gbasin
‘Particularly those women,' he agreed, and theyhad together.

'‘Well, well," said Carol. "You two seem to be thstoof friends. Poor
Angela is quite left out.’

Richard Gervaise gave an apologetic smile to Susahthen rose to
his feet and turned to the rather voluptuous btenatho was
standing near by.



Susan rose also, and Carol took over the introdngtherself. Susan
found that the brunette with Richard was Angelardardaughter of

a millionaire banker, and the others were a mawagle who were

at present on holiday here.

Dominic merely leaned against the bar, not taking part in the
conversation, and Susan wondered what he realigtitabout it all.
He hardly looked at her although, when Richard hagking to her
again, he looked a trifle bored by the whole affair

'‘Look,' said Carol, glancing at her watch, 'l h&wgo now, and sing
for the customers, but afterwards I'll ask Rapliaklcan miss the
midnight cabaret and we . could all go to the Gasogether. What
do you say, Richard?"

Richard looked at Susan, his eyes caressing. fkthhat's a
wonderful idea," he said willingly.

'I'm afraid Susan and | aren't staying for the cethafter all,’ said
Dominic suddenly, stretching his shoulder® bendgaghimmaculate
smoothness of his tuxedo.

Susan's eyes widened, but she did not contradhtt hi
'Oh, but darling ..." Carol's voice was pleadiggu'promised.’'

'l don't recall doing any such thing,' said Domiegsily, his eyes
mocking. '"You'll excuse us?'

Richard Gervaise looked disappointed. 'Now, comeDaminic.'
‘Sorry, Rick. See you tomorrow, | guess. I'll beng to see A.B.’

‘All right." Richard gave a helpless shrug and 8ufgdt Dominic
behind her, gently propelling her forward.



She said a swift 'Good-bye' and then preceded hom the club.
Raphael was busy with customers and merely wavéaegdeft and
in no time at all they were at the top of the st@pd crossing to where
the Citroen was parked.

Inside the car was darkness and intimacy of a iatiSusan had not
experienced on the way out that evening. But nosvatmosphere
was electric and she felt her whole body tensedeapéctant.

Dominic put the keys in the ignition, but he did switch on. Instead
he said:

‘The view from here is magnificent, don't you tHthk

The whole of Monte Carlo was spread out below thermass of
twinkling lights.

‘Yes.' Susan was abrupt. 'What time is it?'
‘A little after eleven; do you want to go back?"
Susan stared at him, unable to read his expressitie darkness.

'‘No, of course not. It's much too early. Why digi@ti agree to go to
the Casino with the others?’

'‘Because | didn't want to go with the others.Hat wanted to go out
in a party, | would have arranged to do just tBatninic's voice was
curt 'However, if you're keen, I'm quite willing teturn you to the
arms of Richard Gervaise, and I'll go back to taehy now.'

‘Dominic!" Susan stared at him, wishing she coad kis face. He
sounded furious, and she had never known him hiee Even that
night in the chateau at Etoiles he had not beemgsy as this.

Dominic turned towards her, his arm along the bzfdke seat.



‘Do you think I'm being cruel?' he asked, 'speakigou like that?
Do you think you can act as you like without itctag on me in any
way whatsoever?'

'‘What do you mean?'

'l mean that you know absolutely nothing about RrdhGervaise,
and yet the minute he speaks to you you're laughmagjoking with
him as though you'd known him half a lifetime. Meuyknow
everything about, and yet you're continually on ryaguard,
deliberately tormenting me.’

'‘Dominic!" Susan pressed a hand to her heavingastbm

'Is that all you can say? Dominic, Dominic?' He aahand over his
hair restlessly.

'l only know that Richard Gervaise is a bachelod gou're married,'
she replied quietly.

‘Married! Married! Do you call the kind of existemtve had over the
last ten years marriage?'

Dominic groaned and lay back in his seat as th@xgjlausted. Susan
ran a tongue over her lips. She felt she was ngdiothe same girl

who had come out this evening so light-heartedlgwNshe was

involved, whether she liked it or not, with this me&problems.

'‘No,' she murmured at last, 'l don't call that mage.'

'‘But you still consider me a no-good,' he said lhgrsAnd nice girls
don't associate with no-goods, do they?'

'‘Don't be silly. You're no such thing." Susan moaéwhg the seat
until her thigh was touching his. "You're a verative man, and |
don't just mean physically." She studied his faweaf moment and



then with great daring cupped his face in her hams$ kissed his
cheek.

‘Susan!' he muttered. 'Don't. Please. Don't makaatemyself.'

'‘Don't you want to kiss me?' She was provocativeappealing. She
ran her fingers through his hair, lifting it, logrthe feeling of its
strength between her fingers.

'‘Susan,' he groaned, 'I'm only human,' and hegule hard against
him, his fingers biting into the soft flesh of reroulders. 'We ought
to be elsewhere than in a car,' he murmured, 'loit God, | want
you!'

His mouth moved over hers exploringly. Susan's bdiiened to
water. All she was conscious of was the nearnegsvanmth of this
man sweeping her down into an oblivion of feelingene nothing
mattered but that this feeling of need should Ihsfsad by complete
surrender.

Until this moment, she realized, she had never knefhat it was like
to be really kissed. Dominic's hard fingers pusthedyster silk from
her shoulders and his mouth found the creamy seftather throat.

'l adore you,"” he murmured, his mouth moving over heck
searchingly, and back to her mouth again. 'Adore. yXiss me -
Susan—'

Susan then knew what Amanda had meant when shedraéd her
about Dominic. She was completely incap&lieresisting him and
she knew that had he wanted to make love to hee thred then she
would have let him.

But at last Dominic gently pushed her away from,bamd said:

'‘Honey, you have no idea what you're doing to me.'



He reached into his pocket and drew out his ciggseand after
lighting two he handed her one.

Susan took the cigarette and tried to calm her giognheart. This
was no good. She must have been crazy. It mustbhearethe drinks
she had consumed. How had she dared to lead hiikeahat? What
must he think of her?

Dominic studied her for a moment and then he bdgatake the
hairpins out of her hair, causing it to fall loosabout her shoulders.

‘Don't put your hair up. | don't like it," he murred softly.

Susan ran a shaky hand over her hair. 'l exptks an awful mess
now,' she said nervously.

'‘No, it doesn't,’ he said softly. 'lIt looks delwasy even in this murky
light.'

Susan shivered suddenly.
‘Are you cold?"
'No.' Susan shook her head. 'What time is it?"

Dominic sighed. 'Are you obsessed with the time?atMioes it
matter? If you must know, it's nearly twelve.'

'Oh!" Susan drew on her cigarette, and with a Bigiinic, threw his
cigarette out of the window and pulled her back im arms.

‘Now what's wrong? Are you sorry | touched you?'

Susan felt her whole body tingling as she leanednag him. 'I... |
shouldn't have done... what | did.'



'‘Why not? Do you think I didn't want to touch you?'
'‘And did you?' Susan looked up at him.

'Oh, darling," he groaned, his mouth caressingnkeek. "You must
know | want you, and it's hell knowing that | cdmetve you.'

He turned her face up to his, smoothing back the fnam her
forehead with his thumbs. His fingers tangled thawes in her silky
hair and he said:

‘Do you remember the first time | saw you at theraipent when you
were so annoyed becaus#idn't do as you wanted?'

Susan smiled. 'Yes, | remember. Why?'

'‘Well, | knew then that you and | were not meanbéandifferent to
one another.' He kissed her eyelids gently. 'l eénd ask you to see
me again even then, but Amanda told me you weragadyand that
was that.'

'‘But why? I'm so ordinary.'
He caressed her shoulders, awakening her sengetofhis ardour.

