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THE LOVING
GAMBLE

FloraKidd



She disapproved of what he stood for

A millionaire stockbroker was not the kind of maadRel wanted.
Her dream of succeeding as an artist came first.

Ross Eraser, dynamic and charming, changed Raadhieksand the
course of her life in four short weeks. And wheogle asked why a
penniless artist might be marrying such a richceasful man, Ross
dismissed their remarks as petty jealousy.

But he couldn't silence the soft, accented voiet éisked for him on
the telephone--or the doubts that filled Rachelisdnas to why he
had married her ....



CHAPTER ONE

THE feeling that she was being watched by somebeesuldn't see
made Rachel's skin prickle all over. Slowly shenéar her head and
glanced over her shoulder.

He was still there, in the shade of two gracefiwksibirches. He was
standing, as she was, slightly apart from the grotipaughing,
talking people who were clustering about her codsinny Vanway
who had just been married to Dr Charles White.dsmit easy to see
what he looked like because he was dappled withskiz@ows of
birch leaves, but she had the impression he wéshtal physique
symmetrical, broad shoulders tapering down to leqs. He was
elegantly dressed in a silver-grey double-breasid

She looked away from him and down the sloping laevthe River

Hudson, wide and shining in the mellow sunshinet September.
On the other side of the river, from the tops oldish cedar- crowned
cliffs the land rose up gradually in green cuneethe summits of the
Catskill Mountains. The slopes of the hills werdaab with the

colours of autumn, scarlet of maples, gold of elmsl birches,

threaded with the greens of cedars and pines.

Still aware of being stared at by the stranger r@seénting what she
considered to be his rudeness, she began to waweey in the
direction of the path that wound down the steefkliarthe narrow,
stony beach that edged the river. Even though sdehar brother
Giles had been made very welcome when they hagedrim this part
of the State of New York, three days ago, haviogvfi over from
Scotland to be at the wedding, she still felt bkstranger in a strange
land.

Everything was so much larger here than it wa®atehin Scotland.
The river was wider than any other river she hagt seen, the trees
grew taller and there were more of them, and thd leemed to go



on and on for ever. Houses also were much bigger amy she had
known, and the Vanways' sprawling split-level was@comfortable

and luxurious than any house she had ever staydxfore. The

people, too, were different: noisier, livelier, rmayutgoing and, she
had to admit, friendlier than any people she hagr ewet before.

Even her Aunt Moira was thoroughly Americanised nower ways,

and in her speech, too, so she also was a stranger.

Reaching the beach, Rachel strolled along, enjothegwarmth of
the sunshine and watching a big tug pulling sevieradled barges
down-river. Some sailing boats from the nearby neawere trying to
race in the almost windless air, their white sgliating against the
dark cliffs. For a moment she paused, trying totli@ scene in her
mind, wishing she had her camera with her.

The crunch of stones under someone's shoes matimkérack over

her shoulder, and immediately she felt resentmiamé fup in her

again. The tall man had followed her. His well Ihres, fashionably
trimmed hair shone with the reddish glow of polgimeahogany in

the sunlight. That was all she allowed herselemIsefore she walked
on swiftly, her head held high, as she hoped toreprio him her

dislike of being stalked by a complete stranger.

Beside her the historic river flowed, tranquil anthurried. The tug
and barges chugged by, the yachts lolled aboutasty, sails empty
and shaking. The beach ended, unfortunately, waereld wharf

once used by transport barges jutted out into e The only way
she could escape from the man, who was stalkingwees to climb

either up the pilings of the wharf or up the stbapk to the top and to
trespass into the garden of the house next dabetdanways' house.

It was while she was eyeing the pilings, wondemtgere she could
best get a foothold, that the stranger came umbédmer and spoke.
There was an undercurrent of amusement stirringedténthe

pleasantly modulated tones of his voice.



'l wouldn't risk it if | were you," he said. 'Nat those shoes or that
pretty dress. You'll ruin them. Also the timbersrat to be trusted.
You could fall.'

She turned slowly to face him. He had taken offj#o&et of his suit
and was carrying it slung over one shoulder. Tha khhis sleek silk
blue and grey tie was loosened and the collarostark white shirt
was undone. From between thick dark lashes his ,ey
violet-coloured in the sunshine, surveyed her nagroWhile she
stared at him in haughty silence, resenting heaiteanesponse to his
physical attractions, he smiled at her, his leightly tanned cheeks
creasing, his well shaped teeth gleaming white.

'l could wait for ever to be introduced to you, Ise decided to
introduce myself," he continued smoothly, and shteced there was
hardly a trace of accent in the way he spoke Hmghte sounded
neither British nor American.

'I'm Ross Fraser and | know you're Rachel Dow, ysroousin, and
you're from Edinburgh, Scotland. You and | have attmmg in

common. | was born in Edinburgh, though I've livadthe States
since | was twelve and I'm a friend of Charlie Véhiflenny's new
husband. You were walking so fast | got the impogsyou were

running away from me. Why?"

'l don't like being followed by someone | don't knbshe retorted,
looking away from him at the river, her chin upt bgelids drooping.

‘Well, now you know who | am shall we walk back etlger?' he

replied equably. 'Or are you really set on doingm&o
mountaineering? Perhaps | should warn you that éyewn did make

it to the top of the bank the Perkins, who ownlibase and land up
there, have two fierce Doberman dogs, trainedtézlatny intruders.
I'm much less vicious.'



She glanced sideways at him from beneath her laghegleasant
mockery of himself did much to allay her resentméuntiging by the
way he spoke and the expensive cut of his suitshiml he was not
only well educated but also wealthy. Suddenly guted by him, she
decided to abandon her plan to evade him. Turrorfgde him, she
smiled.

‘Jenny did tell me she and Charles hoped you wdoegldat the
wedding,' she said. 'But she wasn't sure if yoetdtg the church in
time.'

'l just made it to hear them say their vows," Iptied, smiling back at
her, and it seemed to her as if his smile was @faynlight shining
into her and warming the cold knot of caution agskerve inside her.
''ve not been to a wedding before,' he added &g llegan to walk
side by side back the way they had come.

'‘Not even to your own?' she asked and he laughed.
'‘No, not even my own. How about you?'

'Oh, I've been to other weddings, at home, in &adtl but none of
them were as grand as Jenny's. In fact, until weeal the other day
my brother and | had no idea that Aunt Moira's lamsbwas so well
to do, nor that they lived in such a beautiful plac

'l suppose, like many Brits, you had the impressiat New York
State is all industrial, with chimneys belching tforsmoke
everywhere and textile mills polluting rivers, likee Midlands and
north of England, to say nothing of the LowlandsSabtland," he
scoffed.

‘Well, 1 had read that this river was badly poltliteshe retorted
spiritedly. 'And it still doesn't look very clean.’



'It was even worse some years ago. But thanks dpl@dike Pete
Seeger, the folk-singer, it's been cleaned up, atibugh it's not
completely free of pollutants yet, the fish innéa't dying any more,'
he replied. '‘But you haven't answered my questdmen | said how
about you, | meant have you been to your own wegitdiire you
married?'

'‘No.'
'‘Have you been?’

'‘No. I've never met anyone I've wanted to marry afekl | never
will.'

‘Never will marry or never will meet anyone youkklto marry?' he
queried.

'‘Never will marry. I'm much too interested in trgito make a career
for myself as an artist,’ she answered lightly.

He stopped walking to turn to her. She pausedr&iorning his gaze
frankly.

'‘No time for a man in your life, then?' he asked.

'‘Not seriously. | don't mind having men friendst ba far | haven't
felt any great desire to give up my freedom to snharre of them.'

'‘What a waste,' he murmured enigmatically, his ggadirifting over
her face and then her figure.

‘What do you mean?'

'l mean that you'd be so nice for a guy to comeéhtwevery night of
his life, but if you never marry that won't hap@erd all your female



beauty and expertise will be wasted, never sharndu avsuitable
mate, and never passed on to your children.'

'If I'd known the conversation was going to runngldhese lines I'd
never have agreed to walk back with you,' sheedgs coolly as she
could. For a moment she had imagined what it mighlike to have

him come home to her every night of his life, ahd sad wished it

could be.

Disturbed because he had, in a very few minuteslenaaviolent
impact on her, she turned away and began to mauatklyg back
along the beach, angry, not with him exactly, borenwith herself
for allowing him to get under her skin in such arshime. In her
haste to get away from him she didn't look wheeewsas going. Her
left foot, in its neat low-heeled black pump thaivg little or no
support to her ankle, slipped on a stone, her amktged, pain-shot
through it and she sat down abruptly, moaningla &nd bowing her
head in agony.

‘Well, well, | guess the old adage is right aftker Rride does come
before a fall,' he mocked her. 'Let me help you up.

'No." She got up quickly but as soon as her left fouched the
ground she yelped, pulling it up sharply.

‘What's up?' he asked.

'l think I've sprained my ankle," she muttered viya&nd, without
looking at him, she began to limp along, flinchiagevery step.
Although not far away, the path that twisted dotva bank from the
Vanways' garden looked very distant at that moment.

'You'll never make it," he said with aggravatingerarogance.

‘Then what do you expect me to do?' she challergjedping to turn
on him. He gave her another raking glance thahdtting to appease



her. It seemed to her he was actually measuringranghing her in
his mind. With a swift movement he shrugged onjduget.

'I'll carry you," he said forcefully.
'‘No.'

She stepped back defensively, forgetting she wesedb the edge of
the beach, and found herself standing in the riv@ving quickly
and decisively, giving her no chance to avoid him, stepped
forwards and scooped her up into his arms.

Like bars of iron they supported her. Her head wlase to his

shoulder and when she looked at his face she gmddhe darker
skin where he had shaved, the quirk of amusemehnéaorner of his

sensually carved broad lips, the bold straight dihkis nose, and the
determined jut of his cleft chin above the stroapmn of his throat,

the heart-appealing length of his eyelashes, ofiyeshades darker
than his reddish-brown hair.

'I'd give anything for this not to have happeneathe muttered,
uneasily aware that she longed to give in, to klyhead against his
broad shoulder and relax, to let him take the laad be responsible
for her.

His eyes flashed briefly down to her face and tlomked straight
ahead again as he walked along the beach.

'Pride again?' he taunted. 'You want to watch itidd°never did
anyone any good.'

'l hate being dependent on a stranger,' she pEisist

'l sense a feminist,' he scoffed. 'Don't you realan you hate being
dependent on a man? Actually I'm not a stranget.aNg more,' he
added as he started to climb up the pathway, apiaeffortiessly. 'l



feel as if I've known you all my life, even thougle never met until
today. I'm the guy who is going to marry you.'

'Oh, that does it! Put me down at once. Put me dd8hre began to
wriggle in his arms and he stopped walking.

'‘Be still or we'll both go backwards down the bamie rapped. He
frowned down at her, his face hard and implacadoi€, she had her
first taste of his steely determination to havedws way.

‘Then put me down. I'll walk the rest of the way tmyself,’ she
ordered.

'l put you down when we're on level ground arat hefore, you
stubborn wench,' he growled, and forged on up &tle.p

'l could call you names too,' she said sniffingdtsily.

'S0 go ahead. There's nothing | enjoy more than oadg
slanging-match or argument, especially with a wonGears the air.’

She didn't say anything, guessing that he would iwiany verbal
sparring-match they might have because, like mémgradAmericans,
he was unreserved and he wouldn't care who ovetlinar or what
anyone else might think of him. He didn't put hewd when they
reached the lawn but carried her up the stepsdoddtk, where
several of the older guests were sitting and tglkkkmong the many
exclamation's of concern, she heard her aunt'®waith a feeling of
relief.

'‘Rachel, what's happened?'

Dark-haired and immaculate in her blue mother-heHbride dress,
Moira appeared beside them.

'She's sprained her ankle,' said Ross. Fraserrd/ghall | take her?’



'Oh, right into her room," said Moira. 'This waygnte through the
kitchen.'

'It's all right. | can manage on my own,' said Ragctrying to assert
herself, but no one took any notice of her. Rassis tightened about
her and he heaved her a little higher as they pagseugh the

kitchen, in Moira's wake, and then went along aagsway to one of
the spare bedrooms of the big sprawling house.

He laid her down on the pink quilted cover of thregke bed and stood
up straight looking down at her, a slight mockimgile curving his
lips.

‘You're a lot heavier than you look," he gibed amded to Moira. 'l
guess, having been a nurse, you know what to dbywandon't have
to ask Charles to examine her ankle?'

‘Charles has already left with Jenny to go to Kelyn&Ve looked for
you and Rachel all over to come and say goodbyey Hared not
wait any longer," Moira replied briskly, bendingesvthe bed and
studying both of Rachel's ankles. "You'll havesalketyour pantyhose
off, dear,’ she continued. 'lt's the left one ist?tLooks as if it's
swelling nicely. I'll bring a bowl of water and y@an soak it for a
while, then I'll bind it up. I'm afraid you're g@no have to rest it. No
gadding off to Manhattan tomorrow to visit the mseums.'

'It's so disappointing,” Rachel complained, win¢cimghen Moira
touched the tender spot on her ankle. 'Giles ameere looking
forward to visiting the city so much.’

'Giles?' queried Ross, who had been looking inntineor of the
dressing-table and fixing his tie. A wave of hisrhead slid down
over his forehead and now he combed long fingemuth it to lift it
back as he turned to look at her. Again she wadtesmby his
physical attractions; his muscular strength shehitha silk shirt and



fine worsted wool; that glint of warm violet in tle®ol greyness of
his eyes, like a flame encased in ice, sendinggérdelicious shivers
tingling through her.

'‘He's my brother,' she murmured.
'‘Well, Giles will just have to go without you,' daloira practically.
'If | had crutches . . .' Rachel started hopefully.

'‘Not even on crutches. You'd be worn out before gen got to the
second floor of the Modern Art Museum.’

'‘Don't they allow wheelchairs?' asked Ross casually

'‘Now | never thought of that,’ exclaimed Moira ur@ise?swinging
round to look at him.

He was leaning his hips against the dressing-tditelong legs
stretched before him, his hands in his trouser @isclkand he was
staring at Rachel intently, eyes slightly narrowed,the verge of
smiling at her. Feeling warm blood creep into Hezeks she looked
away from him.

'‘But then she would have to get to town," addedrdthioughtfully.
‘She and Giles were going on their own on the train

'If a wheelchair could be found in Riverpark, tludding type that
would go into the boot of a car, I'd drive you iManhattan, take you
round the museums and bring you back here," heseétigl to Rachel.
'It's the least | can do, since I'm partly respllesfor your having
sprained your ankle.’

‘That's really kind of you, Ross,' said Moira wayrbkefore Rachel
could answer.



'l guess Giles is around somewhere,' he said, pgstwayfrom the
dressing-table, 'l haven't met him yet.'

'He was playing tennis with Kathy Van Dorp lasteihsaw him,' said
Moira, following him to the door. 'I'll just fetckhe water and a
bandage, Rachel. Be back in a jiffy.’

Moira went out, but before he left the room Rosstdd a glance at
Rachel, and once again his lips curved in thahskmpowledgeable
smile that made her pulses leap unexpectedly.

'‘See you soon,' he said softly.

'‘Don't count on it,' she managed to retort taiftlyt her retort only
seemed to amuse him. His smile widening to a genmade no reply,
and disappeared from her sight.

When Moira came back carrying a large bowl! of watawel draped

over her arm, she said, 'l don't know what's conex &®oss Fraser.
He's not usually so helpful or forthcoming. | irdted him to Giles
and he invited him and some of the youngsters twv@hestnuts for
the rest of the evening. I'm sure | don't ever mater him doing

anything like that before. Now just sit up on tlige of the bed and
put your left foot in the bowl, dear.’

Rachel did as she was told and the hot water esdjlér foot and
ankle soothingly.

'What is Chestnuts?' she asked.

‘Morton Fraser's estate, further up the river. fibese isn't as big or
as ostentatious as the Vanderbilt mansion thatas here, but it is
lovely, and it gets its name from the avenue okth# trees leading
up to it. Ross usually stays there when he coms&atg'

'He told me he was born in Edinburgh. Is that true?



‘As far as | know, it is,' replied Moira, sittingwan on the bed beside
Rachel and beginning to unwind an elastic bandage.

'And who is Morton Fraser?"'

'He's the descendant of a star-spangled Scot witte raafortune
when he emigrated here in the nineteenth centuwmething like
Andrew Carnegie did. Now Morton is President of déraand
Allanby, a Wall Street investment firm. He's also the board of
directors of several important companies. He'sn@ih money. Ross
Is his adopted son.’

‘Adopted?' Rachel exclaimed.

‘Yes. Such a romantic tale really. Morton neverrmedrwhen he was
a young man because he was disappointed in lovgar&ptly when
he was overseas during World War Two he met ahdhfidve with a
Scottish girl, but she was engaged to someoneaglderefused to
marry him. Anyway some years ago he began to rdgrehadn't
married and hadn't had children of his own, sodmdikd to look up
his old flame. He learned that she was living invAl&cotia, so he
went up there to see her. Seems she had marri€thtiedian soldier
she had been engaged to and had returned to Cauthdaim. But
her husband, Bill MacPherson, had been badly walicldeing the
war and had eventually died, a little after th@n &Ross was born.
Unfortunately when Morton found her she was alreadifering
from cancer. Even so, he asked her to marry hira.&gneed and he
brought her and her son to live at Chestnuts. Haglonly five years
together before she died. At least they were feyeply years. Morton
was devastated when she died but he had Rossnddegally
adopted him as his son. Ross also works in thestimant company.
He went to school and university with Charlie aheythave always
been good friends which is why Ross came to thedimgdtoday.
Now, let me look at that ankle.’