‘Ordinary!" he murmured. 'l guess you might say,that not to me.
Your eyes are anything but ordinary, and thergsrtain something
about you that attracts me more than mere be&lisyhouth sought
hers again, and at last he was forced to pushwegyr.aWe'd better go
back,' he said harshly. 'I'm in no mood for thei@asonight.'

'‘But, Dominic—' Susan felt suddenly depressedyéfgo back the
evening will be over.'

'Yes. Over." Dominic's face had assumed its ratmercking
expression.



He swung the car round and drove back down the, maading
towards Delice when they reached the main thorarghfSusan
shivered. For a moment things had been differentnbw they were
back to normal again. And it was obvious that Damihad no
intention of breaking faith with Amanda by seduchey secretary.

She felt like crying. It was what she wanted, ofirse, and yet she
wished secretly that he had taken advantage otbeffed at herself.
What price now her statement that she could habdhainic? How
foolish she must have seemed to Amanda who knewiforso
much better than she did.

And yet did she?
Amanda had never known the side of Dominic that

Susan now knew and cherished. The gentle, persuésrer who
could make a girl forget everything but a longiogsatisfy him and
become completely herself in their union.



CHAPTERTEN

THE Manning Clinic stood in its own grounds near CanRark in
New York. It was a newly built building with lotd wide windows
and patios, where the patients could sit in the @t enjoy the
strengthening rays as the spring turned into summer

It was run by Philip Manning, a man in his lateties, who had
specialized in psychology and psychiatric work befopening the
clinic. His patients were in the main wealthy mew avomen who
had temporarily gone off the rails for some reasoranother and
were now in the course of being rehabilitated. Maflyis cases were
of a more serious nature than Veronica's, and Dierkimew that she
kept herself very much apart from any unpleasastnes

For a time she had been interested in Manning Hinieé he was a
married man and had made it clear that he wasterested. He had
even mentioned it to Dominic, who had felt embaseas and

somehow responsible for Veronica's irresponsiblaieur.

Dominic, who had landed in New York only a few h®earlier, had
driven to the clinic and was now waiting to seelipivanning. He
had to see Manning first to see how Veronica wagssing and
then he was going to see his wife and ask her fiiwace.

Although it was only two o'clock in the afternooraiting-room
restlessly, wanting to get this interview over aggly as possible.

He lit a cigar and drew on it deeply, wondering Whasan would say
when he flew back and told her he had asked Veadoica divorce.

The door opened and a Sister appeared. 'Will ymedbis way?' she
said, smiling and holding the door open for hinficiblow her.

Stubbing out his cigar, Dominic loosened his ovat@nd did as he
was bidden, following the woman across the mariteel entrance



hall and into an outer office at the other sidéhefhall. 'Mr. Manning
will see you now,' she said, indicating the do@diag to the inner
office which was Manning's own sanctum where mudéhhis
theoretical work was accomplished.

"Thank you,' Dominic nodded, and knocking on therdae entered
Philip Manning's office. Manning was standing bg thindow as he
entered, and turned to smile at his visitor.

'‘Hello, Dominic. How are you?' .

'I'm fine, thanks.' Dominic shook hands, and thesytboth seated
themselves in the armchairs on opposite sideseoddsk.

‘Cigarette?' asked Manning, indicating the box be tesk, and
Dominic nodded and took one, lighting it swiftlyom his platinum
lighter.

'‘Now," he said, 'how is she?'
Manning lay back in his seat, the tips of his firgg@gether..

‘Well,' he began, 'to be quite honest, if you hadmrived today so
unexpectedly, | was going to get in touch with yaorain. The suicidal
tendencies we spoke of earlier have become mahifest

'‘What!" Dominic studied the man opposite him. 'Blien | saw you
earlier, you gave me to understand that they wienplg part of her
illness and that once the depression was liftedxshéd begin to be
normal again. The drugs were supposed ..." He chalédl right,
Philip, go on.'

Philip Manning looked disturbed. 'Veronica is irvery depressed
state at the moment. When | spoke to you beforeudht it was a
temporary relapse. She'd been definitely improvisgfortunately, |
think all this stems from Arnold Harrison.'



Dominic sighed, and lay back wearily. 'Why? Hasditehed her
again?'

'I'm afraid so. Dominic, don't look like that! Mait's not your affair.'

‘But it is.' Dominic flicked the ash off his cig#ieeinto a brass ashtray
on the desk. 'l was going to ask her for a divéocay.'

Manning stared at him. 'A divorce! | see.' He labkeonplussed.
‘This is sudden, isn't it? You never said anytrabgut a divorce the
last time we spoke together.’

'l know." Dominic shrugged. 'Sometimes these thihgppen like
that.'

'You want to marry someone else, | take it?"

‘Yes. Not that it's any affair of yours," mutter@dminic moodily.
‘Even if you are Veronica's doctor.'

'l know. It's simply that | don't think now is a@mbtime to ask her. A
month, two months ago, | would have said she wpubtbably have
welcomed it. She's not a young woman any longet | aeally think
she wants to marry this Harrison man. Unfortunateéydoesn't feel
the same.’

'He's a hanger-on,' muttered Dominic angrily. '/ avants her for
her money.'

'l should think in the state she's in at presemthan would want her
for any other reason,' replied Manning bluntly. /@ominic, what
can | say? Why on earth didn't you divorce her yeago? In the
beginning.’

'Because | felt sorry for her,' said Dominic hegvil



'‘And besides, | never believed | would ever wani@ry anyone
else.’

'l see.' Manning sighed. 'So where do we go from®He

‘Jell me about her, Philip. What's happened toegos to need to
contact me?'

'‘She tried to drown herself in the bath.'
'‘But that's impossible!"

‘No, it's not impossible. Not if you've just takanstrong sleeping
draught. We always ascertain that she takes hepislg tablets when
they're given to her, just in case she ever todibtard a few in order
to poison herself that way. She's had tendencles this since
Harrison left her. And cases of her sort have gatteay with it. The
Manning Clinic can do without that kind of publigit

'l can believe that." Dominic sighed heavily. 'Aliht, | understand
you. I'm sorry if | seem jaded, but | wanted tdilee of her once and
for all. When can | see her?'

'I've sent for her—' Manning's voice halted abryipdls the door was
thrown open. 'Veronica! How long have you beendfier

Dominic sprang to his feet and turned round. Verarstood where
she was, a mocking smile on her face as she sutviye pair of
them.

‘Well, well!" she said. 'The guilty parties!

'l don't understand you,' said Manning, tryingdtam his composure.
‘Where is Nurse Standish ?'



Veronica strolled into the room, closing the ddbarting, you sent
for me. Standish simply delivered me to your offacel expected me
to walk straight in. Instead, | practised a ittt the old
eavesdropping, and, as all eavesdroppers do, d lieaf myself. So
dear old Dominic wants a divorce. How very amusing!

Dominic and Philip Manning looked as surprised heyt felt.
Veronica surveyed them sardonically, and

laughed. 'Poor Dominic," she said, 'you seem gligeirbed. It's so
difficult to get under your skin, but I think , fance I've actually
caught you out.’

Dominic tried to regain his composure as Manning dane.

'You always liked to spring surprises on peoplerovieea,’ he said.
'‘And usually they were not particularly pleasanésh

Veronica shrugged. 'Why are you here? Did you digtaame to ask
me for a divorce, or did Philip send for you? | egphe did. | can't
honestly imagine cold, cynical Dominic being impws enough
actually to want some woman sufficiently to rushrene get my
permission. After all, that's not entirely necegsain the

circumstances, is it?'

Dominic stiffened his shoulders. 'Whatever you'o&a Veronica,
you're still my wife, if in name only, and | wouddways do you the
courtesy of asking your permission in any mattengctv connect us
personally.’