When the ankle was firmly bound up Moira annountedintention
of phoning around to find a wheelchair.

'‘No, please don't bother," Rachel said urgently.rdther stay here
with you and rest my ankle.'

'‘But | thought you were so keen to see all the warkart in the city
museums,' exclaimed Moira looking puzzled.

'l was and | still am, but not in a wheelchait.Whit until my ankle is
better.'

‘Then you might never see them,' Moira pointed '8ytthe time you
can walk on it without pain you'll be in Scotlaftemember you and
Giles are booked to fly back next Thursday. Okgl 60 disappointed
for you, dear.' Moira's kindly face creased witktidss. 'lI'd planned
S0 many outings for you.'

‘You're very kind. And I'm sure within a coupledzys I'll be able to
get about on crutches. I. . . | just don't wargdanto town tomorrow
with Ross Fraser.’

'You don't like him?' Moira seemed surprised.

It isn't that," Rachel muttered, having difficultyexpressing exactly
how she did feel about Ross. He attracted her thareany man she
had ever met, and yet his lack of reserve in pogstier that

afternoon along the beach and in describing hinesethe guy who
was going to marry her had offended her. She &hdud been far too
presumptuous and her feminine instinct was warihggnot to let

him have any advantage over her because, onceibhetted to his

powerful will, she would never be able to call fié her own any

more. Forcing herself to smile, she looked at Maind added, "You
know me, Auntie. | hate to be under an obligatmanyone.’



‘Just like your mother," Moira said drily. 'Andd'wno patience with
such an attitude. You might as well know that mafthe women out
there are just green with envy because you wergdanto the house
by the most eligible bachelor in the State of NeavrkYy'

'l don't care if they are. | didn't want him togame. | found him far
too—too—oh, | don't know, too overbearing, | supgand I've no
wish to see him again or be under any further alitigp to him,' said
Rachel coolly, even though she knew she was Iyiriger teeth.

‘Well, that's plain enough,” said Moira with a laugand then
suddenly hugged Rachel. 'Oh, how like dear Dotbe ware, so
independent and obstinate. She always had to hervewn way and
to be the boss.’

'Yes, | know, and perhaps it's a good thing sheli@aghat, since she
married someone as easy-going and irresponsibitgydather,’ said
Rachel with a sigh.

'‘But Hugh was such a nice man,' said Moira. 'Sd kkind generous.
And you mustn't forget, Rachel, you inherited somik his
characteristics, too. He was always very artistien if his attitude to
life was a little happy-go-lucky.’

'‘Except that he was often unlucky in his finandaklings,' said
Rachel drily. 'And Giles is more like him than | ahm so worried
about Giles, Aunt Moira. I'm afraid he's inherit®a&d's lack of
thriftiness and also his gambling fever. Do yownkhyou or Uncle
Jack could have a word with him about it?'

'‘We'll try, dear. We'll try,' said Moira. 'But he a grown man now,
twenty-one years of age, and there's nothing mugforee can do
after a person has turned eighteen. You shouldnndithering him,
Rachel. You have your own life-to live.'



'l know. But you see, when she married again andtue live in
Australia three years ago, Mother asked me to keepye on Giles,
and even though he's twenty-one | just can't helpgoconcerned. |
do hope he won't get into any trouble while helgehe

'‘And if he does, let him get himself out of it wotlt your help. He'll
never learn to be responsible if he doesn't, @dpMoira sharply.
'‘Now suppose you let me help you walk back to #nekdThere's no
reason why you should miss the rest of the party.’

Rachel didn't see her brother that evening becsliséhad gone to
bed before he returned from Chestnuts. Nor wag heeakfast the
next morning when she managed, with the help otth&hes that
Moira had hired from the local chemist, to makeway to the bright
morning-room that overlooked the river.

'Giles has gone into town with Kathy and some efdthers,' Moira
told her. 'He said to tell you he's sorry aboutryankle and he'll see
you when lie comes back on Wednesday.'

'‘But where is he going to stay until Wednesday€laémed Rachel.

‘At Ross Fraser's apartment in Manhattan. HeDKeRachel, so for
heaven's sake stop worrying about him. You're witrae a hen with
her chick, yet you're only three years older thamsli

'Did you tell Mr Fraser | wouldn't be going intown with him?'
asked Rachel. In spite of her resolve to forgetualber encounter
with Ross Fraser, he had been at the forefronli biea thoughts, all
last night before she had fallen asleep and thimimg ever since she
had woken up.

‘Yes. | did that when he arrived to take Giles towon. Now let's talk
about you. In view of what has happened to youleadkck and |
wonder whether you would consider postponing yoeturn to
Edinburgh and would stay on with us for a coupleveeks? We'd



both love to have you. | always wanted Dottie tmeaand visit, but

she said she couldn't afford the fare, because fabloer had lost so
much money betting on horses or had gone bankougbime reason
or other. And now Jenny's gone away.' Moira sniffed wiped away
the tears that had welled up in her eyes at thegtmoof her only

daughter having left home. 'Do you see what I'ntirggeaat, dear? Jack
and | would love to have your company for a littleile longer.'

'‘But Giles has to be back at university. The teegibs next week,’
Rachel demurred, looking out at the view, at thiewed hills and
the smooth water, at the birds flitting about thed{table, and
wishing she could stay longer in that pleasant, fodisible house
where time passed so serenely and nothing seentedadrouble.

‘Then let him go back. It's time he learned to copehis own,’
retorted Moira, suddenly authoritative. She stopdand began to
collect used dishes together. 'Anyway, think akhtuYou look so
pale and thin, as if you need a holiday and sonoel haome cooking.
And it would be best if you rested that ankle neallell before
attempting to walk on it properly.’

Rachel thought about the suggestion all day atagiwut on the deck
and sunned herself. In Edinburgh she worked inpadment store,
and to come to the wedding she had taken her aholiday of three
weeks. There was really no need for her to go backcotland yet.
Possibly Moira was right, Giles should be alloweddpe on his own
by now. By that evening she had come to a deciSbe.would stay
on with the Vanways for the rest of the holidays.

Giles returned on Wednesday none the worse foribisto New
York City. He seemed not at all surprised by Rashaécision to
lengthen her stay, and was very enthusiastic ahout



'‘Be good for you, Rach,' he said to her as he mhickihe bedroom he
had used while staying there. 'And give you a chawacvisit the
museums and galleries.’

'Did you go to any of them.'
‘Now you know I'm not into that sort of thing,' parried.

‘Then what did you do in New York?"Saw all thealsights, Statue
of Liberty, Empire State Building, Brooklyn Bridg€entral Park.
But best of all, we went to a couple of nightclukisere the jazz
playing was really super. We also took a run dosvAttantic City.'

'‘Oh, no,' groaned Rachel. 'l hope you didn't ga tasino.’

'Of course | did. Everybody did.' He avoided heesgs he stuffed
underwear into his case.

'‘But you had no money to gamble with.’
'Ross Fraser lent me some.’
‘He was with you?'

‘Sure he was. How else do you think | got therg@rit in his car. You
should see it, Rach. It has all the options youtbark of.'

'‘Did you lose much money?' she demanded, refusogbd
sidetracked by his enthusiasm for Ross Fraser's car

‘Won some, lost some.' His grin was, as usual,kshard cheerful,
and his golden brown eyes, the same colour asvirer glinted with
merriment. 'l had a whale of a time. But not to wpRach. All that's
taken care of.'



'‘Meaning, | hope, you don't owe anything to Rosasér,' she said
sharply.

'I've told you. It's all been taken care of. I'rbig boy now and can
look after myself. | don't need you hovering arowardl watching
everything | do, watching for me to make a mistadkme you got off
my back, Rach,' he replied testily and went ovethtdocupboard to
take out the few shirts he had brought with him.

'Here, let me fold those for you,' she said takingm-from him.
Although hurt by his remarks, she acknowledgedrih of them in
the light of Moira's advice. 'Where else did youigdNew York?'

'Ross showed me round the offices of Fraser andnBj, the

investment company of which his adoptive fatherrtgio Fraser, is
the president, and where Ross works too. It seasissawhizz at
knowing how to make money, buying and selling conmgs, stocks
and shares and so on, and he's already a milleimalvis own right as
well as being all set to inherit more millions whitorton Fraser
kicks the bucket.' He gave her a curious glanast \What happened
between you and him when you met down on the beslcln you

sprained your ankle on Saturday?'

‘Nothing much. Why?'
'l just wondered. You see, he told me he'd likengory you.'

Rachel stared at him, her mouth open. Then, sngppar teeth
together, she said coldly, 'Well, I'm not goingriarry him.’

'‘Why not?'

'‘Because . . . because. Oh, Giles, surely you kwbw? | hardly
know the man, have only had a short conversatitimhum, and what
| know of him | don't like.'



'l think he's a great guy,' said Giles, who seetoelde picking up
Americanisms fast. 'l wish | could live the way dh@es. You should
see his apartment. Has every luxury you can thinlAod he goes
skiing in the winter to all the best resorts antssa the summer from
Newport, of all places. He knows all the right pegpoo. '

'He's just a rich playboy, then, who makes hisigvgambling on the
stock exchange with other people's money, and 't ke or admire
people like that," Rachel said haughtily. 'He be&lsaas if he owns the
world and all that's in it and he's far too bossg arrogant.’

‘That's just female prejudice talking,' Giles jeer&ou don't know
what he's really like as a person. And it couldthes he's just the
match for you. You're awfully bossy yourself anduymeed a man
who'll stand up to you. Anyway | gave him my persiag, in our
father's absence, to propose to you. I'm rathem keegetting a real
live millionaire, who knows how to gamble and wias a
brother-in-law. I'm tired of us always being poor.'

Rachel flung down the shirt she was folding.

‘Just for that you can fold your own shirts," serted. 'I'm going to
bed.’'

Giles left for Britain as scheduled. Rachel's argttevly improved
during the next few days and she was able to gavidatMoira when
her aunt went shopping in the small nearby townRoferpark,
hopping around with the help of the crutches.

She found she enjoyed being mothered by Moirayaaksed for the
first time how much she had missed her own motiver since
Dorothy had married again two years after the tragiath of Hugh
Dow, her first husband and Rachel's father. Andugjh reluctant at
first to admit it, she was enjoying not having Gilaround.
Overseeing her lively and mischievous brother hatdoeen an easy



task for her, and had forced her into growing littla faster than she
might have done otherwise.

The surprisingly warm autumnal weather combinedhwihe
picturesque beauty of the countryside had .a tidlisinug effect on
her. It was hard to believe she was only sevenkgysiom the hectic
traffic and bustling life of the city of New Yorkloira's friends were
also soothing. Mostly married middle-aged womermytlseemed
quite happy to drop in for an hour in the mornimgifternoon to chat
and drink coffee and discuss various subjects rgnfiom local
politics to the latest birth of a baby. One of themas actually a well
known artist, and she brought a pad of D'Archesémwalour paper,
paints and brushes so that Rachel could use hercexlfidleness to
practise her recently neglected art of painting.

One sunny afternoon, over a week after Giles haue dmack to
Scotland, Rachel was alone on the veranda tryiragbdure in paint
the scene before her. Her ankle had recovereccwuftiy for her to
manage without crutches, provided she didn't oveéhgowalking,
and she had one more week left of her holidays.

Absorbed in what she was doing, she wished thatshlel spend all
her time either painting or printing when she reéd to Britain

instead of having to work at the department stibiiead always been
her ambition to earn her living from practising asdling her art, but
so far it had been more important to be able to eapugh money to
keep herself and to help support Giles until he geadluated as a

lawyer.

Sitting back in her chair, brush in hand, waiting the paint to dry a
little before adding another detail, she was logkaut at the now
familiar Catskills when suddenly the view was lddtbut as a pair of
hands covered her eyes.



Surprised that Jack Vanway would play such a toickher, Rachel
grasped two sinewy male wrists and tried to pdlhnds away from
her eyes.

'‘Guess who?' whispered a voice behind her and,gnesiag it
immediately, she stiffened and let go of the wrists

‘Mr Fraser,' she said coolly and the hands droppetediately from
her eyes.

‘Mister Fraser." Scorn rasped in his voice. Hemdpround to the
other side of the table and hitched a hip up onrdileof the deck,
blocking her view of the river. In a faded blue swighirt and jeans,
his eyes covered by sunglasses and his tawny Ishievklled, he
looked younger and even more attractive than he inadhis

silver-grey suit at Jenny's wedding reception. tdtisFraser is
Morton. I'm Ross. And don't you dare tell me yodergotten me,
because | know you haven't. How's the ankle?'

'‘Much better, thank you,' she said frigidly, nas¢he air.
'Still on crutches?'
'‘No.'

'‘Can't have been such a bad sprain, then. Comkauddinner with
me tonight?'

‘No thank you.'
‘Why not?'

It was one thing to tell Moira and Giles that sidnd like Ross Fraser
but quite another to tell him to his face how sbk dbout him, that
really she was afraid of liking him too much if sttered to be in his



company for too long. 'l think Moira has made othlangements for
this evening,' she began evasively.

‘You think. But | happen to know,' he interruptdcknow because
I've just met Moira in Mairi Street and she saidu'ye free this
evening. I'll call for you at seven.’

'‘No. Oh, please don't. | don't want to have dirvmién you.'

‘But itisn't a question of what you want, darlinght now. It's what |
want that matters,' he replied, smiling at her ienftly, and she felt
as if her bones were melting under the warmth at gmile. 'And
what | want | get. That's something you should gsveemember
about me. It will save us both a lot of trouble. aWgour prettiest
dress, because | want to show you off.'

‘But...'

'‘Shush. No buts,' he ordered softly, leaning syviditross the table
and placing two long fingers against her lips tgpdter from saying
more. 'I'm staying at Chestnuts for the next weéklenl oversee
some work that's being done on Morton's yacht leeffteike it down
to Florida for him. He always spends the winter therat his Palm
Beach house and likes to have the yacht in a neadoya so that he
can go out on the ocean to fish. Since I'll bena Riverpark district
I've decided to kill two birds with one stone bytidg you while I'm
here. So don't disappoint me. See you at seven.'

Without waiting to hear any remonstration she migéwve made if
she hadn't been so flummoxed, he left before stdilme to think of

a suitable retort. Feeling as if someone had hiaHaock-out blow

to the solar plexus, she sat, breathless and bewdd looking out
unseeingly at the river and the hills beyond. Aétevhile she leaned
her elbows on the table and rested her head betweydmands.



Never in all her life had anyone ridden roughshedrdier as Ross
Fraser had just done. And she had to admit it hasad emotions in
her she had never experienced before. Insteadiiafjtto think up
ways of avoiding him at seven o'clock, of pretegdimerhaps, to be
unwell, she found herself looking forward to anotheeeting with
him. He challenged her as no other man ever hast.tde match for
you,' Giles had gibed. Had he been right?

Surprising herself, she was ready five minutes eefeven. Not
having much choice about what to wear that evebecpuse she
hadn't brought many clothes with her for the bwisft, she wore an
outfit she had made for herself: a long skirt otaa in which the

predominant colour was red and a brief top of matghed silk held

up by thin straps over her smooth shoulders. Thason colour

accentuated and enhanced the creaminess of hearsitithe sleek
dark brown of her hair. Around her head she tigthaow scarf of

silk that matched the top, letting the long endd ttown her back and
setting the band low on her forehead just aboveahaning black

eyebrows. She knew the outfit was attention-getaingd flattering to

her tall, slender figure. Around her shoulders;ase it turned cooler,
she wore a black shawl also designed and crochgtedrself.

'Ross is here,' Moira said entering the bedroortherdot of seven.
‘You look lovely, dear. And I'm so glad you've dbsd to go out with
him. | know he'll give you a good time."'

It was when she saw Ross, as she entered the-hoorg where he
was alone standing by the grand piano glancingutiindaome music,
that it happened to her again, that feeling of ingwveceived a blow, a
shock not only to her body but also to her emotiamsl she almost
turned and ran out of the room, down the passadbetdedroom
where she could hide from him like some shy Viegomiss.

But one glance from his grey eyes melted all heolckeither to fight
him or to run away from him. She stood as if rootedhe spot,



staring back at him, and later she realised thaight have been at
that moment she fell in love with him.

He -came across to her, his lips curling in thdesthiat narrowed his
eyes. In a well tailored suit of charcoal grey ahlt of a lighter grey,
his hair shining with the smooth reddish glow oéstmut skins, he
was the epitome of the wealthy and sophisticatedv Néork
businessman.

'You look great, a real Highland princess,' he daichis open
forthright way, the expression in his eyes leavieg in no doubt of
his appreciation of her appearance.

‘Thank you,' she murmured. 'What time shall IN&bira I'll be back?"
'Do you have to tell her any time?' he asked rgikis eyebrows.
'I'm her guest. It would be good manners to.'

"Are you always so considerate of others?’

'l try to be.’

For a moment his eyes were hidden by their lasingshas lips
twisted as he thought. At last he said, 'Tell her No, I'll tell her
myself and then she'll know for sure.’

Turning on his heel, he strode out of the room iaal the kitchen
where Moira was dishing up dinner for Jack. Althowpe followed
him, Rachel didn't catch what he said to her anmit, heard Moira's
answer.

‘That's fine with me. Have a nice evening, botlyaf.'

Outside, the car gleamed opulently in the lightedsHrom the
standard lantern-shaped lamps that lined the dayewde was



everything she resented, she thought irritablyghesslid into the seat
next to the driver's. He possessed more moneythamood for him,
spent it on luxuries like the car, led young mde IGiles astray to
places like Atlantic City and behaved in an arrdgaay towards
women. And to crown it all, he was an American,reNde had been
born in Edinburgh and his real father had beenre@ian. If she was
at all consistent in her opinion of people like hsime shouldn't be
there in his car or be going out to dinner with him

But it was too late. The car was already moving aimy and fast
like the stealthy animal after which it was naméteadlights

illuminating the high stalwart trunks of old elneds, it swept along
the riverside drive and turned right up the hilbgunction towards
the town.

‘What did you tell Aunt Moira?' she asked.
‘To expect you when she sees you.'
‘That was hardly specific.'

'l wasn't aiming to be specific. And having broughtone daughter
and two sons she knows better than to demand te kim® specific
time of the return of someone like yourself aftemght out. The way
it is, she won't worry if you don't get back befonerning and she
doesn't see you until some time tomorrow. She knagwdl be with
me," he replied smoothly.

'‘But I'm not staying with you until tomorrow,' skaid, even though a
gueer little tremor of anticipation about what ntigappen if she did
stay with him all night tingled through her.

‘Maybe you're not. But then maybe you are. Who lstbRelax and
let the chips fall where they may,' he replied figh



The gambling term chilled her in a way no other agowould have
done, and for the rest of the drive through thent@mnd on the fast
highway she sat upright and tense, staring aheating as if she had
been taken captive by some marauding pirate anditigg the next
few hours she was going to have to fight for heeflom.



CHAPTER TWO

THE full moon was rising, a yellow ball in a blugdack sky, as they
drove along a two-lane road. On one side it wasseédgy thick

woodland interrupted by dramatic spurs of rock whide way had
been forced by blasting. On the other side a plemaf trees and
grass divided the road from another road along kihe lights of

traffic going in the opposite direction lit up thaiage. Together the
two roads were called a parkway, Ross told herjgded for

motorists who wanted to avoid towns as well as Heavy

commercial traffic they would find on the fast irg&te highway.

After a few miles he took an exit road off to tihght. The lights of a
small town twinkled beckoningly. Soon they wereviohg along a
main street of stone and brick houses. To Raclesl lioked, with
their rows of sash windows, wide panelled doorvaayd fanlights, as
if they had been built in the eighteenth century.

Ross parked the car at the kerb in front of onté@biggest buildings
outside which a sign hung from a wrought-iron bedck

'It used to be a coaching inn," Ross explainedeaspgened the car
door for her. 'Now it's one of the most fashiongilees to dine out
in this neck of the woods.'

Big brass lanterns attached to walls on either side double front
door set under a wide porch gave out a warm yelilght. An inner
glass-panelled vestibule door opened into a widlevhg panelled in
pine. The floor was made from shining strips of heagnd was
scattered with colourful rugs. Against the walldigue side tables
and chairs were arranged and before a log firevinda stone hearth
there were several wing chairs and wooden settles.

They were welcomed by the owner of the restauradtras wife,
who were both dressed in clothes that innkeepeghtrhiave worn in



the late eighteenth century. The host wore homebpegches, thick
stockings and heavy shoes with buckles, and his awh waistcoat
were both of blue cloth, fastened by brass buttéiis.shirt had a
high collar around which was fastened a white drailae hostess's
dress, of the same blue, had a long full skirt andde white collar
edged the neckline. On her thick blonde hair sheeveowhite mob
cap.

'‘Welcome to our home,' said the host, shaking hanitisthem. '‘My
wife will be pleased to take you to a table andriow you our bill of
fare.’

‘We like the diners to feel as if they are indeadsis in our house,’'
the hostess explained to Rachel in answer to hestgun about the
host's greeting. 'If you had arrived earlier yowldohave been able
to mix with our other guests in the reception-roamd to have
aperitifs with them. And when dinner is over everg@oes into the
lounge for coffee and liqueurs. We give you a cam€ only two
main courses and the recipes are based on thef soetls that {night
have been served in this place just after the Wdnaependence.
Most of the food is fresh today. If we use anyththgt has been
preserved it has come out of our own gardens aadé&éan canned,
frozen or preserved by ourselves or our staff.’

She led them into a room on the right where candiebrass
candelabra glimmered on tables. The windows weapedf in green
velvet looped back with golden tassels. White linsitver and
glassware shone in the flickering flames. In thdenearth, with its
white Adam-style mantel, a log fire blazed.

There were already many people in the room. Baorildbrs of
women shimmered, jewels glittered, teeth flashedsamseone
laughed, and several male voices called out gggetim Ross which
he acknowledged with some pleasantry and a waaehahd.



Their table was by one of the windows. The hostaessduced them
to the blond young man who was to be their waités.was also
dressed in period style, breeches made from homesthick
stockings, a white collarless shirt and a greerstvaat.

They both chose to have the roast beef and draokah Hudson
Valley red wine which Rachel found surprisinglygtable.

'So what do you think of this place?' asked Ross.
'It's very elegant.'

‘There's a lot of this sort of restoration going eapecially in the

eastern states, where many of the places buitterséventeenth and
eighteenth century are still standing. | guessgmud say Americans
have at last discovered that they have a heritagthwreserving.'

'I'm beginning to realise that,' she murmured pblit

'‘And you'd see much more if you visited Marylandrginia, the
Carolinas and Georgia,' he said, putting his elbowshe table and
resting his chin on his folded hands to look atihtmtly.

'l won't have time to go south. I'm going back tirburgh next
week," she replied, looking down at the table toicthat intent stare
of his. She had an odd feeling he was trying tomezise her.

'‘Why do you have to go back?'

‘My three weeks' holiday will be over and I'll hatee go back to
work.'

'What sort of work?"

'I'm a display designer in a department store.'



'l thought you said you were an artist.'

'l went to art college and the work | do is artisbut I'm not able to
make my living by selling my own artistic creatioyes.'

*You mean you'd like to paint pictures and selhRRe

‘Mostly | like making silk-screen prints more thjaist painting. | do
batik work also for scarves and dress materialwedsas designing
decorations on silk that can be framed and hungvalfs. But it's
difficult to get established as a free-lance adrsd | have to eat.'

'‘No wealthy patrons around to support you?' hecagk#ihh an amused
quirk of his lips. 'Give me half a chance and l&ywur patron for
life.'

'‘No wealthy patrons,' she agreed lightly, althosigé felt blood warm
her cheeks at his insinuation. 'What do you dafltiving.'

'‘Don't you know? | thought your brother would hawe&l you. Or
Moira.' His lips twisted cynically as if he knew haust have been
discussed since their last meeting.

'I've been told that you're with an investment camp but | don't
really know what that involves in the way of woidtje replied. 'l can
only guess that you buy and sell stocks and shateother people's
money.’

'‘And you don't approve,' he guessed accurately.
‘No, | don't. It seems to me to be only another alagambling.'

‘You're right there. It is a chancy business tonb&/hy don't you like
gambling?’



'‘Because gambling ruined my father. He was alwaglsimg unlucky
investments and losing money. And he could neva@stra bet or a
wager on anything.'

‘But I'm not like that,’ he remarked. 'l don't suffrom gambling

fever. When you're handling other people's monayhave to keep a
cool head and do a lot of research and analysts th various

businesses offering stocks and shares on the markat able to
predict their future behaviour. And | never makbed on anything
unless I'm sure I'm going to win. Also, | don'tant to do it for ever.
One of these days, when I've made enough monéyetoh without

having to work, I'll leave Wall Street, find somigity else to do.’

'‘What could you do?'

‘Do | detect a note of scepticism?' he challenged a grin. 'Don't
judge a person by outside appearances or by heartms his living.'
She couldn't help flushing again. 'Basically I'nallg an outdoors
guy. My real father's father was a farmer in Canadd so my father
would have been too, if the war hadn't ruined lealth. I'm only in
Wall Street because Morton had me educated towoilo his
footsteps and | didn't want to disappoint him biyiseng. But | don't
intend to be trapped in the city for ever, much asjoy all it has to
offer in the way of bright lights and entertainmexor do | want to
end up like Morton . . ." He broke off as if chamgihis mind about
what he had been going to say about his adopttherfaand emptied
his wine glass. 'l guess what I'd like to do mediuy some land and
farm it, do something productive or creative.'

At that point the waiter came so Rachel made nawem. She had to
admit to being surprised by what he had said. Sitebeen sure he
was really what he appeared to be, a clever argitgpsinscrupulous
materialist who cared only for money and whateugufies it could
provide, a smooth and selfish sophisticate intetesonly in
satisfying his own appetites. His confession tleatould like to do



something more creative or productive impressedahdrsubtly her
attitude began to change even more. Not only wadast falling in
love with him because of his appeal to her serstesyas beginning
to like and respect him.

When the waiter had gone with their order for degssad before she
could say anything else, Ross took command of treversation
again and directed it away from himself by askirg dpinion of a
certain artist. From then on they talked mostly wtbart, and she
found he was very knowledgeable about the subject she
remarked upon it.

‘That's thanks to Morton," he replied. 'He pridesdself on being a
connoisseur of paintings. He owns, many by famotists, including

a couple by Picasso, a Matisse and one by Marc dlhagom he

once met personally, when the artist was over keme time ago.
Originally he started collecting for investment poses but now he
buys only if he thinks the painting is good by m&her high

standards. You could say Chestnuts rivals somaefriuseums in
the city.’'

It was a bait she couldn't resist.

'I'd love to see them," she said, her enthusiasnartocompletely
overriding her prejudices.

‘Then I'll come for you tomorrow and take you te $eem,' he said
autocratically. 'I'd like you to meet Morton. Osshould say it the
other way round. I'd like Morton to meet you. He&&sy pro- Scots,
his awn grandfather having emigrated from GlasgowWéw York.
Morton wanted to marry my mother years ago, whembeher for
the first time in Edinburgh.’

‘Moira told me about that,' she admitted, and ag&rglance in her
direction was knowledgeable and a little cynical.



'S0 you were interested enough to ask her abouil ha. gives me
hope. | wouldn't mind having a Scots girl for a avihyself if she
were like you,' he said softly.

In response to another intent look he gave her theecandle-flame
she felt a strange flicker of nerves in the lowartf her body, a
primitive physical reaction that disconcerted h8he was quite
aware of what he was doing. By every look and atreesry word he
uttered he was wooing her, attacking her sensdslitvith every
weapon he possessed. And he possessed many, shieddn
glancing at his lean, aquiline features, still &ghbby summer suns, at
the humorous slant to his generous curving lipthesudden-flaring
of violet flames in the greyness of his eyes wheridoked at her.
Listening to the pleasant cadences of his voicéeasold her an
amusing anecdote about Morton Fraser and watcbinghe sudden
charming flash of his smile, she wished sudden& #he could be
with him for ever.

By the time they left the restaurant she was tptdisarmed and
caught in a spell of enchantment from which she wehsctant to
break out and, after another long drive along tlbemht parkway, it
was. with a certain sense of disappointment thatfelind herself
back at the Van ways' house half an hour beforeigind.

'You see, | can also be considerate when | wanRtiss said with a
touch of mockery.

‘Especially when you want to make an impressidre'said, feeling
sufficiently at ease in his company to tease hintlge

'‘Especially then," he concurred with laugh. 'l8lesyou tomorrow
about ten, and take you to Chestnuts to view thietipgs and the
garden.'



'‘Don't | get a chance to refuse your invitatiorif® setorted lightly.
‘Supposing | have another date?'

You'll just have to call it off,' he replied tung to her.

'‘And if | don't?' she retorted, pretending to b@ated with his cool
assumption that she was ready and willing to falith anything he
suggested, but knowing that in reality his conficegsproach was fast
destroying her few defences.

'I'd challenge whoever he is to a duel. Pistoldaatn in the woods
behind Chestnuts,' he said with mock fiercenessyti'd better be
ready at ten tomorrow if you don't want to be tkatcal figure in a
local scandal.’

She couldn't help laughing. "Then I'll expect yotea. | wouldn't like
you to be sent to jail for disturbing the peacenoyn account. And
thank you very much for taking me out to dinnengbin'

‘You were very welcome. Goodnight, Highland prirsces

His head tipped towards hers. Against her cheekgssvere warm.
But such a chaste and considerate kiss from himsuddenly not
enough for her, so she turned her head until lpsrtbuched his,
gently yet invitingly.

‘Nice,' he whispered, and slid an arm around heulslers.

Beneath the harder pressure of his lips she paeesl voluntarily,
giving in to a delicious headiness and kissing liatk with an
almost innocent fervency. Not for a long time, sioice the time she
had imagined herself in love with one of the teasla¢ the art college
she had attended, had she felt so strongly thatwvsimed to kiss
someone of the opposite sex. Forgotten were all pgnejudices
against this man. Suddenly he seemed very cldseri@ companion
with whom she could share not only thoughts andiops, but much



more, and in that brief moment of communicationgoegnised him
as a person with whom she could happily shareesteaf her life.

Much of what she felt was expressed, in the sholtrace, and in his
response to her kiss she sensed passion withirfliammg deeply
and strongly, all the more exciting and appealiagause he kept it
under control and withdrew from her, pushing heagrom him
gently, before it could burst through his restraintthe light cast by
the driveway lamps she caught the gleam of his,aliegglint of his
teeth as he laughed softly.

‘That was good, but let's not be greedy. Let's sraething for
tomorrow and all the other days we're going tod®#rg) each other,'
he murmured.

'‘We'll enjoy each other much more if we take oonetf

He let her out of the car, walked up the stepbedriont door with her
and saw her into the house. In a daze of romaxtitegnent she went
straight to her room and for a long time lay thimkebout him and all
they had talked about. For a few hours he had bkenperfect

companion, attentive and not at all overbearingatTiomorrow

couldn't come soon enough for her, was her lastighb before

sleeping, and she wasn't at all surprised or dischdny the way her
attitude to him had changed so quickly. Love hagistd into her life
and, to borrow Ross's own phrase, she was goiggrtle on it and
let the chips fall where they might.

Next morning, casually dressed again in sweatsmd jeans, he
seemed somehow bigger and tougher and, in the cbodmes of the
front seats of the car, she was very aware of mra physical level.
She wanted to touch him, to feel the sinewineski®farm, of his
thigh so close to hers, taut under tough denim. gurely primitive

physical desire shocked her a little because she mhaver

experienced it so strongly before.



Apart from her brief association with the art temgher previous
relationships with members of the opposite sexdladys been on a
cerebral level and she had felt no strong desibe tohysically united
with any of them. Even the art teacher hadn't adus her an ache
like this. Ruefully surprised at herself, she sadi she wanted to
possess this man totally and on every level. Shgeglehim to be not
only her lover but also her husband, to belongetodione and to no
one else.

After greeting each other they didn't talk. Thedrdi have to. It
seemed as if their minds met and were in tune ineelg. He drove
up to the town and then out along a road that wqast green fields
and patches of forest with occasional glimpseshefdun-dazzled
river. Shadows of tall trees slashed the sunliingavThey reached
stone gateposts on the right and turned in betwlesn to follow a
straight avenue edged by sturdy chestnuts, thegefed leaves
brown and withered, ready to fall.

The house sat among a clump of cedars and bir¢chésd two

storeys and was built in classical New England malostyle, with

two rows of long sash windows and a panelled dedrunder a
portico supported by pillars. The views from thenfr steps of the
river and Catskills beyond were panoramic.

Once they were inside he took her straight to thiuge gallery, an
addition at the back of the house where temperatuidighting were
carefully controlled in the interest of preservithg paintings. And
yet the outside world was not shut out. The grddedes, crammed
flowerbeds and shrubberies of a well tended lamustgarden were
invited into the gallery through two wide windows.

The paintings held Rachel spellbound for more #wamour, during
which time Ross left her twice, called to the phobg the
housekeeper. When he returned the second time ahastil sitting



in front of one of the paintings, apparently ol of anything that
was going on around her.

'Hey, | know | can't compete with a painting by Maeg, in your
estimation, but I am the guy who brought you h¥ai could show a
little appreciation,' he taunted, sitting down e bench beside her
and slipping an arm around her waist.

'‘Oh, I'm glad you brought me! They're marvelloubaiik you very
much for letting me see them,' she said, turnirfgrtoher brown eyes
alight with joy.

'Is that all?’
'‘What more should | say?'

'I'm not really interested right now in words," im@cked softly, his
glance going deliberately to her lips.

She knew what he meant, and didn't find it hardaimply with his
suggestion. Leaning towards him, she kissed hithemouth.