Philip looked uncomfortable. 'Look," he said, 1dave you here. |
have to see my patients in any case, and I'llyrmdater and you can
let me know what's been decided.'

'‘Why should we?' Veronica stared at him coldly.uYe my doctor,
not my solicitor.’



Philip shrugged at Dominic and left the room. Doimiolosed the
door after him and Veronica said:

‘Everything you do has to be pooperin a tight voice. . 'God, don't
you ever relax?'

'‘Not with you,' said Dominic quietly. 'But let'stgown to business. |
gather you'll have no objections to the divorce?’

Veronica helped herself to a cigarette before iaglyand in the
meantime Dominic had an opportunity to study her. éhce red hair
was now streaked with grey, but he knew that oheersas out of the
clinic it would be retinted back to its originalloar. Although she
was wearing a heavy make-up, the lines on her sidritee unhealthy
pallor were only slightly concealed, and Dominitt gerush of pity.

He wondered whether, had he stayed at home mareystld have
been any different. It seemed doubtful. She hadygdwbeen rest-,
less and discontented, and positively furious wsles had learned
she was pregnant.

Veronica turned back to him, wrapping the, folds tfe
emerald-green housecoat she was wearing closelyt &l®y. She
removed the cigarette from her lips, and surveyimg rather
mockingly, she said:

‘Well now, Dominic, the divorce rather depends on.y

Dominic frowned. Veronica's thoughtful expressiasturbed him

intensely. There was about her an air of suppreskin, and she
seemed to be secretly laughing at him for someoredr a woman
who a few days ago had attempted to commit suigbe,seemed
strangely excited.

'In what way does it depend on me?' Dominic spradé his hands.
‘Naturally | shall continue to supply you with fusidl shouldn't
expect you to have to support yourself at any time—



'How noble of you!" Veronica seated herself in il chair.
‘Unfortunately, that's not all | want.’

‘Not all you want?' Dominic was puzzled. 'What @o ynean?'

Veronica savoured her words. 'l want Jon,' she caliahly. 'It's as
easy as that!

'You must be mad!" The words sprang from Dominigisuth
involuntarily. He strode across to the desk angti#aning on his
hands and staring at her incredulously.

‘Why? For wanting my son?'

Dominic shook his head. 'But why now? You've nesamed about
him before.'

'Did you honestly imagine you could come here aadgkanted a
divorce without any conditions?' Veronica laugh&thy should |
allow you to go and marry some -strange girl jusstduse it suits you
to do so?'

'‘But, Veronica, our marriage hasn't been a marriaggears! Lord, |
could prove that quite easily.'

'Yes, you could,' she agreed mockingly. 'But yown'tyawill you? |
mean, if | should attempt to defend the suit, jhgtk what would
come out! Your petty little world would come tumimi about your
ears!

'It's not my world I'm concerned about," muttereghinic. 'It's Jon's.
Do you think | want the Halstad name dragged thinaihg mud? Do
you think | want Jon to have to suffer the tormeinthe publicity of
his mother being an alcoholic?’



'‘Well, darling, you have the answer. Let me have Jdter all, he
hardly knows me.'

'‘No." Dominic swallowed hard. '‘No. I'd rather doytning than let
you get your hands on that boy! Knowing full wetlp, that you're
only taking him to spite me! God, Veronica, | kngau were weak
and selfish, but | didn't know you were vindictitep. You know no
court in any civilized country would give you thastody of Jon.
That's why you're making it a condition of your sent. But I'm
sorry, | can't agree.'

Veronica shrugged. 'Ah, well! That's your affair.’

Dominic clenched his fists, and pulling out his arig case he
extracted one and put it between his teeth, feedintpged and
impotent. Without Veronica's consent that she wawdtildefend the
case he knew he must refuse to take the plungeotild not allow
Jon to be injured in this case. Hadn't they injureitn enough
already, breaking up his home and forcing him towgup years
before his time? And he knew, also, that he coatgpermit Veronica
to become his guardian again. Jon was at an impredge age. At
the moment, Susan's

pleasant, uncomplicated character was working wanide him, but
If he should be plunged again into the quagmireo¥iea had made
of her life, it might influence him terribly, and his detriment in later
years.

'‘Look, Veronica,' he said desperately, 'you doaélly want Jon.
After all, boys of that age require entertainmeumtray the holidays,
and besides, when your friends find you have addaion's age, it
will age you enormously.' He sighed. 'Look, I'mtquvilling to make
it worth your while, in addition to your usual alance, of course.
Say a hundred thousand pounds, as a down payment.’



Veronica merely laughed and shook her head. 'lt dear\t money,’
she said, destroying the faint hope that had ariBem't | know that
any money you gave me would be simply a drop irottean as far as
you're concerned? | know | can't trust you that wayt with Jon, |
think | have a chance.' She leaned forward andbstilout her
cigarette. '‘But, my God, Dom, | never realized yamwuld want a
woman that much! Where did |1 go wrong, | wonderl@o't we
start again and find out?’

Dominic looked appalled, as he thought for a monm&m was
serious, and Veronica's mouth twisted. 'Oh, dooltryy Dominic, |
didn't mean it. There's only one man | want, anthatmoment he
doesn't want me.'

'‘Arnold Harrison.'

'‘Precisely. And he'll come back, | - | know he WiBut she did not
sound very sure.

Dominic was nauseated by the whole affair and hetedato get

away. His disappointment was like ashes in his maand the

prospect of never being able to have Susan asifeiswas agonizing.

He was relieved when a few minutes later Philipmetd, and he was
able to make his departure. There was nothing nwbe said, and
nothing he could do.



CHAPTER ELEVEN

Susan lay on the deck of tif@utline, dressed only in a one-piece
bathing suit of sapphire-blue poplin. She lookedng and healthy
and tanned, and only her eyes mirrored the parshdtions she was
experiencing since Dominic's abrupt departure. fHaMoodward
was still on the yacht, apparently left in chargeDmminic, but if he
knew where his employer had gone then he was Hioigt@anyone.
Even Jon did not know, although he did not seenulyngerturbed
and Susan could only assume that he was used tanizdmehaving
in this manner, here today and gone tomorrow.

It was two days since Dominic left He had gonertieening after he
arrived, after their fateful night out together.s&o could only
Imagine that it was for that reason he had lefth&gs he could not
bear to be on the same boat as her, having tch&cevery day with
the knowledge that she was merely a passing whirareds she
obviously had treated it as something more. Had Iséleaved
foolishly? Had she embarrassed him by practicallgihg him to

touch her? Whatever he had said, she could not itievéeeling of

guilt she felt, and had felt since that evening.

That first morning she had written to David, thoughd told him
once and for all that they were through. Whatewagpened now she
knew she could never go back to David. Not now! &ftgr knowing
what it was like to be loved by Dominic HalstadeStould never be
the same girl again.

She jumped, startled, as Jon came to fling hine=ide her and said:
‘Are you going to see A.B. this afternoon?'

'l expect so. Why? Do you want to come? She was@sioout you
yesterday. Asking why you hadn't gone with me. plaked that



Henry had taken you to Cannes with him in the @itraand that you
were in good hands.'

'‘Well, at least with Dad leaving so suddenly shentidnad to concern
herself with his affairs.' remarked Jon shrewdlyvonder why he
only stayed such a short time. After all, he didjeét any urgent
messages, because | asked Mac, and with Henryheecan't have
gone away on business. He always takes Henry withathen he's
attending any conferences.'

'‘Why don't you ask Henry, then?'

'l have. But he's a past master at the art of emasill | get out of him
is that Dad will be back and then I'll be able $& aim for myself.'

‘Your father is coming back?'

'So Henry says, although if Amanda gets out ofclivec tomorrow
as she hopes to do, he won't have anything tdfestawill he?'