‘Thank you once again for bringing me here,' shispéred.

'You'll stay to lunch and then we'll walk round gp®unds,' he said,
still holding her, both his hands at her waist.

'‘Only if you'll agree to come back for dinner at ik&s and Jack's
house. It's the only way | can pay back your hadipt' she said
seriously.

'You just hate to be under an obligation to anydio@,t you?' he said.
‘That darned pride of yours again. You don't havieg like that with
me, you know.'

'l can't help it. And it's not just pride. It's thaay | was brought up.’



'It's stubborn Scottish pride. | know because lehaore than my fair
share of it, too. But between friends, it, shouldXist. And I'm
hoping we're already friends, Rachel. Aren't we?'

'‘We will be if you'll come to my aunt's for dinnéonight,’ she
persisted.

'OK. I'll come. And tomorrow we'll go to the citWe'll visit those
museums you want to see and then go on to a cato&very Fisher
Hall. You can't go back to Edinburgh without spewdat least one
day in the Big Apple.’

His reference to her imminent departure upset trethie rest of that
day, although she tried hard to hide her distréshe thought of

leaving. When she was alone that night in bed atile herself to task
about it. What had happened to her? Where was beh maunted

independence of spirit now? What about that caskerhad mapped
out for herself? Where had that immunity to romaritive gone

which she had once believed she had possessed?

Here she was, head over heels in love with a mamat known only
a few days, and already she was crying inside lsecauthree days'
time she would have to leave him and would probakler see him
again. Nothing in her life to date had prepareditiethis disturbance
of her emotions. She longed to stay and be aldeddim every day,
to hear his voice, his laughter. And not only tise wanted to do
things for him, cook meals for him, please himmy avay she could
think of. Above all else she wanted to make lovéaim, be close to
him in every way, go to bed with him at night areviath him in the
morning when she woke up. It was incredible thet lad happened
to her, and she had no idea how to cope with thatgn because she
didn't really know what his real feelings were abler. For all she
knew she could be just a passing fancy for himoaan he could
date conveniently while he was waiting for a yaohbe made ready.



The day in Manhattan passed all too quickly. Thvegis too much to
see in too short a time. As it turned out she saly two of the art
museums, the Museum of Modern Art where again slmsn awe
of the paintings and paper art of Matisse for e long, and the
Whitney gallery where she admired the paintings
twentieth-century American artists. Then on todbecert, where she
sat enraptured by the playing of one of Bruch'sirviooncertos by
Itzhak Perlman. All the way back to Riverpark, ity along in
companionable silence with Ross, she was haunteadéoyomantic
bittersweet melodies.

In the darkness of the car in front of the Vanwésise she kissed
him fervently to show her appreciation, and as gbyvanuch to her
disappointment, he was the first to withdraw.

‘Tomorrow we'll go on the river in Morton's yachts all shipshape
now and ready for going south,' he said.

‘It will be my next-to-last day here,’ she murmyre@dndering what
she could do to break through the barrier of har pride and caution
to let him know how she felt about going away froim.

'l know,' he said, his voice low. 'That's why weé# make the most
of it. See you at noon.’

She liked Morton Fraser's yacht as soon as shé.dés\sleek, rakish
lines appealed to her sense of design. Over fedtlbng, it was what
Is known as a motor sailor, having two masts orctvisiail could be
hoisted but also having twin diesel engines to pater hours at a
time when sailing wasn't possible. Down below isviited out with
every comfort possible, with a saloon for eating socialising in and
two sleeping-cabins, one for'ard and one-'aft. fitiegs were made
from oak and the cushions on the settee berths emrered in a
sea-green tweedy material.



For three hours that day they chugged up and dognter, up as far
as Rip Van Winkle Bridge and down as far as the ntoof
Poughkeepsie. He showed her how to steer and¢olddout days he
had spent ice-sailing on the river when it had b&emen in the
winter. While they were out the sky clouded oved &me air grew
heavy and humid. The threat of thunder in the apfhese seemed to
underline the heaviness of spirit Rachel was erpeing because
this would be the last time she would be with Ross.

When they returned to the yacht club and tied uihatdock, Ross
produced cans of beer and they sat in the centigaodrinking. On
edge because parting from him was so close, Rachéd bear the
thunder-threatening silence no longer and saidplyrui\WWhen are
you going south?'

'Soon. I'd like to be in Annapolis, Maryland befdhe end of the
month. Would you like to see the route I'll take?'

'Yes, please.’

In the pilot-house surrounded by electronic nawgaiequipment
they leaned side by side over the chart he spraadrothe sloping
chart-table.

'‘From here I'll go down river and across the ereaof New York
Harbour to Sandy Hook on the New Jersey coassaltk pointing to
the places on the chart. 'If I'm lucky with the e, from there I'll
take a long trek down the Jersey Coast, around G&peand up
Delaware Bay. Then through the canal to ChesapBaigel should
be able to make Annapolis in three or four daysfifeere. I'll stay
there for a while to look up some friends, do s@aiéng. You'd like
Annapolis. It has many old houses, some built lzetbe War of
Independence and some just afterwards. They've freserved and
restored. After Annapolis I'll go into the Interctal Waterway at
Norfolk, Virginia and wend my way south with othidte-minded



sailors taking their yachts to the sunshine for wheter. Many of

them will be from the northern states and Canadaw®irds, they're
called because they're escaping, before the sewviater weather
comes and freezes the lakes and rivers, and sthéhatan continue
to sail all winter.'

'‘What is the Intercoastal Waterway?'

'It's a series of canals and cuts joining naturatevways that lie
behind the long islands and banks of sand that ¢dgesastern
seaboard. It was engineered so that shipping batébeenorth and
south could avoid the areas of bad winter storrash sas Cape
Hatteras, here.' He pointed to the chart. 'Manydheats of ships have
been lost off that particular cape in the past.’

‘Will you take a crew with you?'

‘Not this time."' He paused for a moment, then sladly, ‘Unless you
would be my crew. Would you like to come with me?"

He turned to look at her. Leaning as they werey tinere very close.
If she turned to him, their cheeks would touch posisibly their lips.

Already her head was spinning a little in reactiorthe nearness of
his warm temporarily unrestrained sensuality, se lsépt her face
averted from his gaze and stared down at the Hltleecsea and the
green of the land on the charts.

‘Yes, | would like to go with you,' she admittedainvhisper.'
‘Then come.' His voice was deep, seductive.
'l can't. You know | can't. | have to go back tartbdirgh tomorrow.’

‘You don't have to do anything you don't want t¢ e said, taking
one of her hands in one of his. 'Don't go back rica®," he urged.
‘Stay and go south with me.’



'l have to go back. Giles . . .

‘Never mind Giles," he interrupted her roughly, éyes blazing with
violet light. "Think of yourself and of me insteathink of what it
would be like, Rachel, just you and | on the baant sunrise to
sunset, the long dark nights together and alonaydmm everyone
else.’

'l can't." She tried to pull her hand free of hmsl somehow found
herself within the circle of his arms as they stéating each other.
'Oh, please try to understand. It isn't becauseulan't like to be
alone with you. | have to go back to earn my livihgan't afford to
stay on and go with you.'

'You could if we were married first.'

It was the first time he had mentioned marriagbdosince the day
they had met.

‘You're not serious,' she began.

'l was never more serious in my life. Remembexddnewe met when
| told you | was the guy who was going to marry §dumeant it. |
was serious then, and I'm serious now. | want tmagied to you-'

'‘But you hardly know me," she demurred, even thoexgitement
was boiling through her veins. 'Why choose me?"'

'Let's just say | recognise a good investment wheee it,' he said,
mocking himself and his money- making ability as drew her
closer. 'l liked the way you looked, and aftertéitked to you I liked
you even more and was determined to see more ofLyakily for
me, Moira understood how | felt and agreed to eyibu to stay on
until your ankle was a little better.’



"You asked Moira to invite me to stay longer?' gasped, staring at
him in amazement.

‘Yes,' he admitted, with that slight smile whicle skealised was not
only mysterious and mocking but full of mischiefoto'Having
researched your background and analysed it, | Wigsta predict a
great future for you and me together, so | had &kensure you
wouldn't slip away before | had time to make my. Add now I'd
like to persuade you to stay on for a few more daythat we can get
married and take a cruise south on Morton's yaghtvay of a
honeymoon.'

1 ... | don't know what to say,’ she whisperedmptetely
overwhelmed by his proposal. It was beyond heregldireams.

'It's quite easy,' he said, mocking her. 'Justyesyand leave the rest
to me.'

'But Giles..."

'If he weren't your brother and if | didn't belieyeu'd take umbrage,
I'd say to hell with Giles. This has nothing towlith him. Anyway,
last time | saw him he gave me his blessing, foatitwas worth. In
the absence of your father, he gave me his pemnigeimarry you.
Not that it would have made any difference to meeithadn't.’

' knew. He told me. But . . .

‘And if you're going to go all feminist on me anghly up the matter
of your career as an artist and throw it down astleer obstacle to
marriage with me, just let me point out first tleet my wife you
would be able to free-lance at last. | would berypatron. You
wouldn't have to work for a living. You'd be finaaity independent.’

'‘No, | wouldn't. I'd be dependent on you,' shertetb 'Anyway |
wouldn't, couldn't marry you or anyone else justtfat reason.’



‘Then for what reason would you marry me?' he askeiglisingly.
'Only for love,' she whispered and hid her facaregdis chest.
‘Are you trying to tell me you don't love me?' Is&ked.

‘No, I'm not, but . . .

‘Then stop butting. As far as | can see there aimpediments to our
marriage. | know you don't like the way | make nwng, but we do
have some things in common, and we should be ablmake a
success of marriage. So we'll take a chance amditia the knot as-
soon as we've both had the necessary medical eaoms and can
get a licence,' he asserted autocratically.

He didn't give her another opportunity to argueldssed her with a
domineering possessiveness he hadn't shown befdrinat she had
secretly longed for him to show. At last she wase ao give
expression to the desire she had been strugglisgdpress for days,
the desire to touch and caress him, to strokeaus &nd the nape of
his neck, to lift her fingers through his hair atwd press herself
invitingly against his hard muscular body. Eyessel® lips clinging,
hands moving caressingly, they swayed togetheghtan a storm of
passion and only vaguely aware that outside thunaesr rumbling
ominously.

Not until rain started to drum on the roof of thimphouse did Ross
let go of her and lift his lips from hers. He cldshe hatches and
turned back to her. No smile curved his slightlytga lips and his
eyes flared with violet light as he reached for inend.

'‘Sounds like the giants are playing ninepins ambtigs Catskills.
We're going to be stuck here for a while until #term is over,' he
said softly in her ear. 'l know of a place wherecaa spend the next
hour very comfortably finding out much more aboatle other in the
best possible way.'



He led her down the two steps into the wide afadirc and, lying
close to each other on the double bunk, they eshereew world that
belonged only to the two of them. They talked asythad never
talked before, sweet lovers' talk that was inteedpoften by
sense-arousing kisses that grew longer and lorgy¢her mutual
desire to be even closer grew more and more intense

'l can't help wondering why you haven't marriedobef Rachel
whispered, her lips moving against the strong pglsiolumn of his
throat. 'Why has no other woman snapped you up?"

'l could ask you the same,” he murmured, his fimggliding

seductively within the open neck of her shirt amavd to the first
fastening just above the cleft between her bred$ésen't you ever
been in love before?'

‘Not really. It was more like an adolescent crushg confessed,
laughing a little at the memory of her brief likifgr the art teacher.
'He just wasn't right for me. He was too old, hadwang eye and was
a bit randy. He'd been divorced twice, both tineshiaving become
involved with other women. When | fourtigat out | was put off him
completely. Knowing he'd been guilty twice of irdidy, | guessed
he would be unfaithful to me too. So | got out lwdittrelationship as
fast as | could, before | got too involved with hinmever slept with
him.'

'l guessed something like that must have happema&take you so
cautious and aloof, so anti- marriage, and, daeg lit, so anti-male.
You were damned prickly and prejudiced when | firgtt you.' His
smile robbed his words of any offence they mightehgiven.

'l suppose you're right. That silly affair did pue on the defensive
with regard to the opposite sex. And it's also wihave to know
more about you. Although you're as handsome aras$ fany twenty-
five-year-old, | know you're older than that," Sad, daring to slide



her hands beneath the edge of his sweat shirtsKiheof his waist
was as smooth as silk. Encouraged by his lackstdtamce she let her
hand wander upwards, her palm tingling, to the hohgirs that
criss-crossed his chest.

'I'm thirty-three, nearly thirty-four, according oy birth certificate,'
he said nipping the lobe of her ear with sharghtélt my prime. You
think I'm too old for you? Nine years too much aliierence? You
don't see me as a father-figure, | hope.'

‘No, far from it.'
‘Good. | wouldn't want that. | feel we're equals. ypu?'

'l hope we are, but what | was going to say wasabsge you're the
age you are, you must have been in love before.'

‘That's true. But not like this. This is the foregéuff,' he said softly
and, framing her face with his hands, kissed hewlgl but with
passion.

'So why didn't you marry her?' said Rachel, gagpihttle when they
both came up from the dark and drowning depthsas§ion to catch
their breaths.

'Who?' His fingers were busy with the buttons & #iirt she was
wearing, slipping undone each button slowly, alntosientingly,

while she watched his face, the slight mysteriaugesslanting his
lips and narrowing his eyes.

‘The woman you were once in love with.'

'l guess because we weren't right for each otherteplied, and
stroking the shirt away from her breasts bent l@adhto kiss the
smooth white skin he had exposed.



'‘Were you hurt when you and she broke up?' shedaslex eyes
closing as delicious sensations tingled throughahdrher body grew
taut, arching to his touch.

‘Not for long,' he said, and sliding a leg betwhkers, trapped her for
ever with another burning kiss on her lips, stglemy other questions
she might have asked and obliterating them frormtied.

The thunder rolled away, the rain stopped, the came out but
neither of them noticed or cared as they caressetl ether and
stroked away clothing. Feeling his life-force thboly under her
hands, she lost all control. Her brain awhirl irrkateess, her body
moving against his urgently, she kissed him wildibynging for him

to come into her and to possess her completely.

‘There's no going back now," he said softly, a shaklaughter in his
voice. 'After this you'll have to marry me to make honest man of
me.'

'l love you, | want you,' she moaned and after shatwas aware only
of the taste, smell and feel of him tantalising$erses and a growing
ache within herself that could only be assuagedni& way and by
him.

‘Then will you marry me?' he whispered in her 8&su haven't said
you will yet.'

'Oh, yes, | will. I will. I'd love to marry you, pase yes, please,' she
cried out of the desperation of her need, her hahashing him
closer.

‘Thank you,” he whispered, and kissed her with saclweet
reverence she felt her heart would burst with eomoti

From then on he dominated her totally and she exjeyery touch of
his long fingers, every burning pressure of his,Igvery probe of his



hard, hot tongue, her body rising and lifting te thrust of his desire
until at last they ceased to be two separate baangswere fused
together by twin internal explosions. Shaken by ¢tv&n complete
submission to his demands, Rachel also felt oddilynphant too
because this man, who was considered so eligiblen&yy other
women, had chosen her to be his wife.

In a subdued yet happy mood, entwined with eacérdlbiey dozed a
little, both of them becoming suddenly wide awakewthey heard
voices close by.

‘The storm is over, and so is our own particularmstof passion, until

the next time,' said Ross, pushing up on one elimolwok down at

her. With his hair tousled, his eyes heavy-liddes, lips parting

sensually, his bare skin golden in the shaft dftlihat came through
a porthole, he was the lover she had always dreadbdt had not

believed she would ever meet. 'And there will beaypanany, next

times,' he added, sliding a hand along her chedkwamning her lips

to his. 'Shall we go and tell Moira and Jack ndve?asked when the
kiss was over.

She agreed, and soon they were dressed and lehlangcht. The
two men whose voices they had heard were inspettimdpoat tied
up in the next berth, which seemed to have filleth wainwater and
to be half sunk. They greeted Ross and then glanadadusly at
Rachel, but he didn't introduce her to them.

Arms about each other's waists, they walked albedlbating dock
to the main concrete dock and then up, past thetyaigb building to

the car park. Daylight was fading fast from the slsythey drove
along the riverside road to the Vanways' houseedexctiric light was

glowing from the windows of the few houses theyseals On the way
they discussed when and where they would be maagréeing that
they didn't want any fuss.



'‘Moira and Jack will be very surprised when we takm,' said
Rachel as they went up the steps to the front door.

'Why should they be?' Ross asked, pushing the dborb

'‘Because we only met about two weeks ago. We'vékmmin each
other very long.'

‘Not in days, or weeks, or months, | agree, butkwew all that
matters; we know the essence of each other," nedr{rhe rest we'll
discover over the years. Wouldn't be much fun benagried if you
knew everything about your partner. Best to havaeesmystery in
the relationship. And I don't think Moira-will beigrised. Want to
bet on it?'

'‘No. Of course not.' She was suddenly sharp. 't daske bets.'

'‘Now that's a pity, because | was going to betca fong kiss that
Moira will say when she hears the news: "I'm nopsased. | could

see it coming." But since you won't bet I'll jusivie to grab that kiss
now.'