'‘No," admitted Susan, half regretful and half tHfahkAt least
Amanda's presence would eliminate a@tg-a-tétebetween the two
of them.

Jon rolled on to his stomach and glanced at histw&Dh, good, it's
nearly lunchtime. I'm starving. What time are yooing to see
Amanda?'

'‘About three-thirty. Are you coming?'

'l guess so. But | never know what to say to peagien they're in
hospital. It always seems such an artificial cossgon.'

Susan had to smile. 'Well, so long as you show yace, | don't
expect Amanda will mind if you spend the time mungter grapes,
and reading her magazines.'



Jon chuckled, 'Okay, you've convinced me. I'll come

Lunch was served in the small saloon. Henry joittegin. Since
staying on the yacht, he had shed his formal maandrmode of
dress, and had become a very likeable charactewa$edressed
today in cream slacks and shirt with a multi-cokmlsilk scarf slotted
cravat- wise at his throat.

Susan had merely donned a white towelling coat tveerbathing
costume and Jon wore only his trunks. Susan thoinghyt .looked
very informal and said:

'If anyone could see us now our relationship waddainly arouse
some concern.'

Henry grinned. 'l imagine it would. However, asane is likely to
see us the situation doesn't arise.'

Suddenly, the steward who had been serving theaploocktails and
who had been out of the saloon for a moment totlyetdressing
returned, and said:

'‘Excuse me, but there is a young gentleman askirapiine aboard
from a launch who says he is a friend of Miss Stace

Susan almost dropped the glass of wine she had sppimg, and
said:

‘A friend of mine? Did he give his name?'
'l believe it's a Mr. Chalmers. Chalmers, yes.'

Susan was flabbergasted, and Henry said with con@irsan, what's
wrong? Do you know this man?'



'Yes. He used to be my fiance,' said Susan faiiiyt.| can't imagine
why he's come here.' Or was that strictly true?

‘Do you want me to deal with him, then?' Henry rtushis feet.
Susan rose also, shaking her head 'No, no, of emats!'ll see him.’

She walked quickly out of the saloon, and up th@manionway to
the deck. The steward hurried before her and btirtieeshe emerged
on deck feeling very apprehensive, David was stanby the steps
which he had climbed from the launch below, and waking about
him with interest.

When he saw Susan, he marched briskly across tangesaid:

'Is there somewhere we can talk without interrupfioHe glanced
round at the curious gazes of the crew, who werehwagy their
meeting with avid enthusiasm.

Susan ran a tongue over her dry lips. 'l can'indest we have to say
to one another,' she said quietly. 'l wrote evengtthere was to say
in my letter. I'm sorry, David, but if that's whgpyve come, you've ,
had a wasted journey.’

'Of course it's why I've come,' he snapped, andrellized he was
very angry.

Feeling it would be as well for them to be outhaf sight of the rest of
the crew, Susan said:

‘Very well, we'll go to the lounge. There won'tdogyone there at this
hour of the day.'

'‘Good. Lead on.'



The lounge was a large comfortable cabin fittechwid leather
furniture and an off-white carpet. A cocktail cadtinwvas fitted
cross-wise across one corner and, feeling rathepmfactable,
Susan said, 'Would you like a drink? Something lang cool and
refreshing?’

David shrugged. 'If you like. Now, what do you mdgnsending me
that letter? | was absolutely flabbergasted.’

'‘But why? Surely you realized before | came away things couldn't
have been worse?'

'You only wrote to me a week ago asking me to cauehere,’
retorted David."

'l know. That was a stupid thing to do and I'm goBut your letter to
me proved that you were more concerned with mohaw tith our
future happiness. There are times, David, when gamit see the
wood for the trees. You simply refuse to acceptabeous. Surely
you can see that we're just not compatible.’

'l only know that since meeting Dominic Halstad yeuchanged

from a sensible, home-loving girl into a... a..e sbught about for a
word to describe her. 'Look at you now! That outfrhean to say, it's

just not the thing!

‘Don't be silly, David. It's too hot to wear fusdgthes out here. Why,
even the men wear only trunks and tee-shirts mosteofime.' She
sighed. 'Anyway, that's nothing to do with anythikghat | wear in

future will be my concern only.'

‘You're going to marry me, Susan.' David soundery weire of
himself. '"And we're going to live with "Mother uhive can afford to
buy a really nice house, not one of those tinyghinve've been
considering.'



Susan shook her head. 'No, David. I'm sorry, bat #ill not do. |
don't love you, and even if | did I'm not stupicbagh to expect you
ever to leave Medlar Grove while your mother ivalil'm only
thankful that | found out as | did. If I'd never ni@minic—'

‘Dominic! Dominic!" David snorted angrily. 'ls hete now?’

'‘No. There's only Jon and me and Henry WoodwardniDig's
assistant. Amanda has had an accident and is iimia on the
mainland. She hopes to be back tomorrow.'

'Indeed.' David caught Susan by the shouldersw&ee alone, it
seems. | imagine this fellow Woodward wouldn't i@t us if we
chose to spend a little time together.'

Susan moved to the door. 'l think the sun must flextang your
brain," she said, sounding much calmer than she 'Rlease go,
David. Don't make me call the steward.’

David clenched his fists. "You wouldn't!" he exolad.
'I'm afraid I'd have to,' said Susan. 'Please, @dim truly sorry.'

David shrugged. '‘And do you expect to marry thisPahismarried
man?'Susan shook her head. 'No, | don't expectotaohdt,' she
replied, rather wistfully. 'l shall remain Amandascretary. She's
wanting to go to the Bahamas later in the yeaf,esgect | shall go
with her.'

'And what about Delia?'

'‘Delia is going to marry Alan Huntley. She won'edene, and when |
return to England | shall probably find someone étsshare the flat.'

She opened the door and walked out, waiting for teirfollow her,
David followed her slowly, looking angry and pettlaOn deck, a



breeze lifted Susan's hair, and David's face dadkexs he realized
what he had lost.

'‘Won't you reconsider?' he began, but she shookdeat, and he beat
one fist into the palm of his other hand. 'Youdldorry,' he said, as a
parting shot, and strode across to where his baatmoored.

As he reached the steps he halted, and Susarhpatao her throat,
wondering what now. Then she realized he was wgaftn someone
to reach the top of the steps before he could dds&he frowned.
Who could it be? Surely not Dominic! Her heart eafrover.

But it was! Dominic himself, looking incredibly yag and attractive
as he appeared in a light-grey lounge suit and iéevghirt and a
dark-grey knitted tie. His eyes narrowed as he sawid) and he
said:

'Hello, Chalmers. Here for a visit?'

Susan linked her fingers nervously. What now?
'‘No.' David was abrupt. 'Are you?'

Dominic glanced at Susan. 'Didn't Susan tell you?'

'l understood from Susan you were not here." Dgade Susan a
withering look. 'lt seems she was wrong.'

Susan made a helpless gesture, and Dominic meagdgd his
shoulders slightly and let them fall again.

'‘Well, don't let me keep you.' Dominic's voice wasl.

‘Thank you, | won't. Good-bye, Susan.'



'‘Good-bye, David.' Susan's voice was a trifle trennsiand Dominic
looked sardonic. As the launch bearing David drevayafrom the
yacht and headed back for the shore, Dominic sttolicross to
Susan.

'‘Well?' he said questioningly. "You didn't wastecmtime. Why did
you send for him?'

Susan looked up at him. 'It might interest you mow that | didn't
send for him.'

‘Then why was he here? | thought he'd refusedrmecearlier.’

'He had.' Susan turned away. ‘'Lunch is waitingtdll the steward
you've arrived.'

Dominic's fingers gripped her arm. 'No, don't gm hot particularly
hungry anyway. | want to talk to you.'

Susan sighed. 'Look, Dominic, I'm sorry if | emlaased you the last
time we were together. But | don't want to talk @tibany more. It's
over.'

Dominic's fingers tightened their grip and bit itier flesh. 'Have you
been discussing me with Chalmers?' he ground etwden his teeth.

Susan swung round. 'As if | would! Don't be sitynd you're causing
a sensation among your staff After David's exhabigarlier, | should
think they're getting to enjoy it.’

'‘Why? What did he do?"

Susan pulled herself free of him. 'lt's nothingltowith you.'



‘Look, Susan,' he muttered, 'I'm determined to khthve truth about
Chalmers' visit, and die sooner you tell me théehdt will be for all
concerned.'

‘Well, let's go down to the lounge, please. | dpripose to discuss
my affairs here.'

‘Very well, let's." Dominic took Susan's arm agamd they walked
swiftly down the companionway. A feeling like hysgeswept over
Susan, as she contemplated what the crew mustridenty of her,
and she suppressed it guiltily.

Dominic shut the cabin door and then releasinghkewnalked across
to the cocktail cabinet and helped himself to aeftagom the
refrigerated cabinet at, the back.

‘Do you want a drink?' he asked coldly, but Sudayok her head.
'‘Okay, then, let's have it. Why did he come?"

Susantwisted her fingers together. It was going to liéicdlt to
explain without revealing her feelings for Dominic.

'l wrote to him and told him finally that we weladugh,' she replied
quietly. 'Amanda has made me realize that the meadon | was
marrying David was for "a home and the security trangs. | now

see things differently. Amanda was right about BaMe's weak, and
I've been weak too, allowing him to think thingsrevghe same
between us. I'm afraid he allows his mother too mdieminance in
his affairs. And that's why he came. Because haghiol'd only

written that to bring him out here.’

'And so? What was the outcome?"

'l told him | hadn't changed my mind, and he's gbhome again.
That's all there is to it.'



Dominic swallowed half his drink, and then plackd glass on the
glass-topped bar and walked across to where shestaasling.

Placing his hands on her shoulders, he said, 'A@d Bon't | have
anything to do with it at all?"

She. shivered. All at once she knew she had tdhelkruth to this
man. He deserved nothing less.

‘Yes,' she said, looking up at him. 'You know yawéreverything to
do with it.'

Dominic's arms closed around her, and his mouthgistithers,
gentle at first and then hardening with passiorsaBils arms slid
round his waist inside his jacket, next to the wiarof his skin which
she could fed through the thin silk of his shitheSressed herself
against him and whispered:

'‘Oh, Dominic, | love you.'

Dominic pulled her down on to a low couch, stillhis arms, and
burying his face in the softness of her hair, hétened:

'I went to ask Veronica for a divorce.'
Susan drew back and looked at him. 'A divorce! Dooi. for me?"

Dominic pulled her back to him. 'Yes, for us, Sushwanted to
marry you. Unfortunately her conditions were ungtable."’

Susan felt her earlier elation fading. 'Jon," sheirmured
matter-of-factly.

Dominic stared at her. 'How did you know?'



Susan shrugged. 'l didn't. | guessed. But I'm a amnand | can
Imagine that Jon is the only weapon she could be&t you. But no
court would ever allow her the custody of him, wbthey?'

'‘Oh, no. But she realizes that. She wants me tbdethave Jon in
exchange for not defending the case. She knowsltwovorce her
without her consent for Jon's sake. | don't wam ko suffer the
publicity that that would arouse.’

Susan nodded. 'l can see that. And Jon has beeenuagh already.'
‘Ah, Susan,' he murmured brokenly, ‘if only | wiee!

Susan sighed, and lay back against the red |leaginistery, looking
at him seriously. 'How important is being the heddhe Halstad
Press to you?' she asked suddenly.

Dominic reached for his cigars. 'Importance doestte into it. It's
my job.'

‘But would you give it up?' Susan was staring at. hi

Dominic frowned. 'For you? Yes, | guess I'd do &amg for you. But
| can't see how that would help us.'

'‘Well," Susan hesitated for a moment, 'l can cgetethat my presence
with you in London would cause an awful lot of emfbasment and
speculation, especially for Jon, but if we wergdosomewhere else,
away from the rat-race, it wouldn't matter—',

'If you mean what | think you're meaning,' said Daimgently, 'the
answer is no. Do you think for one moment | wouwlchtyou into a
kept woman?'



Susan smoothed her hair back, twisting the tendalind her ears.
His reply proved to her, as nothing else could hdeee, that he
loved her for herself and not just because of betlyand beauty.

'So what now?' Susan felt empty inside. Whateverfod she might
derive from Dominic's love for her, they had reatlee point of
impasse and there seemed nothing left for therayo s

Dominic shrugged his broad shoulders. "You conttouse Amanda's
secretary and | continue to bury myself in my wddke day ... who
knows? And anyway, you might meet someone elsee sone, who
Is free, and who can offer you much more than ean

'Don't, please, Dominic, don't.' Susan buried heefin her hands, the
hot tears scalding her fingers. 'Don't even ththk couldn't marry
anyone else. Not now!

Dominic groaned. 'I'm only trying to think of yoGusan. Do you
think the thought of you with some other man dde#ive me crazy
with jealousy? But you're so young. You've your \ehlde ahead of
you, whereas I've already made a mess of mine.’

"You were not to blame.'

'l tell myself that, but | wonder whether anotheammmight have
made Veronica so happy that she wouldn't have gtirtee rails as
she did.'

Susan shook her head. "You know that's only a gaoittplex,' she
said. She rose to her feet. 'I'd better get badkdoothers. Jon will
have finished lunch by now and be looking for me.

Dominic nodded. 'I'll see you later." His voice wassky. 'I'll wait

until Amanda gets back and then I'll leave. It viaé doubtful that
we'll ever see each other again. | - I'll try anédkeut of Amanda's
way, SO as not to cause you any embarrassment—'



Susan turned away. 'Oh, Dominic, please!' she liegigeant to see
you again. Don't avoid me, please!

Dominic crushed his cigar into an ashtray, and tosglooking down
on her bowed head in exasperation.

'‘Go on,' he said, 'before | touch you again.' Hékedh over to the
cocktail cabinet. 'l need a drink!

Susan walked slowly along to the saloon where luhatl been

served. It was empty. Not feeling like food anygen she refused the
steward who came to serve her, and leaving the nwent along to

her own cabin. Once there she flung herself orbdtand allowed

the hot tears to flow. Crying eased the nervougesysand just how
she felt her nerves were shot to pieces. And skhetdh@o and see
Amanda later and not appear at all disturbed. Has ghe going to
do it?

Amanda returned to the yacht the following aftermdder ankle was
still strapped up and her ribs were encased irastgl cast, but she
was cheerful enough to be back again, and fuldefs for a new
story. It was to be set in a clinic in the SouthFeance and she
admitted the rather over-indulged hypochondriacthatclinic had
given her the ideas. .

The weather had changed and it had begun to raingdilhe morning
and overcast skies showed little signs

of improvement. Jon was restless; unable to swiplayrdeck-games
with the crew, he followed Susan about like a skadatil she felt
like screaming. She was feeling tense and distunleeself and at last
said:



'For goodness' sake, Jon, go and get a book toarghdtop trailing
after me!’

Jon stared at her in surprise. 'What's wrong wab?yYou aren't
normally like this. Don't you want Amanda to conazk?’

'Of course | do." Susan moved helplessly. 'I'm jadtup, that's all.
Just leave me alone.’

Jon snorted, annoyed. 'lt seems to me that I'didechtter off with my
mother at times like this,' he said surprisinglyd &usan gasped. 'It's
true,' he continued. 'My father is acting like abeith a sore head,
and you can't even stand the sight of me.’