They were still kissing when the front door opened.

'l was beginning to wonder what had happened to tyan' said
Moira. 'That was some storm that came through amaklanxious in
case you were still on the river.'

'‘No. We'd just tied up when it broke,' said Roska®llowed Rachel
into the hallway. 'We waited until the rain stopyedore leaving the
yacht. And now we have something to tell you.'

'Really?’ Moira's eyes glinted knowledgeably. 'Nidon't say
anything. Let me guess. You've proposed to Rachel she's
accepted you.'



'Right first time," said Ross.

'I'm not surprised at all. | could see it comingdid Moira
complacently.

'l thought you might have done," mocked Ross anddod resist
slanting an 'l-told-you-so' glance at Rachel. 'Viengo be married
here as soon as possible and then we'll go soulooton's boat.'

'‘Oh, how wonderful!" Moira suddenly lost her smuggand hugged
Rachel. 'I'm so happy for you both. Let's go afiddeek and get him
to open a bottle of champagne. And then we muste@bmttie. What
time do you think it will be in Brisbane right nowit if you marry in

such a hurry she won't be able to come. Couldnitwait a while,

until Christmas? Then we could have a real famdthgring. Giles
could come, and Jenny and Charlie would be heraBs you could
even persuade Morton to come up for it, Ross.'

'‘He never comes back north until May," he said lgodAnyway,
that's the sort of wedding both of us would likeatwid. We don't
want a lot of people around. The quieter the betiter more secrecy
the better. This is just between Rachel and mell \§ye'off one
morning to the town hall and do it, just as soorwascan get the
medical certificates and go for the licence.'

And that was exactly how it happened. One goldemimg with a

slight touch of frost, Ross called for Rachel as tlake her out for the
day and, followed by Moira and Jack in their car dnove her to the
town hall where the brief ceremony was performed lystice of the
peace. Later the same day, aboard Morton's yduht,|€ft the yacht
club and motored downstream, following the benddhefgreat river
until, soon after they had passed the imposingdsstof West Point
Military Academy, they reached the deepest pathefriver where it
narrowed between high cliffs on the eastern sidtlae State Park of
Bear Mountain on the western side. As the sumsatdeep red glow



behind the spectacular mountain and long purplel®iha shook
across the silvery water, they anchored in a catevden an island
called lona and a whatrf.

Long and dark was that night, their first togethga married couple,
and its silence was disturbed only by the hauntuagl of a train
passing by.



CHAPTER THREE

IN Annapolis, capital of the State of Maryland, tlest day of
October was warm and windy. Pale sunlight slan@andinto the
street called Cornhill that connects the Statel€wmath the Market
Square, an open area at the head of the innerdmatbglinted on the
white paintwork of houses and gave old bricks amvglow.

Rachel, wearing jeans, sweatshirt and sailing she¥ssmooth dark
brown hair tied back in a pony-tail, sauntered dothe street,

pausing now and again to admire one of the oldredthouses. She
knew by now that the street had been called digebusy mercantile
street in London, and had originally been an arsatreet with a
workingmen's tavern, the home of a silversmith armbachmaker.
The houses dated from the seventeenth to the pméteentury and
none of them was very big. It was her favouriteestin the whole of

the town, and she had to admit to coveting ondeftiny terraced

houses, wishing she could have bought it and satsipdio in it.

She had just been to the post office to sendex letther mother and a
postcard to Giles and was on her way to meet Rb#seaMarket
House. They had been almost two weeks in the hstown, and
during that time had sailed many times on ChesapBalk as well as
taking trips to the city of Washington, DC in ateshcar. They had
cruised over to the yachting-centre of St Michaetwre they had
watched an exciting sailing race between Skipjaths, low and
rakish over-canvassed workboats of the Chesapegia They had
visited the Naval Academy where one of Ross's &xdfriends was
an officer on the teaching staff and had also daile other friends of
his who owned houses or yachts in the area. Angretere she had
goneRachel had been surprised by the warmth of thehee#br the
time of the year as well as by the warmth of thiewme extended to
her by Ross's friends. But most of all she had begmessed and
overwhelmed by Ross's warm affection and genertsiberself.



Anything she wanted, it seemed she could have. N®fere had her
wishes come first with someone else. It was a hexggrience for
her to feel wanted and appreciated, and as a dgiltompletely lost
her caution with regard to him, the caution she leathed the hard
way from her experience with the art teacher. Nalyitoving and
generous herself, she was at last with someonewtitm she could
show her deepest emotions. Loving and living witim,hlearning
with him about sailing, she blossomed, realisintast her feminine
potential. Not once during those first two weelks shie have reason
to regret having married in haste.

Reaching the end of Cornhill she crossed the roddarket House
and entered. At once her nose was assailed byetywaf smells, the
aroma of coffee percolating, the scents of fregetables and fruit,
of smoked meats and fresh fish. She found Roskeabad expected
in a corner store that sold mostly cheese, Amerarah imported,
choice foreign preserves, such as Scotch marmadadeyines from
South America as well as from France, Italy andniery.

As always when she saw him her heart did a liglgplof pleasure.
Dressed like herself casually in jeans and sweatsta looked lean
and tough and thoroughly competent. During the tiaehad spent
steering the yacht his skin had darkened to a gatdewn and the
sunshine had bleached his hair a little so that hewvhole head

looked like that of a Roman statue cast in broShe. wanted to shout
aloud to the rest of the women in the Market Hotldey, look over

here. Look who I've got for a husband,' and thegelr@ their envious

glances.

Smiling at her own silly fantasy, she had just hesichis side and was
looking at the bottle of wine he was holding andreming and
giving her opinion of it, when she heard a womamnise call out to
Ross, and turning she saw a short plump womanselles beige
cotton trousers, an open- necked navy blue shdtthe inevitable
rubber- soled dockside shoes, approaching thembldade-rinsed



hair was cut very short and her teeth looked vehitevin her
sun-tanned face.

'Ross, great to see you,' she gushed, shaking katidkim. ‘Larry
told us you were here ofrillium. Is it true, what he says? Are yoL
married now and have your wife with you? Congrdtares.'

The woman's bright hazel eyes slanted a glance Ross to Rachel.
About to offer her hand to Rachel, she opened les avide in
surprise. Her eyebrows shot up and the hand féletcide.

'Oh, but you're not . . ." she started to say wRess cut in.

‘This is Rachel. Rachel Fraser now, I'm glad to,'shg said
authoritatively, sliding an arm about Rachel's $thexs. ‘Meet Carrie
Duval, sweetheart,' he added.

'‘Well, this is a pleasant surprise,' said Cargepvering her poise and
letting her smile widen. She and Rachel shook hahkst Morton is
pleased with you.'

'He and Rachel haven't met yet, but they will icoaple of weeks'
time,' said Ross easily. 'l guess you and Spermcerayour way to the
Abacos for the winter.'

'‘We sure are. Spence is in Middleton's Tavern mgiit having a few
beers with a couple of sailing cronies, also Abdomsnd. Why not
join us there for lunch?'

‘We're leaving in half an hour. We've just beerkipig up a few-last
minute items,’ said Ross easily. 'It's good toysee Carrie. Say hello
to Spence for me. Come on, darling.’

In the determined way to which she was fast becgrastustomed,
Ross swept Rachel out of the market without buyiregwine they
had chosen. Across the traffic circle, past thellsgneen park, where



the city flag hung from a tall pole, and over te favement beside
the long inlet of the inner harbour, spiky with thmasts of fishing
boats, they walked at speed, turning the corner @dmpromise
Street on their way to the marina whérdlium was berthed.

‘Do we have to walk so fast?' Rachel complainddtlyg'And do you
have to grip my arm as if you're afraid | might tsghind or not come
with you?'

His grip above her right elbow relaxed at once &edlaughed.
‘Sorry.'

'‘Why don't you like her?'

'l don't dislike her,' he said with a lilt of suig®. 'What makes you
think | do?'

‘The way you spoke to her and your refusal to ghliddleton's for
lunch with her and her husband. Your decision &véetoday instead
of tomorrow.'

'l can see I'll have to be careful when you're adyuhe taunted.
‘You're far too observant. But you drew the wroogatusion from

the observation you made just now.' He let go ofdtieow, slid an

arm around her waist and squeezed her gently.t'Bawget we're on
our honeymoon,' he whispered. 'We don't want tbdyeging around
with people like the Duvals. We don't need comp#tyeast | don't.

| need only you. | thought you felt the same.’

She did, of course, and so she said nothing marteadthey sailed
down the wide, blue, sunlit, white- capped bay #ftdrnoon, a brisk
north-easterly wind behind them, she couldn't hedmdering what
Carrie Duval had been going to say before Rossritacdupted her.

'‘But you're not. . ."' Carrie had started, and thactbeen no mistaking
her expression of surprise. What name had she ¢pa@ieg to say?



Whom had she expected to see with Ross? To whomshead
expected him to be married?

They crossed to the eastern shore of the bay #lyadnd, entering the
mouth of the river, put the anchor down in a sestudnchorage
overhung by trees where a solitary heron stoodihgpkor all the
world like a piece of driftwood washed ashore. Nbeo yacht
followed them into the anchorage. They had it@abhtemselves. The
autumn evening was warm, and after a meal thefpsatwhile in the
cockpit listening to the water lapping the shord #me rustle of a
breeze among the trees. Above the moon sailedleaa sky.

'Is there no habitation near here?' Rachel asked.

‘There's a fishing village further up river, thals This side of the
bay is very rural and unspoilt and the people whe here want to
keep it that way. They still cling to the old wagsd have little liking
for the hustle and bustle of the commercial wovldu'd find if you
talked to some of them that they still speak Eglise people in the
west of England, from where their forebears cameg ago.'

'It's so quiet, too. Quite different from anythingyver expected to find
in this country. It seems as remote as any islarida Hebrides.'

‘You've been to the Hebrides?' he asked, turningatoat her.

'‘Often. My grandmother owns a cottage there, ondlaad of Mull.
My mother used to take Giles and me for our hokdaythe summer
when we were children. Didn't you visit the islavdsen you were
over in Scotland?'

‘No. | only went to Edinburgh to visit my mother&atives. | didn't
have time to take in the islands. But I'd like tthave friends who
have sailed among them. They say it's one of thedoeising areas in
the world.'



‘Then maybe next summer we could go. The islandssarremote
and romantic,’' she said with a sigh of nostalgialways used to be
sad whenever | had to leave Mull at the end ofhmlidays there and
\vp always had an ambition to live there.’

‘Then we'll go,' he said, taking her in his arrRerhantic and remote
Is what | like, and don't you forget it. And fronow on no more

marinas for us. We'll anchor off-shore and avoieé tinadding

crowd.”™ , 'And people who know you and are sugmisyou're

married to me?' she queried lightly, disguising $emsitive reaction
to Carrie Duval's behaviour under a teasing note.

'‘What do you mean?' he demanded.

‘That woman, Carrie Duval, was surprised when sb&dd at me.
She was expecting to see someone else.'

He stiffened and his arms dropped away from heméduahiately she
felt chilly and wished she had kept her mouth shut.

'You read too much into her reaction,' he replimdathly, rising to

his feet. 'She was probably surprised at my goseteten choosing
someone like you to be married to.' He yawned &medched his arms
above his head. 'l don't know about you but I'nttpréred. I'll just

check the anchor-line before turning in.

That night there was no lovemaking and no talkirigee as they lay
side by side in the wide bunk in the after cabifihédugh Ross lay
quietly on his side with his back to her she knesvwas awake.
Several times she tried to reach him, to breakutjinothe wall of
reticence behind which he had hidden ever sincéhatlamentioned
the meeting with Carrie Duval, but whenever sheggiad up against
him and slid her hand over his lean waist and ugs/éo fondle his
bare chest he didn't respond. He had left theuwapeiworld and she
guessed, with a feeling of what was very closeefection, that he



was thinking of what might have been if he had redrthe woman
Carrie Duval had expected to see with him in thekdiHouse.

Next day he was up early, his withdrawn mood evafay under the
warmth of the sunshine. Deciding that perhaps ldeblegn right and
she had read too much into Carrie Duval's reacti@achel

abandoned suspicion and negativism in favour oélsop optimism.
Ross had married her. The future was theirs, ahtbrie shared with
the ghosts of old flames.

A brisk wind sent the yacht bounding down the bayero
white-crested slate-grey waves, and they spenhéie eight hours
working together as a team to steer the yachtramdhe sails so that
they could reach another secluded almost landloekethorage on
the Virginia side where they spent another quighnalone.

The following afternoon, after several hours okesilid sailing, they
reached the busy shipping- lane approaching Narfelkginia.
Keeping to the right-hand side of the channel, thgyeezed past
huge container-freighters and oil-tankers, navgaftes and even
surfaced submarines.

Ignoring the two marinas, the Waterside in Norfatid the one under
the towers of the Holiday Inn on the Portsmoutle swhich sported
the masts of many yachts, they entered the narramalcor
Intercoastal Waterway, that threaded past the hafliedbandoned or
cocooned warships and aircraft carriers. Swinggascswung and lift
bridges lifted to let them go through and, afteg thck at Great
Bridge that lifted the yacht and several other §a#b a higher reach
of the canal, they motored on until sunset and amechin another
small cove, away from any habitation and other ©ioat

Next morning, after hearing a weather forecast ipteg) that a
hurricane was coming up the coast. and might kittlea where they
were on the following, day, Ross decided to pustooind shelter.



Across two shallow sounds of water they crossecpikg to
channels marked by buoys, lurching on the shodppi waves, the
winds sweeping in from the Atlantic just beyondre lof low- lying
islands to the east, and howling ominously in thging.

Shelter was found that night in the Alligator RivéNorth Carolina,
where again they anchored in a remote, deep pooipuwnded by
cypresses that grew out of the water and wherethesound was
the call of the night heron.

Only once during the next week did they berth ataaina and go
ashore. After passing through the beach resortdooth Carolina
they lingered for a while in the beautify Waccamiawer, its calm
waters winding between untouched forests of yellopwes and
cypresses, draped with Spanish moss and crowdgig mto the
water. After the Waccamaw they wandered along thistihg
waterway through abundant life-giving marshes, goldn the
sunshine where white herons and other birds wad#teimud, until
they arrived in South Carolina. Giving in to Rachekquest to see
Charleston, that most romantic city of the Americouth, Ross
berthed the yacht at a marina.

In weather that seemed very hot to Rachel fortihs of the year,
they wandered hand in hand through the old city,atchitecture of
which was richly cosmopolitan and showing the iaflaes of many
different cultures: British, French, West Indiarer@an and Jewish.
Huge houses with shutter-edged windows and wideandas
decorated with lacy ironwork fronted many of theests. Others of
an earlier period were glimpsed behind high walkstlirough
wrought-iron gates hanging between stone gatepdis.pointed
white steeples of elegant old churches soared sigawivid blue sky,
and local black women sold baskets on the paveménhéy dined at
an expensive hotel and stayed the night in onis dedrooms and the
next day shopped for clothes for Rachel that wbelguitable for the



summer-type weather they would be experiencinghferrest of the
trip.

From then on it seemed to Rachel they were newmreabn the
waterway as many yachts, both sail and power, daygtvith them,
all migrating south to warmer climates for the wwmtin Georgia,
once again Ross avoided marinas, seeking out aagpé®in narrow
creeks and river mouths. They visited the sitéhefdld British Fort
Frederica which had been established to defenBrikish American
colonies from attacks by the Spanish and was desdrby fire long
after those attacks had ended. It was a prettyeplaiciden in a
backwater, among magnolia trees and live oaksalrdat was left
of the settlement were a few walls of the fort #relcleared land still
laid out in the lots where once the original sedtibouses had stood.

Across wide inlets of the sea where shrimp boatse wéhouetted
against a bright eastern sky and along windingrsitkey motored
until they eventually crossed into Florida. On arsty day with
thunder booming and lightning crackling they reatBé Augustine,
the oldest surviving settlement made by Europeanthe United
States, and stayed a day there to visit the olaiSlpdort which had
been built to protect the Spanish colony from Bhtiand French
assaults.

'‘Not far to go now,' said Ross when they left thel@rage and again
entered the confines of the waterway. -We'll bé>am Beach in
three days' rime. And that will be the end of ooinélymoon, | guess.’
He made a wry grimace. 'Morton will be wantingla# friends and
relatives to meet you and it will be one socialaston after another.

We won't get much time alone together. Think ydaelldale to stand
it?'

'How long will we stay with him?"'



'‘Until just after Christmas. | have to be backhe tity before New
Year's Day for various reasons to do with business.

'l be able to stand anything as long as you'éh wne,' she
whispered, leaning against him.

'‘Good. And | won't be going far without you,' helred.
'‘Where will we live when we go back to New York?'

'In my apartment. It's near Central Parte at tipedba renovated
brownstone house. You'll be close to all your faiteumuseums and
art galleries. OK with you.'

'‘OK with me," she agreed, surprising herself, beeaubig city like
New York was the last place she had ever imagireesef living in.

The rest of the journey down the waterway was sahgeresting or
exciting as the previous part, as they passed $pgwirban
developments, condominium towers and tourist resddnly the
Indian River, wide and island-dotted like an inlas€a, caught
Rachel's interest. Many of the islands were refdgesvild life and
everywhere there were warnings to boat-owners tcabeful not to
collide with and damage the manatees, those mgatesea-animals
whom many believe to be the original mermaids.

The sun was setting when at last they motored dberong stretch

of Lake Worth on the last part of their journeyghtrise buildings,

glittering with lights, made dark shapes againstedhmson-flushed

sky. They entered a marina, and soon after theysteggped ashore
were whisked off in a limousine sent for them byrida.

Rachel's first impression of the fabulous town wéshe graceful
shapes of tall palm trees lining the approach rédter a left turn
along a main street they turned right to drive dawasidential street
until they reached the exclusive road beside teamovhere wealthy



people not only of the United States but also béotountries owned
huge houses and the beach in front of them.

Screened from the road by high laurel hedges, Mtoceanside
house was as different from Chestnuts as the skrtrom the big
deciduous fruit-bearing tree. Again, for that parar place it wasn't
big.

'Only twelve rooms," Ross replied with a grin irsaer to Rachel's
guestion as she stared in admiration at the sté@cade of the
Spanish-styled house. 'Bedrooms, that is, and eaetwith its own
bathroom.'

‘You're joking,' she said as they entered the tadilvay with its
black and white tiled floor. 'It must be like a &bt

'‘Don't ever let Morton hear you say that. It's mgle and joy, his
status-symbol. Just being allowed to live on trastipular street in
this particular town means he is someone, notiorlyis country but
in the international set. Here, every winter, hesghbours are not
only the wealthy, they are out of the to£ draweerddhe can rub
elbows with European royalty and aristocracy ad agltop- notch
American New England families and the descendahtSoothern
aristocrats. It gives him a real kick.'

Rachel had made up her mind that she couldn'tlpgddéie Morton,

knowing that he derived pleasure from having matiftaf money
and found entertainment in having aristocrats agldbrities as his
neighbours. He was bound to be insufferably snoblsise thought,
and possibly vulgar as well.

Hearing from the housekeeper that Morton was waitor them in
the solarium, Ross led her through a long livingandurnished with
heavy Spanish-style furniture, carved from oak amtholstered



mostly in red and gold, into the room of glass vehsome of the
blinds had been drawn earlier against the hedteohbon-day sun.

'Her™ we are, Morton, right on time,' Ross saidechdly.

The man turned. Of medium height, he had silveradk ¢hair and

bright blue eyes set in a lined sun-weathered feleewas dressed
casually in well-cut trousers and a golfing sHimthis right hand was
a pair of secateurs with which he had been trimroimg of the many
tropical shrubs that flourished in the solariumre@ally he put the

secateurs down and held his hand out to Ross.

'‘Good to see you, boy," he said in a husky voind,gave Rachel a
quick shy glance. 'l see you've brought a friend.'

‘She's more than friend. Rachel and | got marnetaé last month in
Riverpark.' There was a note of quiet triumph irs&®voice.

'‘Well, well." Morton' face creased into many lireesshe put back his
head and laughed outright. 'l should have gueseadmpuldn't let

any grass grow under your feet once you'd madeoup mind to a

course of action. Congratulations. You too, youady!l' Rachel's
right hand was seized and shaken by two large Ihands. 'Rachel,
eh? That's a fine old name.'

'‘Not only does she have a fine old name, she's faofme old
country,' said Ross, seeming intent on crowing alhdgiconquest.
‘Tell him where you were born, darling.’

'I'm from Edinburgh, Mr Fraser,' said Rachel, whauldn't help
feeling a little self-conscious at all the fuss aibber name and
birthplace.

‘Then you're doubly welcome,' said Morton, his faobering, his
eyes taking on a wistful expression. He glancedldyiat Ross. 'Am
| allowed to kiss her before we get into the chagme®"



'Of course you are," said Rachel quickly before sRosuld say
anything, all her prejudice suddenly pushed asyde fudden rush of
liking for this shy man and, leaning forwards shet his lips with her
own.

The next few days passed in a blur as she cameeis twith living in
the luxury of that house where she had nothingtbud sleep and eat
unless she was getting ready to go swimming, tptelanis or golf or
to attend some social gathering at another ever tagurious house
along the road.

The times she liked best, when she wasn't alone Raiss in their
bedroom, were the moments they both spent with dagtther in the
solarium or onTrillium, when they took the boat out through thi
narrow Palm Beach inlet to the ocean to spend andrawo fishing
with other yachts in the Gulf Stream.

But the curious dreamlike quality of living at thaurels came to an
abrupt end when Ross announced that he would bdeaye her for
a few days after all to fly back to New York toeattl to some
business for Morton.

Her first reaction was to cling, not to let himgahout her, because
she had a strange fear she might lose him, thati@let never come
back.

‘Let me come with you,' she pleaded as she laysiatms the night
before he was due to leave.

'l would rather you didn't," he murmured sleepilys only for three
days and I'll be busy all that time. Better for yowstay here and help
Morton greet his Christmas guests. The weathebedoul, wet and
cold in New York at this time of the year.’

'l wouldn't mind as long as | was with you.'



'‘But you wouldn't see much of me. Please me anyg k&e,

sweetheart,' he whispered, raising her face tahd raining light
kisses over her cheeks. 'lf | can I'll try to doatvhhave to do in two
days instead of three and be back the day befonst@as Eve. And
please believe | wish this hadn't happened right, rtbat it could

have been avoided. But | guess we'll have to be@woestomed to
being apart, sometimes, much as | would like theelgonoon bit to
go on for ever.'

After that she didn't press him because commoresgiotated that he
was right and they shouldn't expect the honeymoa@uoton for ever.
Also she had never wanted to be seen as or evba the sort of
woman who clings. He had accused her of being preaichow she
stiffened her backbone and brought out her prithe. &uld manage
without him for three days, of course she couldl yet immediately
after saying goodbye to him at the airport andregehim walk away
from her she felt depressed. Morton did much tcecher up that
day, taking her with him to the elite country cltd play golf,
introducing her to some of the well known peopleowtere there,
and treating her to dinner.

'I'm not much for expressing my feelings,' he sasdthey lingered
over coffee and liqueurs. 'l always hope a perstimuess how | feel
from the way | treat them. It's a mistake I've memteoften in my life.
I'm a little shy and not good with people on a peed level. Only on
a business level. So | want to tell you, while Riee¥ around and I've
got you to myself for a while and before my sisted my niece and
two nephews arrive tomorrow, how glad | am thatret you and had
the good sense to marry you before you had a chtarescape back
to Scotland.’

*You're not shocked that we married in such a hihgn?'

'‘Good God, no. | think you did the right thing. Winit have done
any good to hang around waiting just to pleasenar&datives. Also



I've been afraid, you see, that Ross might nevemgeried, that he
might behave as | did when | was younger, and wdulcharry

because he had once been disappointed in lovel &idd't want that
for Janet's son. | didn't want him to grow intoealusive bachelor
with only one thing to do in life, make money, awds until | was
able to find Janet again and marry her, too lateu® to have
children.’

'Was Ross disappointed in love at some time?' skedatrying to
sound offhand and casual while all the time heimbbazzed with
conjecture.

‘Well, now, he's never said as much to me. Veryetee about his
private life, is Ross. Proud, too. Not liking muthadmit to ever
making a mistake or failing at anything he undestakHe likes to
win, always. But I've known that there was somebaavanted to
marry and couldn't because of some impedimentlwroAnyway,

that's all in the past and he's married to you aog that's all that
matters. Don't you agree?'

She agreed, and kept telling herself over and again that her
marriage to Ross was all that mattered, yet shddcoat help
wondering about that disappointment in love he Isadfered,
especially when she recalled how withdrawn he heehlthe night
she had told him she believed Carrie Duval had e&egehim to have
been married to someone else. For the first tiniemife she felt the
stirrings of jealousy of the woman he had wantet&ory but hadn't.

Next day the serene quiet of the Laurels was inddmeMorton's
surprisingly noisy sister Wendy Cox, her twin s@erry and Todd,
and her daughter Meryl.

'Ross married to you?' Wendy shrieked when Morttroduced
Rachel to her. 'Oh, my God.' Small and grey-haed apparently a
bundle of nervous energy, Wendy rounded on herlitaugvho was



just behind her, a slim, slight woman of abouttyhwwho was, for all

her plainness and paleness, dressed very elegatiy the height of
the prevailing New York fashion. 'Well, what do ytunk of that,

Mer? Seems you've missed the boat again.’

'l wish Rachel every happiness,' said Meryl, offgrRachel slim
red-tipped fingers and showing small white teetklassmiled.

‘And so do I." Wendy showed her teeth too in a wilgncere smile

at Rachel. 'Believe me, you're going to need allb@st wishes, since
you've been foolish enough to marry that cheatigme and . . .' She
broke off, as if realising she was being tactlassl, swung to Morton,

'‘Well, which rooms have you put us in?'

‘Marley will show you,' said Morton as his Englishined butler
appeared quietly in the doorway. 'We'll see youaaélr at dinner, |
guess.'

'‘Don't expect us for dinner, Uncle,' said one & tivins. Rachel
couldn't be sure at that moment whether he wasyGarrTodd
because although they weren't wearing similar e®thr colours they
were identical in their looks. 'We've already goingr dates.’

Wendy and the twins left the solarium as noisilyttesy had arrived
to follow Marley to their rooms, but Meryl stayeelind, seating
herself close to Morton.

'It's really good to see you again, Uncle. Thamksriviting us. This
Christmas would have been deadly at home, ourwiitstout Dad,’
she said quietly.

‘That's what | figured, Meryl," said Morton withsagh. 'My sister's
husband passed away a few months ago after aiigimigwith heart
problems,' he explained for Rachel's benefit. #sguWendy is still
cut up about it." A slight smile softened his lip&u'll find her a bit



noisy and outspoken, Rachel, but underneath ghallhas a heart of
gold and means well. Right, Meryl?'

'Right, Uncle," said Meryl, and she looked acrasRachel. 'Did |
detect a Scottish accent when you spoke just nelve?asked.

‘You sure did,' said Morton, smiling and answeifimgRachel. "Why
don't you two get better acquainted while | justagna have a word
with Marley about the numbers for dinner tonight.’

'l didn't know Ross had been in Scotland recerdbid Meryl, her
pale blue eyes taking in Rachel's appearance,gtimm good fit of
designer jeans and the elegant simplicity of adosleeveless silk
top, the silky darkness of brown hair falling sgtati from a centre
parting to the shoulders, the lightly tanned perée@l of her face.

'‘We met at my aunt's home in Riverpark, New Yaeplied Rachel.
‘At my cousin Jenny's wedding.'

‘When?'
‘At the end of September.'

'So it was a rush job," said Meryl with a lift oerhmarked-in
eyebrows. 'l guessed as much.’

'l beg your pardon?’

‘Yours and Ross's marriage. You didn't know ondhardong before
taking the plunge.’

'l suppose we didn't,’ said Rachel coolly feeliegentment rising
within her at Meryl's derisory tone.

‘Mother is surprised, but I'm not," said Meryl, tgeg to her feet and
going over to look at the lawn at the back of tleeide that swept



down to a thick area of tropical shrubs dividing tand from that of
another house. 'Ross had to do something in a haristop the
tittle-tattle that was going on in Manhattan." Sbmed to look at
Rachel across the .length of the room. 'l workhia tity too. I'm a
financial analyst and | write for a financial magez What do you do
in the way of a career?’

I'm an artist,' said Rachel.

'l guess you married him for his money, then?' béadyl and gave a
little trill of mocking laughter. 'So it happenedtea all. After

spending years dodging gold- diggers, Ross was htabyg a

penniless artist.'She advanced towards Rachel @oicd down at
her rather pityingly. 'l suppose he bribed you &rmhim.’

Rachel rose then to her full height and knew aagerinalicious
triumph in towering over the provocative Meryl.

'‘No, he didn't. And | didn't marry him for his mgneé married him
because | love him,' she said.

'Oh, my," said Meryl tauntingly. 'Listen to the ramtic. And |
suppose you believe he married you because he yoved hen why
isn't he here with you? Why is he back in New York?

'He had to go to attend to some business for Mgrachel retorted.

‘You really fell for that old trick?' jeered MeryMy God, | didn't
think it was possible for a woman to be so naies¢hdays. | bet you
wanted to go with him and he persuaded you toddayn here.'

Rachel had no answer for that. She could only franah bite her lip,
remembering how persuasive Ross had been the befiiite he had
gone away.

'l bet too he hasn't told you about Inci,' said Wlesmiling slyly.



'Inci?'

"The name is Turkish. Female. She's very beautdod an
accomplished musician who is just beginning to mia&eway as a
concert pianist. Ross has known her for yearswideted to marry
her but she turned him down. Imagine any womanrggthe guts to
turn down the heir to Morton Fraser's millions. Ra&s really cut up
about it. A real blow to his ego, it was. But hdl sees her when he
can. | wouldn't be surprised if he's seeing hdntrag this moment,
telling her about his marriage to you, explainingyie had to do it.
to create a smokescreen so no one will suspectfis¢ifl seeing him
whenever she visits New York. He probably hadlipnned in that
cold, calculating way he has of doing things. Adlifad to do was find
someone like you, who didn't know him too well avaks ignorant of
his affair with her, and manipulate you into mangyihim." Meryl's
lips smiled but her eyes didn't. "You wouldn't be first to fall for the
charm he can turn on and off at will, you know.'

Rachel resisted the temptation to turn on her &ieglleave the room.
Her pride up in arms, she even managed to smile.

'‘Does that mean you have been a victim of thatnefAddave you
been in love with him, too, and did you hope to mdrim for his
money?' she jeered, and had the satisfaction afigséer barb go
home as Meryl's eyes flickered. 'Well, I'm not sisgd. Ross is
something rather special. But you're wrong in sgpgphe's meeting
another woman at this moment. He is, in fact, fiyback right now
and should be walking into the house within thetdmur. You see,
he phoned me just before you arrived' to say haidaged to do what
he had to do more quickly than he had anticipated! if you don't
believe me, | suggest you ask your uncle. That'y mdrwanted to
talk to Marley. He wanted to tell him that Ross Vdole here in time
for dinner.' Rachel forced another smile. 'But | ajipreciate your
effort to try and put me in the picture regardimgil I'm sure you
meant it kindly, and | hope you enjoy your stayro@aristmas.'



It was Meryl's turn to have no ready answer. Hée pges glittering,
her thin lips pinched together, she swung on hef ded marched
from the room.

Much to Rachel's relief, Wendy and Meryl were ri@ only guests
for dinner at the Laurels that night. Morton hadited several
neighbours mosdy to meet her, so she was abledid any direct
contact with his sister and niece. Ross arrivetl agsthey were all
about to sit down at the long table in the diningm. She was so
glad to see him that her emotions threatened tcupaand overflow
and, as he took her in his arms and kissed her, Ingmmdring the
interested onlookers, she sensed that he too wasghdifficulty in
controlling his passion.

'‘As soon as we can, without giving offence to Mortee'll leave this
lot and go upstairs,' he whispered in her eaart lsardly wait to be
alone with you.'

'It's the same with me," she replied, all the dsubtd suspicions
Meryl had managed to rouse in her wilting for thennent under the
hot blaze of his desire for her, and they partddctantly to sit
opposite each other on either side of Morton, whe of course at the
head of the table.

'‘Well, Ross, you certainly get around,' remarkeslghest who was
sitting beside Rachel, a rather fat man who haelra loud voice that
could be heard by everyone. The other guests stopip&ttering to
glance at him attentively. 'Saw you in town onlgtgeday,' he added.

Rachel had soon discovered that the only townrttzdtered to most
of Morton's friends and associates was the citye# York.

'l didn't see you, Harry," said Ross easily.



'‘No, you were too busy chatting up your dinner gudégsn't that
Ihsan Kapadia's daughter with you? What's her name? The
concert pianist?’

All the joy she had been feeling seeped out of Radlot looking at
anyone she waited to hear, as everyone else wdsgyaRoss's
answer. He didn't hesitate, nor did he look distdrb

‘As always, you're right. Harry. What great eyesigtu must have.
Why didn't you come over and say hello,' he saiig.dif you had I'd
have introduced you to Inci and her brother. Hatk whe Turkish
consulate in New York. An interesting guy. He sygesik languages.
Made me feel really uneducated, since | can spebkame.'

The moment passed. Everyone started talking aBainfor Rachel
the damage had been done, and for the rest of ¢aé¢ she avoided
looking at or speaking to Ross.

As it turned out, they weren't able to escape ¢ ttoom as he had
suggested until most of the guests had left. As s@ahe door of the
bedroom closed he took her in his arms and begkissder but she
didn't respond. She couldn't until everything wasio the open, until
she knew more about Inci.

‘What's wrong?' he demanded, refusing to let hevlgen she would
have escaped from his arms. 'What's happened ivglbeen away?'

'‘Nothing very much until today when your aunt andsins arrived,'
she said coolly.