‘That's not true,' she exclaimed. 'It's nothingdawith you, honestly,
Jon. I'm just distraught, that's all.'

‘Well, anyway, I'm fed up too. Did you know my fathhad been to
see my mother?'

Susan flushed. 'Well, yes, actually I did. Why?'
"You see! Nobody tells me anything.’
‘Then how did you find out?'

'l heard Henry talking to Dad. They, were talkirgpat my mother,
and | gathered Dad had been to the States to sebvender why,
when he'd just arrived here. Do you think she'sigiit?"

'l think so. But anyway, it's nothing to do with pieit?’

'‘No, | guess not; But | wish | knew.'



Susan moved across the lounge where they werengatiad idly
turned on the stereophonic radiogram. In a few $i@aminic would
be leaving and it was almost more than she couwdd. be

Amanda, once installed in her cabin, sent for Susaad said:
‘You're looking ill. What's wrong with you?'

‘Nothing. It must be the change in the weatheisa8died. 'How are
you feeling?"

‘Never mind me, | want to know about you. It's Doimj isn't it?'

Susan turned her hands palms upwards. 'Why do gkuifayou
already know?'

'‘Because | wanted to be sure. Susan, Susan, whhtedi you?'

'It's not what you think," said Susan slowly. 'Domiloves me. He
asked Veronica for a divorce, but she refused him.'

Amanda was absolutely astounded and looked it.yAteserious?'

'Of course | am. But it doesn't make any differemmes it? Dominic
won't have me any other way and so he's leavingriaw.'

Amanda shook her head. 'Dear heaven,' she exclaimezlld never
have believed it! But | don't understand. Dominicegh't need
Veronica's consent, does he? He has every rightlteorce.’

‘Legally, yes, but he won't do it without her camdeecause of Jon. If
she defended there would be a frightful scandal.'

'l see. Of course he's right." Amanda groaned.hBut can Veronica
act this way after all these years?"



Susan shrugged her shoulders. 'l don't know. Baithsts, and that's
that." She was trying to sound indifferent, but fghled dismally, and
Amanda was compassionate.

‘Whatever can | say?' she asked. 'l only wish tiaere something |
could do. What will you do, then? Can | take itttyau'll be
continuing as my secretary?"

Susan nodded. 'Yes. If you'll have me.'

'‘Don't talk nonsense! Of course I'll have you. verewanted you to
marry that Chalmers man, you know that. Jon teish@a came here
yesterday.'

‘Yes. When | wrote and told him of my final decisidne must have
thought it was simply a ruse to get him out herteady rate, he came,
but | told him it was no good.’

‘Do you still feel that way, knowing Dominic cagét free?'

'Oh, yes. I'd decided that before | even knew Ddtmivas serious
about me. You see, | realized that | couldn't mBxayid, or any other
man, feeling as | do about Dominic. | don't suppbshall ever
marry, unless in a few years' time Veronica decittegivorce
Dominic after all, and then maybe he'll come bagk he." She
clasped her hands. 'lI'd wait for ever for thatapgen!

Amanda sighed. '‘My dear! What can | say?'

'‘Nothing. There's nothing to be said. Now, what wabihis new
novel? What's it going to be about? Are theredbtgruesome bodies
found in the operating theatre?'

Taking her mood from Susan, Amanda changed thesuland they
began to discuss the characters and situatiortbdanew book. But
Amanda could see that Susan's heart just wasih'amd she wished



with all her might that Veronica had never marri2aminic in the
first place.

Dinner that evening was a solemn meal. Both Domamd Susan
were engrossed with their own private despair, Aaménda felt the
kind of desperate impotence that any friend migkel fat the
callousness of fate that had thrown these two hagetonly to
separate them again.'

Jon, too, was moody. He had not got over his eaaligument with
Susan, and kept casting reproachful glances irdinection, which
she was terribly conscious of.

Only Henry Woodward seemed free of depression, taed his
utmost to draw them all into conversation, withaugreat deal of
success. He only knew a little of what had happgbet] astute as he
was, he had guessed the rest, and hoped the moxoulgl come
swiftly so that the separation might take place b@dlone with. He
knew Veronica, and like Dominic, could not see bleanging her
mind. By holding on to Jon she was hurting Domimigre than she
had ever done before, and Henry knew that for yglaeshad nursed
the grievance of Dominic's abrupt withdrawal froer life when he
discovered her infidelity.

After dinner was over, Susan went up on deck. kKiesdad cleared,
and a pale moon illuminated the scene with a sillight. Across the
water, the lights of the villas, many of which wdl@odlit at night,
and the myriad lights of Monte Carlo along the tg@ve the picture
of a fairy-tale charm which Susan thought she wadder forget.
The sound of the waves, lapping softly beneatly#oht, soothed her
nerves, and for a few moments she was at peacéesisielf.



Then she became aware of Dominic leaning with acklagainst the
rail beside her, looking at her profile intentlyheSshivered. As
always he made her completely aware of herselfvasnaan.

‘What are you thinking?' he asked gently.

‘Nothing in particular,’ she answered. 'It's a warfd night, isn't it?"
'Hmn. | guess so.' He sounded non-committal.

‘What time do you leave in the morning?'

‘About eleven, | guess. We'll have lunch at theairin Nice and
then we're boarding the flight for London. | haweme business to
attend to there before flying on to New York.'

'l see.’

‘You only have about another ten days here, darftybe said
quietly. 'Then Jon is due back at school. Whernyateand Amanda
leaving for the Bahamas?'

'Oh, I'm not sure. Not till later in the summethink. After all, my
friend Delia is getting married later this yearddid like to be at her
wedding.'

Dominic drew out his cigars and lit one broodindjlig eyes dark and
passionate.

'‘Weddings,' he muttered. '‘Marriages!" He bit higacisavagely. 'l
could kill Veronica at times like this! We're sdpless!

'‘Don't talk about killing,' she whispered breatblgs'You don't really
mean it.'



'‘Don't I? Perhaps not. But man is a primitive aneatt best. At worst
he's little more than an animal. Or is that an lingu the animal
world? After all, animals don't do many of the tsnthat man has
been accused of.’

Susan sighed. 'l know. And | think talking like 2hs no good to
either of us. There's nothing to say, nothing tadee!

Dominic turned away, clenching his fists. "Youight, of course. I'll
go down to my cabin. I think I'll get good and dkuRerhaps then I'll
be able to rid myself of this ... this ... vengefsgs!

The night was long for Susan, too. She tossed abohér bunk until
first light when she fell into a deep slumber amad o be awakened
by the steward at nine- thirty.

She sprang out of bed, her head thudding sickgningh an. awful
ache, and quickly poured herself a cup of blackKesofrom the
percolator on the table beside the bed. Two aspegased the ache ¢
little, but nothing could rouse the painful agoriyttee knowledge of
Dominions imminent departure. She wanted to ruhite and beg
him to take her with him, but she knew she coult and that even if
she did he would not do it. But what comfort woste get from her
virginity as the years went by without the fulfilnteof their love?

Dominic himself had eaten no breakfast but hadffiedthimself with
several cups of coffee. He, too, had a headacine tihe amount of
alcohol he had consumed the night before, and wdthche had
experienced a few horns of oblivion, this mornimgias back where
he started from.



He was in his study, packing his brief-case, whemnghvas a knock
at the door, and after he had called 'Come' tiveasteentered.

'Well?' he said. 'What is it?'

‘There's a gentleman to see you, sir,’ said theasterespectfully. 'He
says it's very urgent, and could you see him ndwldihim you were
getting ready to leave, but he said he was surevwld want to see
him. He said his name was Harrison, sir. Arnoldridan.'