'If you mean Meryl, Wendy and the twins, they aseblood relatives
of mine, only of Morton's,' he replied tautly, Hece set in harsh
lines. 'l know they've hated me ever since Mortdopied me as his
son. They always hoped to inherit all his money gee, and believe
me to be his sole heir. | don't really care for ahyhem, either, and
I'm sorry Morton invited them, but | guess he fedt had to since



Wendy has just lost her husband. If you don'ttileam we don't have
to stay on. We could leave, take a trip over toddador a few days.'

‘And disappoint Morton?' she said. "You must knawIpleased he is
to have us both here. No, we'll have to stay at leatil Christmas is
over.'

‘Then tell me what's upset you,' he persistecet'lthiat creep Meryl
has been telling tales out of school about me. \iaatshe said to
you about me?' He gave her a little shake andphbied her closer to
him as if he knew he could melt her resistance Wit physical

warmth.

Her face hidden in his shoulder Rachel felt higédirs in her hair and
found the courage to speak outright.

'‘She said she supposed I'd married you for youreypon

Hands sliding to her shoulders, he pushed heryganthy from him
so that he could see her face. His face looked gnidhhis eyes were a
very clear penetrating grey. He was looking atdseif he suspected
her of hiding something from him.

'‘And didn't you?' he said softly.

'No.' Her denial rang out angrily. 'Oh, surely yaww | wouldn't do
anything like that.'

'l kind of hoped you wouldn't, but | could have bagrong in my
hope, knowing what your brother is like," he saithva wry curl of
his lips.

Twisting free of his hold she turned away from laind went round to
the other side of the bed. Facing him, her heal, Higr chin tilted,
she said, 'Just what do you mean by that?'



'Giles wasn't above borrowing money from me whemas in New
York. Didn't he tell you?'

‘Yes. But he said it was all straight between yod im, taken care
of, he said,' she said shakily. 'But . . . if ybought | might be like
him over money, why did you ask me to marry you?'

'l wanted to be married too much to care aboutdtgrior motive

you might have had in wanting to marry me,' he ieghl For a

moment he stared intently at her, then, with aghbbegan to loosen
his tie.

‘Then perhaps the rest of what Meryl said is tslee' said in a low,
shaking voice. 'And you have married me to creamakescreen.'

He tossed his tie down on the dresser and lookbdrateflection in
its. mirror.

'‘Meryl said that?' he said, his eyebrows slantatgisally. 'My God,
what a wonderful imagination that woman has. Shoeilshgo in for
writing mystery stories. Her talent is absolutelysted as a financial
journalist. May | ask why | would want to createraokescreen?' He
laughed suddenly, and her heart leapt at the soMiaétes me sound
like a navy frigate or destroyer, belching out seda& cover the
activities of a battleship.’

His suit jacket off, his shirt unbuttoned to theistiahe came towards
her, laughter flickering across his face and indyss.

'‘Can you see any smoke coming out of my head, b@ad?' he
whispered bending towards her.

It isn't a joke,' she muttered, her glance gomghe opening of his
shirt. Its whiteness contrasted with the goldendfaihis skin. Her
fingers itched to slide within the opening and aoess his chest.



'It is to me, and I'd like to share it with yousjuas | want to share
everything with you, so tell me why | would needraokescreen.'

His mockery of Meryl made Rachel see that perhapsMoman had
been melodramatic, and she hesitated now abougibgrup the
matter of Inci. But if she didn't it would always there at the back of
her mind, poisoning her relationship with him, stwut meeting his
eyes, now aflame with passion, as he reached maréss her cheek
with gentle fingertips, she went on, 'She said g@ot married to
create a smokescreen so that you could go on mgeszimeone called
Inci, with whom you've been having an affair foayg'

The fingers stroking her cheek were suddenly still.
‘The bitch," he said, his voice hissing savagBlg.you believe her?'

'l don't know what to believe,' she cried, raisieg head to look at
him earnestly. 'l didn't want to believe her budrtlihat man, Harry,
who was sitting next to me at dinner, said he legth you dining with

Inci last night and so | couldn't help wonderingmhat Meryl said

was true and that you went to New York, not foribess purposes
but to meet Inci.’

His hands fell away from her face and he paced dwoay her, hands

in his trouser pockets. Feeling suddenly weak fetrass, she sank
down on the edge of the bed. He came back to lestt ddown on his

knees suddenly so that his face was on a level ath. His hands
slid along the silky stuff of her dress where iswaut over her thighs,
an intimate and possessive action that causecdededinrob suddenly
within her.

'‘Look at me, Rachel,' he murmured. She raised éad land looked
into his eyes. 'And then tell me, if you can, that lying to you. |

didn't go to New York to meet Inci. | met her quig accident. She
was in New York to give a concert. My affair witariis over. It came



to an end when she told me she couldn't marry ineagd | won't be
meeting behind any smokescreen. ' He paused, fngywand when
he continued his voice was harsh with bitternéggiéssed it wasn't
going to be easy once the honeymoon was over ardhd/é& mingle
with other people like Meryl and Wendy, who doikelme and who
would do anything to undermine my relationship wiftorton or
anyone else. Unluckily we've come up against thest fi
stumbling-block while our marriage is still very Imarable, while
we're still learning about each other. All | canislsay that | won't be
planning any , meetings with Inci in the futurethaligh there is
always the possibility of running into her when'sha New York.'
He leaned forward, rested his brow against heslip only an inch
away from hers he said, 'Believe me?' and it wad faa her to tell
whether it was a plea or a question.

'‘But you did love her, didn't you?' she whispered.

'Yes, | did. But now you're my lover, my mistresslamny wife, so
why would | want to meet any other woman behinthalsscreen, or
anything else?' His sense of humour got the befterm again and
laughter shook through his voice. 'Forget what Msayd, and don't
let it come between us now. I've been looking fodmMa this night
ever since | left you on Monday morning.'

'Oh, and so have |, said Rachel with all her ha@ad, giving into the
desire that was suddenly surging up in her, shgfher arms around
him and they fell across the bed together.

Their brief separation, plus the recent confrontaibout his motive
for marrying her, added a certain spice to theiefoaking that night.
As if determined to obliterate from her mind theandge done by
Meryl, Ross used every loving technique he knevarmuse her,
taking time over each caress, seeking and findingt\yave her most
pleasure, his lips burning against her skin as theyed from her
hips down herthroat to her breasts and even low#il, her senses



aflame, she pulled him down on top of her and heto and soared
with him to a height of ecstasy she had never knbefore.

Yet, later, when she was curled up against hirteriag to his even
breathing as he slept, although Meryl's insinuatiabnout him were
forgotten for the time being, the woman Inci wasshe lingered, a
vague ghost between them, the lover he had lodtp@er whose loss
he had been deeply disappointed.



CHAPTER FOUR

PROTECTED by Ross's attentive behaviour from any more astac
on their marriage by Meryl, Rachel was able to ertjee next few
days in Palm Beach. The weather was perfect blies,skvarm
sunshine and a placid blue ocean, so that it cansmething of a
surprise to her on Christmas morning to receive gimd presents
around a decorated Christmas Tree, imported froma@a and to
attend a service with Morton, at the Episcopal chuwhere all the
usual carols were sung. She and Ross spent thieafteswimming
and sunbathing, and after a traditional dinnepast turkey and plum
pudding they escaped from the others to walk omé#aeh beside the
whispering surf under the stars.

Yet, in spite of Morton's hospitality and the waweather, she was
glad to leave the luxury of the Laurels and thdihtysthat seemed to
emanate from Meryl and Wendy all the time, andydack to New

York with Ross. His apartment, as she had expewtasl furnished in

the latest contemporary style and had every moci@naenience.

For the first few weeks of the new year she wadequaontent,

spending her days visiting art museums and gadleaed her
evenings, nights and weekends walking, talking plashning for

their future with Ross. One day they would find lace in the

country, he promised, somewhere with fields to drened; a place
with barns and horses, where they could bring wgir tbhildren

together. Meanwhile they would live right in théyanear to where he
had to work.

And where he could continue to meet Inci.

In spite of Rachel's efforts to root it out of meind, the ugly seed of
suspicion sown there by Meryl would keep sproutipg and she
would wonder whether he had been sincere when deshid he
wouldn't be planning to meet Inci secretly althotighas possible be



might run into her. Then he would do something ler, bring
flowers home for her or take her out to see a nawthat had opened
on Broadway or to some other form of interestingegainment, and
she would forget Inci and try to convince herseidfttalthough he had
never said so, he must love her at least as muble &sd loved the
other woman, if not more.

Big, noisy and dirty as New York was, it possessedality that was
infectious. Ross seemed determined to help hembe@astablished
in her chosen career as an artist, and he intradeeto people he
knew who belonged to the artistic community of today,
encouraging her to look for a studio for herselievehshe would be
able to paint and also to practise the art of sdieen printing in
which she had specialised at college. Sometimesvehe up on the
train to Riverpark to visit Moira and Jenny, whosnexpecting her
first baby, and sometimes they came to town fdraoping-spree in
which she joined. Always there were friends of Ro&s entertain. It
seemed there was never a moment to spare for pettben or
reflection and rarely time for doubts or suspiciaisout Ross's
motive in rushing her into marriage with him.

March was in, and the shoots of spring flowers waginning to
show in Central Park where she loved to jog inrtle@nings with
Ross and other fithess-conscious people, when Raebeived a
surprising phone call from her mother, who was @inBurgh on a
visit from Australia.

'‘Granny Dow is very ill and in hospital,' said Dtng. 'She isn't
expected to live much longer but she wants to seewery much.
Can you come?’

'Of course | can. As soon as | can get a seat plarse,’ Rachel
answered without hesitation.

"'l have to go to see her,' she told Ross ldtat dlay.



'l guess you will,' he said, 'I'd come with youlyoright now I'm
really busy doing Morton's work as well as my own.’

'‘Couldn’t you take Some time off and join me overeé? Surely the
investment company can get along without you fahée.'

'I'm sure it could,' he agreed equably, 'but inseéat Morton can't.’
Seeing her make a face, he stepped over to hepuaintis arms
around her. 'Would you like to fly over on Concdtde

'‘Could I?' The suggestion distracted her for ar@wments.

'Of course. Nothing but the best and the fastegtasl enough for my
woman,' he teased her. 'Tomorrow suit you?"

'Only if it suits you.'

'l guess I'll survive, as long as we're not agastiong/ he murmured,
and stifled all her misgivings as usual with kisses

Early next morning she was giving her appeararfesvdast touches
before she left the flat with Ross to drive to Kedwy airport, when
the telephone rang. Since Ross was still in thierbatn she answered
it.

'Hello,' said a soft female voice with a slightdgn accent. 'Is this
the residence of Ross Fraser?'

‘Yes. He isn't available right now. May | take assege?' said
Rachel, searching for and finding a pen and pad.

‘You are?' the voice queried.

'His wife, Rachel Fraser.’



‘Then | don't think it would be suitable for md@ave a message with
you,' said the woman with a laugh. 'l guess Iitbaim later.’

She hung up before Rachel could say anything eldemizzled by
the mocking lilt in the soft seductive voice whlae ivoman had said
she didn't think it suitable for her to leave a sag® with Ross's wife,
Rachel returned the receiver to its rest.

'‘For me?' asked Ross from the living-room doorwagme he stood
fastening the double- breasted jacket of his gudy As always when
dressed for the city with his hair well brushed lbeked very
handsome and businesslike yet somehow coolly refrateher. She
always preferred him in more casual clothes wighhair windblown.

'Yes. Most odd. | asked her to leave a messageshadsaid it
wouldn't be suitable for her to leave it with méed catch you later,
she said.'

'‘Really." He was amused. 'She'll find it impossiltiee already been
hooked by the most beautiful woman in the worl@éhHis at her waist
he twisted her round to face him. 'l wish you dithalve to go away.'

'l wish | didn't have to leave you,' she murmurachs around his
neck. 'But | have to; you do understand, don't y@ranny hits
always been so good to me. You'd go if it were ionvho was ill
and wanting to see you.'

'l understand. Or at least | keep telling myselb&understanding,
even while all of me is rebelling against you goavgay without me,’
he said seriously. .

'You sometimes go away without me," she pointed out

'l know. But not far. Only to Washington or Chicagud | come back
fast.'



'Please fly over to join me there." She tried adaiforce him into
making a commitment. 'It's time you met my mother.'

'l suppose it is.' His glance lingered on her lips.
‘And you'd meet Giles again.'

'l guess so,' he said indifferently, and kissedsledong and hard that
she was breathless when he had finished. "Thayewsavon't forget

me when you're back on your native heath and taisepand all that
has happened here seems just like a dream to you.'

'l won't forget you,' she said urgently, suddemlyiaus about leaving
him, the image of Inci rising unbidden in her mithhd please don't
ever think it's been a dream. | do exist. Hold iglketf fed me. Am | as
insubstantial as a dream?"

'l guess you're not," he said with a laugh, squeglzer. Then, with a
guick change of mood, he let go of her suddenlytanued away to
pick up her cases. 'Come on,' he added rought'g, get parting from
each other over before | lose my cool and beh&eedicaveman and
carry you off to the wilderness where no one canebetween us.'

On the swift flight across the Atlantic she fourerself thinking of
his last remark about someone coming between taethentangled
with, the thoughts was a woman's soft voice askorghim and
saying it was unsuitable to leave a message fohtmhis wife. A
voice with just the slightest trace of an accenhd®/ Inci? Jealous
suspicion mushroomed in her mind again and this tivouldn't be
banished. She wanted more than anything to tuh raund and go
back to New York to find out for sure if it had Iod@ci who had rung
him that morning, thinking possibly that his wifaechleft for Scotland
already, calling him to make a date to meet himesshere.

She was so worried that she rang him at the flbkaw York as soon
as she had checked in at the hotel near Heathrbereana room had



been booked for her for the night so that she wbaldear the airport
to catch a flight next morning to Tumberry, not fi'zmm Edinburgh.
Only when there was no answer did she remembeouldnstill be
mid-afternoon in New York, so she dialled the numiiehis office.
Hearing his secretary on the line quite clearly shmmde herself
known,

"This is Rachel Fraser, Sheila. I'm calling longtdnce from
London, England. Is Ross there?'

‘Sorry, Mrs Fraser. He went out to lunch with amtiand hasn't come
back yet. Is there anything | can do?'

'‘No, not really." Was he having lunch with Inci,dRal Wondered
jealously? 'Just tell him | arrived safely at Heatih and I'm in the
hotel now. Please give him the phone number hetaskhim to call
me later,' she said, feeling disappointment fldudugh her. When
the secretary agreed, she gave her the hotel's erurhbr room
number and then rang off.

Ross hadn't called her at the hotel before shesaghve in to fatigue
and went to bed. Although the smiadbm was cold and the bed felt
damp, she slept as soon as she lay down. Butdep slasn't restful
because she dreamed nearly all the time, knowiaghvsis dreaming
and yet unable to wake up enough to shake off teand. It seemed
to her she was walking along a pathway. On eitltg there were
high hedges. She was going to meet Ross, but asvalked the
hedges seemed to crowd in on her so that the pathmarrower and
narrower until she was fighting her way throughheket of briar
roses and hawthorns, the sharp thorns snagginglbo#ining and
scratching her hands and face. Yet the more siekttyibreak through
the thicket to reach Ross the further away he went.

Troubled by the dream, she decided to leave callingagain until
she was in Edinburgh. The flight north didn't tdéeg and she felt



excited anticipation rising in her at the thoughbeing back in her
native city as she looked out at the neat fieldthefMidlands and
then at the golden brown moors of Yorkshire andtiNonbria
sliding by beneath the wing of the plane.

As she waited for her luggage at the small airgoegring familiar
accents all around her, she felt as if she hadrrimen away and had
lived for the last six months in the States. Road been right. Her
marriage to him, their honeymoon, Christmas in PBé&ach, the two
months in Manhattan were all becoming rather dréaml

But she mustn't let that happen, she admonishelfieyanking one
suitcase off the conveyor belt. She must alwaysbending herself
Ross really existed and was her husband. She &dgée rings he
had given her. At least she had them, the tokensisofove and
respect for her, to remind her that all they hadedtogether hadn't
been a dream.

Giles, seeming somehow a little taller and moreamtfident, was at
the airport to meet her, and soon they were irxial@ing whisked

into the city and along familiar streets, under tbwering slab of

grey rock on which the casde sat, and out to tharkuwhere he said
their mother was staying in a house lent to hea Iiiyend who was
out of town for a while.

'You look wonderful," Giles said with a surprisitagk of reticence.
He hadn't been given, as a rule, to paying her Gompts. 'Looks

like being married to a millionaire is going doweNwith you. Must

be nice to have money to spend and plenty of free to spend it.
Just wait until Mum sees you. | think she'll agneth me, at last, that
you did the right thing in marrying Ross Frasety Re couldn't have
come with you.'



'He's going to try and come,' said Rachel. 'Has othdr said
something to you about my marriage to him? Aboubit being the
right thing for me to do?'

'‘No. But | think she's a bit worried about you. Yowow how mothers
are about their daughters.’

'‘Not having a daughter yet, how can | possibly kPowetorted
Rachel. "You're not looking so bad yourself. Hoyoar term been So
far? Are you going to pass all your exams?'