Dominic put down his brief-case slowly. '‘Are you euhat's the
man's name?’

'Of course, sir. Will you see him, sir? Or shatell him you're too
busy?'

'‘Oh, no, don't do that." Dominic felt the palmshi$ hands grow
moist. 'I'll see him, Parker. Yes, send him in. Apléase, | don't want
to be disturbed while this gentleman is here, do yaderstand?’

‘Yes, sir.' The steward withdrew, and a few minlggsr he returned
with a tall, thin man wearing a dark moustachewds dressed in a
light fawn lounge suit, and was carrying a darkwrdhat. Although
Dominic had never seen him before, he recognizedybe Veronica
went for. The smart, rather too loud boys with dver-indulged air
of hangers-on. What on earth she saw in these tigmsjnic could
never understand. He came in, smiling rather imgragly, and
Dominic frowned, and waited until the steward hézked the door
before speaking.

'‘Well?' he said, when the steward had gone. 'Wbyyau here? |
Imagine it's something to do with Veronica.'

'It is, yes.' Harrison nodded, and fingered thenlgsf his hat. 'May |
sit down? | think what | have to say will be ofen¢st to you.'



'Of course. Sit down.' Dominic was impatient, ardted himself on
the edge of his desk, waiting for the other magamn.

'You want a divorce from Veronica, is that right?'
*You know | do.'

'‘Precisely. Well, I am in a position to, as you htigay, fulfil your
desires.’

'‘Get to the point!" Dominic was sceptical, and gefieeling of
expectancy could not be entirely banished fromidudy. Was it
possible that this man had persuaded her to cHasrg®ind?

‘Veronica wants to marry me.' It was a statemerfact. ‘At first |
wasn't keen. Her allowance is not what you might oserly
generous!’

‘She gets two thousand a month.'

‘Yes, but ... at today's prices ..." Harrison'sceotrailed away.
'‘Anyway, to get on, you made some offer of a casjment should
she agree.',

‘A hundred thousand,’ agreed Dominic wearily. Tkas not
happening! Surely no man could come to his missdasband with
some kind of offer in this vein!

'‘Ah, yes. Quite a generous sum.' The man ran aunoger his lips
greedily. 'When Veronica contacted me again, tegamly helped to
tip the scales in her favour ...

‘You're a swine,' muttered Dominic angrily.

‘Maybe, but I'm what Veronica wants. | satisfy hdr, you
understand?'



Dominic wanted to throw him out. But something hieilch back.
'‘How do | know you're telling the truth?' asked Do
'‘Ask Veronica!'

‘Veronica!' Dominic was obviously amazed, and at thoment the
door opened and Jon walked in.

'‘Dad! Can | see you for a minute? Oh, | didn't kry@um were busy ...’

Dominic rose to his feet. 'Not now, Jon," he shimyning. 'I'm busy.
| don't want to be disturbed. Come back in abdtedn minutes.'

Jon looked puzzled, and stared at Harrison. '‘Ajhtii Dad." He
looked back at his father, and then again at Hanrend shrugged.
He went out quietly, closing the door, and Domiooenpressed his
lips. If this was going to come to anything, he teanto keep Jon
completely out of it.

‘Carry on,' he said to Harrison now. 'You said Wéta. Is she here in
Monte Carlo?'

'Yes. She's staying at the Cobana Palace Hotebd&ked in there
last night.’

Dominic shook his head. 'But she was in the clihree days ago. |
saw her.’

'‘Can you imagine any clinic holding Veronica if shented to leave?
She just walked out. Of course, she'll go backratieds, but she
thought you might not believe me, and she didntitvia risk this
falling through.’

‘What falling through? Come on, man. What is it yeant?' Dominic
stared at him. 'l can't believe it's as simple@s yake it sound.'



‘Veronica wants to marry me, right?’
‘All right.’

'I'l marry Veronica; we'll give you the divorcetiout question. It all
depends on you.'

'For God's sake, man.' Dominic was running out of :

patience, 'Tell me what it is you want. I've alrgadid | won't give
Jonup ...

‘Veronica doesn't want Jon!" Harrison's voice veasrgul. 'If she told
you that, she's a liar. Money is all that interagtsonica. She was
only taking Jon to spite you.'

'I'm aware of that.'
'‘Good. Then how does half a million dollars stiykel as a fair price?’

Harrison's manner had changed, and he now leama@rd in his
chair, his eyes fixed on Dominic's face to seaéastion.

Dominic was staring at him, his eyes full of conptm

‘Do you mean to tell me that Veronica will divoroee for half a
million dollars? Has she sunk that low?'

Harrison shifted uncomfortably. 'Come now, that'st nthe
businesslike way to look at it. Veronica knows wslag's giving and
what she's asking. We merely thought the priceccbalbetter, that's
all . ..'

'You mean you did!" Dominic's fist thumped down tht& desk. 'l
think she must have taken leave of her senses. Ydmashe see in
you?'



Harrison rose to his feet. 'l want no unpleasasthete sneered. 'Go
and see Veronica if you don't believe me. She'tbhilg too happy to
put you straight." He coughed. 'And it occurs tothmg should you
refuse our request, we could make things prettyonnfiortable for
you, publicity-wise. You've been staying here oa ylacht with the
girl you want to marry. I. understand—-'

‘How can you know that?'

'‘We visited a club last night, and met a friendyolurs, Carol
Devereux.'

'Of course. Veronica's viper at her breast. Shddvenjoy the chance
to put one over on me. However, Mr. Harrison,' Dainis voice was
sardonic, 'as money seems to be so important tors, | hardly
think she would jeopardize her future allowancelibglling me in
any way. | have no need to pay her a penny anérshas it.'

'‘Perhaps you're right.' Harrison shrugged. ‘ltgaable | for one
wouldn't care to take. However ...' He looked atriDoc expectantly.

'l go see Veronica," said Dominic slowly. 'Buinl promising
nothing.' He moved to the door. 'Wait here. | wbe'ta moment.’

Outside the cabin, Dominic met Susan. Avoidingdyss, she said:
‘Have you seen Jon?'

Dominic frowned. 'About fifteen minutes ago. He @ato the cabin
to see me, but | was busy and sent him away - why?'

'He's disappeared. I've looked everywhere for Havbetter ask Mac
if he's seen him."'

"'l come with you.' Dominie felt a twinge of coam. It was not like
Jon to disappear for no apparent reason.



Mac had not seen him, but suggested that theyask sf the crew
members who moved about the ship more freely tleagidhhimself.
A steward who served in the dining-saloon was sunedand he in
turn questioned his fellow stewards. No one hacdh sé@n and
Dominic felt really concerned.

A feeling of unease was beginning to bore into brain. Wasit-
possible that Jon had overheard some of their ¢eatien, his and
Harrison's, and learned that his mother was in kl@s#rio?

Taking Susan by the arm, Dominic led her to a ggpet on the deck,
and said:

‘Veronica is in Monte Carlo. Do you think Jon coliave gone to
find her?'

Susan swallowed hard. This was not the time .togagistions about
their association.

'‘Would he know where to look?' she asked quickly.

‘Very likely," said Dominic heavily. 'He may haveresheard my
conversation with Harrison.'

'l see. Well, I'm sure if he thought he could seele would go. He
was not satisfied, | think, with your visiting he¥cently, and not
letting him know. Perhaps he thought there was stmnmgwrong.'

Dominic shook his head. 'Who knows?"

A steward came hurrying up to them. 'A dinghy hasrbtaken from
the stern,' he said. 'lt's possible that Mastemday have used that to
reach the mainland.'

‘Very possible,’ agreed Dominic. 'Susan.' She Idokp at him.
'‘Come with me. This concerns both of us.’



The Citroen was waiting for them when they reactiedshore and
Dominic took the wheel, with Susan beside him adridon in the

back. He only hoped Jon had taken a bus into MGaté. That way

they should reach the hotel before he did. If haagad to get a taxi,
they were too late. There were taxis for hire ifiée but they had
had no time to stop and ask whether one had beea by a boy.

Dominic drove swiftly, the exotic scenery slippirny like the
backcloth to the drama that was in the very athefcar. On the way,
Dominic tried, as casually as he could, to explhi@ situation to
Susan. She took little of it in. It did not seensgible that any man
would want her sufficiently to sacrifice that amboh money to get
his freedom to marry her. Just now, Jon was forénmosll their
thoughts, and she wondered whether, if he did misetnother, he
would be terribly disappointed. She was not aaalhe remembered
her, that much was certain, and if she treated haally it might
distress him emotionally.



CHAPTER TWELVE

THE Cobana Palace was the kind of plushy hotel Suadmhly read
about. Its silver, blue and green decor was cdahiyrious, and the
guests arriving and departing through its platesggtisors were just
as opulent.

Susan, in a simple white linen dress which revettlecslender lines
of her figure and left most of her slender backebdelt grossly

under-dressed, and only Dominic in his dark suiltedeeasily into

his surroundings. Harrison, for all his flashy stgf dressing, looked
nothing more than what he was.

Veronica and her boy-friend had taken a suite ofm® on the first
floor, and as Harrison was already known to thé& b, they were
delivered swiftly to the first floor where a silvgrey carpeted
corridor led along to the suite.

Dominic strode ahead. He left the other two bethnd. He had
ascertained the number of the suite from Harrisahugpoon reaching
the door he flung it open unceremoniously. As dondd a stricken
face to him he knew he was. too late to save homfiinding out the
truth, once and for all.

Susan, behind Dominic, pressed a hand to her stortwadry to
prevent its churning, as Veronica, resplendentjada-green pyjama
suit, rose to greet them. Gone were the grey strBakninic had seen
at the clinic the other day. Her hair now shonesgjly red, while her
make-up today hid the lines of self-indulgence onfaee.

'‘Dominic! How nice!" Her tone was honeyed, butfaee grew a little
bitter as her eyes rested on Susan's fair youtidalty. 'And this
must be Susan. How charming to meet you, my deam&h better
to be civilized about these things, don't you tRink



Susan allowed Veronica to shake her hand as thougldream. This
could just not be happening!

But it was. Veronica was quite businesslike. Sliedd to Dominic
and said:

'‘Have you decided?’
‘Never mind that,' said Dominic. 'What have yourbsa&ying to Jon?'

He was watching Jon as he stood behind his motlar. was
watching Veronica in much the same way as the tatdiches the
snake, and Dominic felt the weight of his respoihsigs for this boy.
He knew he had done the right thing by taking himay from his
mother all those years before. Veronica would hanveed his life;
she had the kind of personality that could destmything it came
into contact with.

‘To Jon?' Veronica shrugged. 'Darling, Jon hassgate mistaken
idea that | actually wanted him to live with meheSlaughed. 'Jon
darling, do I look the kind of homely person yowede | hope not.’
Her eyes rested on Susan. 'Susan is much moreaumrlige, darling,
and if she marries your father, you'll make a hagppgesome,, won't
you? Now, Dominic, have you decided?'

Dominic's shoulders hunched. Suddenly he wantegetaway. He
felt he never wanted to see her again in his Hiehad had enough.
They had all had enough. He had come here hopingetsuade
Veronica against marrying Harrison for her own golbdt now it
didn't seem to matter any longer. He had fooledskifmall these
years. They, Veronica and Harrison, were two oinal.kShe would
never change. She had been born that,vaaygl he had been too
young and too foolish and blinded by self-recrimioiaé to see it
before. Now it was all clear to him. Veronica coblve her money,
and her divorce. He would have Susan, and Veronmald have



Harrison. They deserved each other. And Jon - Jd@f, he would be
happier without ever knowing any more about hishaothan he
knew today. It would take him a long time to forgfgs day, but once
he had he would see clearly again.

‘All right, Veronica,' said Dominic quietly. "Yowan have the money.
I'll see about the agreement as soon as | gettbdakndon. I'll have

to have your signature for certain documents, bstidpose | can
contact you at the clinic.'

Veronica smiled triumphantly at Harrison. 'Of cayrdarling. Will
you stay and have a drink? Arnie darling...'

'‘Not for us,' said Dominic, taking Susan's armme dand, and Jon's
in the other. 'We're leaving.'

‘All rightie. Be seeing you.' Veronica smiled, aheé last Susan saw
of her was the jade-green pyjama suit as she thengelf exuberantly
into Arnold Harrison's arms.

The journey back to the yacht began silently. Susam sat in the
back and Jon sat beside his father in the frong. \&nted them to
feel they could talk freely, and Dominic was gratef

Jon spoke first, and when he did his voice was\sHakeliberately

listened to what you were saying,' he said, by afagn explanation.
'l heard my mother's name mentioned as | cameth@tooom and |

wanted to know what was going on. When | heard say she'd

asked for me, | wanted to see her, to find outrfgself. | guess | was
a silly fool, wasn't 1?'

Dominic shrugged. 'Perhaps you did the right thihigzou'd never
seen her you would never have known whether | wdmd the
whole truth or not, would you?' Jon shook his héaml she tell you
about Susan - and me?"



'Yes.' Jon buttoned his jacket and then unbuttaneghin, revealing
clearly his feelings. 'l - | was surprised that y@dn't told me.’

Dominic sighed. 'I'll explain about that later. Yoan rest assured it's
no grim secret. We just never thought it would Feapp

Jon nodded. 'Mother again, | suppose.'

‘Yes. I'm afraid your mother has changed a lotesisite had you.'
Dominic shrugged. 'And about Susan, what did yank®

Susan held her breath.

'l didn't mind exactly.' He looked a little shamedd. 'l rather liked
Susan myself. | guess she's a bit old for me, thotte flushed, and
impulsively Susan leaned forward and hugged him.

'Oh, Jon,' she whispered. 'We're going to have giodd times
together ...

It was. almost exactly a year later that the Hdl$samily - left their

home in Wiltshire and journeyed to Monte Carlo ioninic's private
aircraft. They, landed at a private landing fiedttd drove down to
Delice in the same Citroen that Susan now regardedfavourably.

After all, had not she and Dominic exchanged thest kiss in this

car?

She glanced at Dominic as they drove along, and ¢ghenced round
at Jon in the back.

'‘Happy?' asked Dominic, his eyes gentle, his yalitbkpression
indicative of the idyllic three months they had heearried.



'‘Wonderfully," exclaimed Susan, lying back in heats and pressing
her fingers together. 'How long can we stay here?’

Dominic smiled. 'Well, | guess about six weeks, #reh, when Jon
returns to school, | have my resignation to thertbda file and then
we become the squires of Tipton Maryvale.' He clattkAre you

sure that's what you want? Won't you miss the kihsocial life we

have in London?' 'Darling," Susan's voice was sbfparried you

because | loved you and wanted you all to myseit. td share with
the staff of the Halstad Press and every promissdemale that
comes along.'

Jon leaned forward. 'And in the holidays | intendbteed racehorses.
Sammy the groom was telling me there's a mint afieydo be made
in that.'

Dominic grinned. ‘Money! God, how sick | am of thatrd.'

‘And me,' said Susan. 'Jon, honey, do you thinkgaud race your
horses just for fun?'

Jon smiled. 'l guess | could, Susan. But it'sienltlood, you know.
Money-making, | mean.'

Susan laughed. 'All right. Oh, | feel so happypuid yell!'

Dominic looked down at her. 'And me,' he said.