'So far it's been fine. No problems. Having a lbiextra cash . . .
Giles broke off suddenly as the taxi lurched taagp sthrowing him
off balance. 'Ooops! Sorry about that. Here we &rbope you
changed some dollars for pounds and can pay the far

The -house was typical of the neighbourhood, eriate of identical
houses all joined together, and it had bay winddweped with lace
curtains. The front door opened before they readhaad Dorothy,
tall and slim, her still dark hair smoothly coilathout her shapely
head, appeared. Feeling her mother's arms aroundrhelling the
familiar scents of her, Rachel swallowed back tdarsouldn't do to
show too much sentiment in front of her proud amxtregnely
reserved only surviving parent.

'l hope you had a good flight, Rachel. When did yeave New
York?' asked Dorothy, leading the way along a narnall to a big
living-room-cum- dining-room at the back of the Beu

‘Yesterday morning, and | arrived at Heathrow yestg evening,’'
Rachel said, taking off her rakish broad-brimmeedckl hat and
shaking her shoulder- length hair free. 'lt wasitexg to travel so
fast. | came on Concorde.'



'‘But that was very extravagant of you,' exclaimeadrdihy. "The
one-way fare is more than most people can affofiy teere and back
again.'

‘Not to worry, Mother. Rach wasn't paying. Her raillaire

stockbroker husband paid. One thing about Rosg leatned when |
was with him. He isn't mean like some people | doodention.’
Catching Rachel's attention, Giles, his eyes glgntwith malice,

jerked his head in the direction of the man who yas$ getting up
from an armchair by the fire. He was Alec Burgé&ss,othy's second
husband.

'Hello, there, Rachel. Nice to see you again,' Aaitl, his brown
moustache twitching as he smiled at her. A big rdegssed in
tweeds, he had a rather high-pitched voice and espgith an
Australian twang that sounded very strange to ffir diving for
months with Ross and hearing his pleasantly moedlatoice
speaking English without any noticeable accent.

'How are you?' she said. She had never been sweadaddress
Alec. She couldn't possibly call him Dad or Fatlmscause she had
too many fond memories of her own father to do.tNatr could she
bring herself to call him Alec.

'‘Can't grumble,' he said. 'Although | wish the vmeatwas a bit
warmer. Too bad we had to leave Brisbane beforersmhere was
over. Not much difference in the temperature betwesre and New
York, | suppose.'

‘No, not much difference.’

'I'll take you up to the room you'll be sleepingnhile you're staying
here," Dorothy interposed. 'Giles has taken yogesaip.' Her dark
glance went over Rachel's elegant black sueddrifamed coat. 'l
don't think I've ever seen you look so nice, Radkdhat real suede?’



'Yes, itis. But tell me, how is Gran?' Rachel ak&gs she followed her
mother up a narrow flight of stairs to the nexbflo

'l believe she's only waiting to see you before gbes,' Dorothy
murmured sadly, opening the door into a small mam@om with a
single bed. 'lIt was kind of your husband to let gome,' she added,
sitting down in the only chair in the room.

'Ross is kind and very generous,' replied Rachehtsmeously,
sitting on the edge of the bed. 'I'm hoping heéllable to come over
and you'll meet him.'

''d like to meet him. I'd have come to see yourmadrbut you were in
such a hurry. It upset me very much that | coulda'present at my
only daughter's wedding.'

'I'm sorry you couldn't be there too. Aunt Moiranted us to wait
until Christmas and have all the family presentr®ither Ross nor |
wanted a fussy wedding, | thought you'd approvthefvay we did it.
After all it was the way you and Dad got marriechddou and Alec.’

'‘But I'd known both Hugh and Alec for quite a whidefore | could
make up my mind whether | wanted to marry eitheghefn,' Dorothy
pointed out. 'There was nothing hasty about emfieny marriages. |
didn't rush into wedlock as you seem to have diimeguite surprised
at you. | thought you'd be more deliberate aboutiange, somehow.
| hope you didn't marry him for his money.'

'Oh, why do people always think that | might havaelthat?' Rachel
complained. 'Do | look and behave like one of thesenen who
marry a man only for his money?'

'‘No, you don't. And | would hope you, being my dateg, would

never do anything like that. But you have to admou and he married
in haste. Perhaps there was some other reasonlfierlrashing you,'
said Dorothy with an inquisitive glance, and imnagdly Rachel



thought again of Meryl implying that Ross had nedrner to create a
smokescreen behind which he could hide his comtgnaiffair with
Inci. The thought kept her silent.

'‘Oh, well," Dorothy went on, rising to her feestippose you think it's
none of my business, but | wouldn't like you to @navade a mistake.
So many young people seem to marry without -thiplseriously
about it beforehand these days. And then, befauecga turn around,
they're getting a divorce because they have disedvéhat their
life-styles and their opinions on important dearsiguch as whether
or not they want to have a family are incompatible.

'Is there a phone in this house?' said Rachelkiyieneasily aware
that her mother was still fishing for more informat about her
sudden decision to get married. 'l must phone Ratss, let him
know I've got here all right.'

‘There is a phone but a transatlantic call mudt tb@searth.’

‘Don't worry about it, Mother. I'll pay for it. I'bhone him when we
come back from the hospital. He should be backeflat by then.'
Then, seeing the worried frown creasing Dorothyighh white
forehead, she said earnestly, 'l do hope you Wolttit against me or
Ross because we rushed into marriage. So far wee very happy
together.’

‘Well, I'm relieved to hear it,’ replied Dorothy.et it's strange to
think of you, of all people, living in such a busymmercial city like
New York.'

'l know. And I'm a little surprised myself, becaudige living there.

Of course, it wouldn't be the same if we wereShé had been going
to say 'if we were poor' but that would have bewutlzer reference to
Ross's wealth, so she broke off and, leaning fatgyashe touched
one of Dorothy's long hands which was resting ether one. 'And



| hope you're happy, too, Mum. You look tired, andbit anxious
about something.'

Dorothy's brown eyes were hidden swiftly by theisland her lips
tightened.

'I'm as happy as it's possible for a woman of ng/ tagoe, given the
circumstances,' she said evasively, 'but | haaeltoit that since Alec
and | came to Edinburgh last week I've been worigout Giles.'

'‘Oh dear, what has he done now?' Rachel felt alifansinking
feeling at the pit of her stomach which always leaqga when Giles
got into a scrape.

'I'm not sure. But it seems to me he has more manéys pockets
than he usually has. | thought perhaps he had @#rdeing some job
or other, but whenever I've tried to question hbow it, he's either
evaded the matter or made some joke about it. Ralchash you
could find out where he's getting the extra momeynf'

"'l do my best. | think he might have been gadiagell me something
in the taxi. He started to say that having extrahchad made a
difference to him this year but the taxi stoppedot® he could

explain. | suppose you think he's been gambling.' .

'‘No. | don't. If he was gambling he'd be losing entinan he'd be
winning," Dorothy said drily. 'It's as if he getsig regularly by
someone. You see when we came | asked him if hemaagh to get
him through the rest of the university terms anddid | was never to
worry about that any more. | do hope he hasn'tigedlved in
something criminal, that's ail. People seem touwti gerrible things
to make money, like selling illegal drugs . . .'

'I'm sure Giles would never do anything like thdther." Rachel
was shocked that Dorothy would even think her oam might do
such a thing.



'l. hope you're right.' Dorothy looked up and sihileer handsome
long-jawed face with its high cheekbones lightingand gaining a
sudden beauty. '‘But you'll be wanting to unpackrydothes and to
hang them up. I'll call you when lunch is ready #meh afterwards
we can go and visit Gran. We're not far from thepial here. So
kind of Jessie Mackay to lend us this house. Yaneraber Jessie?
She and | went to school together. She's retiradaral is away at the
moment on a cruise.'

The visit to the hospital was a sad and trying egpee. In the big
white bed Ethel Dow looked tiny and shrunken, yet attempted a
smile when she saw Rachel and reached out her tthered hands
to her.

'So glad you've come, darling,' she whispered. T6old lovely.' Her
eyes, once a deep warm brown but faded now, loplkst Rachel.
'‘Where's your husband, dear? He's a Fraser, Dstmel, and born
here in Edinburgh.’

‘That's right, Gran. His mother was Scottish and starried a
Canadian soldier, went out to Nova Scotia afterwvtlae. I'm sorry
Ross couldn't come with me,' Rachel said, feelesg4 start in her
eyes and thinking how much more emotional she seédmdave
become since she had been married. 'But he wilecdorst you hang
in there and you'll meet him.’

'Hang in there, eh." A little laugh that changedckjy to a cough
shook Ethel. 'You've become quite American since'w been
away. Now listen, child." Ethel's face grew seri@m her thin
fingers tightened a little on Rachel's. 'The cattag Mull is. yours
and there's a little annuity to go with it. | fixéchll up with the lawyer
years ago. | could have left it to Giles, but | esnbered how you
always said you'd like to live on the island sorag,dnd not have to
work for anyone else. It'll give you something &l back on in time
of need, just in case your husband ever lets yaunddlen often



have a way of doing that. Don't forget, now. Ittgyaurs. I'm so glad
you came, darling. | can rest in peace now.'

Ethel closed her eyes and her hand slipped away,atthough
Dorothy and Rachel sat by the bed for another inali, the old lady
didn't open her eyes again while they were there.

As soon as Rachel returned to the house wherentbey staying she
rang Ross. She let the telephone in the flat .aingng time before
hanging up and then checked the time. He shoulabbge by now.

Living and working in downtown area, he didn't detld up in

rush-hour traffic. Twice more she tried to reaam fbiefore she went
to bed and even got up to creep down the staitbraé o'clock,

hoping to get him when he went to bed, but there maanswer.

She didn't try again because she fell asleep aafak didn't waken
until late morning, when Dorothy came in to the fioedn with a cup
of tea to tell her that Ethel had died peacefullér sleep soon after
they had left the hospital.

Helping her mother arrange the funeral, visitingdts lawyer and
hearing the reading of her will, took up most & thst of the day and
she wasn't able to ring Ross until just before wkat to bed. He
answered after the second ring.

'‘Oh, I'm so glad you're home," she said. 'l trikgesterday evening
but there was no answer.' He didn't say anythingh&rushed on.
'Did Sheila give you my message?'

‘Yes. I'd have phoned you but had no other nuntbeall. Give me
one where | can get in touch with you," he repliddiskly
businesslike.

'‘Ready?’

'Shoot.’



She gave him the number then said sadly, 'Granldgtahight.'
'I'm sorry.' How far away and remote he sounded.

'She said she was sorry not to have met you." Apaindidn't
comment so she added, "The funeral is the day #&b@orrow.
Please, Ross, will you fly over for it?'

'l can't. Too tied up. But you'll be coming baakht after, won't you?'
‘Not immediately. | have to go to Mull.’

'"Why?'

‘Gran's left me her cottage.'

‘How long will you be there?'

'Only a few days.'

‘And when will you fly back to New York?'

'I'll stay here until Mother and Alec leave in tweeks' time. Mother
would like to meet you.'

‘Then she'll have to come this way with you when gome back,
bring her husband, visit Moira and Jack, see thlets!’

It sounded all so easy when he suggested it, g thing to do.
‘They can't afford it.'

'l pay. You make the bookings for them over thand charge it all
on your American Express card.’

'She wouldn't let me.'



'So that's where you get that pride from,' he &aint noticed Giles
doesn't suffer from it," he added drily.

'It would be much simpler if you flew over and jethme here.’
'l can't. Not right now. I'm up to my ears.'

She suddenly got the impression that he wasn'tealorthe flat,
something to do with the terse way in which he s@&saking.

'Ross. Is someone with you?'

'Yes.'

‘Anyone | know?'

'‘No. Just someone who has dropped in for some @dvic

'‘Rachel." Dorothy spoke sharply behind her. 'Yoween on that
phone long enough. You must be spending a fortune.'

'l guess you're not alone either,’ Ross laughdxirear. 'Is that your
Mum? Put her on to say hello.’

Rachel turned and held out trexeiver to hemother.
'It's Ross. He wants to speak to you.'
Dorothy stared at the receiver as if it was sonekead invention.

'‘Whatever shall | say to him?' she whispered irr p@aic at the
thought of speaking to a stranger on the phone.

‘Just say hello, how are you and ask him to conee tmvmeet you and
Alec.'

Slowly Dorothy took hold of the instrument and fiub her ear.



'Hello, Mr Fraser," she said primly. 'Dorothy Busgéhere. How are
you?'

Rachel couldn't hear what Ross was saying so shehad her
mother's face instead. At first Dorothy frownedrthslowly and
unbelievably her face softened and she noddeddael &s if agreeing
with something he was saying. Then quickly but gdely she cut in.

'‘Oh no, we couldn't possibly let you do that, Mer.... | mean Ross.
It's very kind of you but we couldn't accept yoffea My husband

has to return to work. He can't spare any more @fheCouldn't you

possibly fly over before we go back to Australia@?NOf course. |

guite understand. You're in the same position as And work must
come first. Well, it's been nice talking to you.riraps you'll bring

Rachel to visit us in Australia, will you? Next wen? Oh, good. I'll

look forward to that. Goodbye.'

Still smiling, her fine skin just a little flushexs if she had received ar
unexpected compliment, Dorothy handed the receo&achel and
went back into the living-room.

'Ross?' Rachel said quickly.

'‘She doesn't sound like a dragon at all," he mackéelre committed
to a holiday in Australia. OK? I've always wantedyb there.'

'l still wish you'd try to come here.’
‘Sorry. Talk to you again soon, sweetheart. Mustge.'

He hung up, and the click cutting her off from himade her feel
momentarily desolate because he was so far awayh&hg up too
and went into the living- room.

‘What did he say to you, Mother?'



'‘He thanked me for having such a lovely daughtdraifered to pay
Alec's and my fare to New York if we returned wybu. He's
wanting you to go back this week.'

'l know. But how can | when | have to go and seanGrcottage? Oh,
| do wish he'd come here and go to Mull with me.’

Ross called her the evening after Ethel's funerdl@ce again she
asked him to fly over to join her on the trip to Mu

'l want you to see the place and advise me whdobtabout it,' she
pleaded.

'I'd like to be with you, but | can't come rightwd have to go out of
town.'

'‘Where? Where are you going?'
‘San Francisco. | leave in the morning.'

If he had said he had been going to the moon shigitg have felt
more deserted. In San Francisco he would be thdasahmiles
further away from her than he was now, on the shbr different
ocean.

'‘Where will you be staying? Please give me a phamaber,' she
asked urgently.

'l can't yet. I'll call you when | get there.'

'‘But | might not be here. I. .. I'm going north witlum and Alec
tomorrow.'

‘Then call me at the apartment when you get baeksaid briskly.
‘Gotta go now. Night, sweetheart.'



He rang off and she hung up. He sounded impatmhhaw she felt
as if he had cut her off because he couldn't bledoetl to discuss the
possibility of him flying over to join her any morie didn't want to
come to Scotland to be with her. That was becomaryg clear.

The feeling of having been cut off from him entyralorried her all

that night. Not only did she feel separated from hy miles of ocean
but also she felt as if someone had come betweerarn® him,

preventing them from communicating properly. Thé,sseductive

voice of the woman who had called him the morning Isad left for
Scotland whispered in her ear, causing chills tag@and down her
spine.

If only Ross had agreed to come over and join herwgouldn't be
suffering from all this doubt and suspicion. If teally loved her he
would have come, wouldn't he? Since he had toldigte bit about
his affair with Inci at Palm Beach, she had triechsrd to come to
terms with the feeling that she was only his sedoest love because
she hadn't been his first love; that he didn't loeeand would never
love her with the total commitment of a young madovg, as he must
have loved Inci, but she still resented the wonfanlsad never met
and would never know.

Might as well face it, she was downright jealousrafi, and even
now was suspecting that Ross had lied to her wigehaldl said he
would never plan to see Inci again. She had alewstinced herself
that the woman who had phoned him the morning sldeldft New
York and who was perhaps in the flat now with higsvnci.

She spent a miserable night, wanting him- and wgshie were with
her holding her in his arms, and she was glad wlaghght came and
she was able to get up and start packing for thedrMull.

The sun shone out of a misty blue sky, and as &ieee Dorothy and
her to the islands over the moors and through kesgt seemed to



Rachel that the whole countryside sparkled, asakkeamed from its
winter sleep. High on mountain summits snow glter Streams
swollen by melted snow rushed down craggy hillsided babbled
under old bridges. Pussy-willows shone silver-gaag the buds of
birches glowed purplish pink.

They, reached the port of Oban on the west coasmmia to see a
spectacular sunset, crimson and gold clouds strgakisky. of pale
green against which the mountains of Mull made daglsterious
shapes, and they stayed in an old-established famiielg the small
island of Kerrera across the strait of water with same name. Next
morning they boarded the car ferry and sailed acros Mull.
Standing on the deck in the crisp yet calm air,Heacecalled with
Dorothy the many times they had travelled that wesrs before, and
named familiar landmarks for the benefit of Alec.

From a ferry wharf on the island they drove alongiading road
over brown moors where pools of water glittered @neen was
beginning to show. In the tiny hamlet of Boskillengroup of old
crofting cottages on the shores of a western sela, lthey were
welcomed by Margaret and Archie Maclaine who liwedthe croft
next to Ethel Dow's and had always kept an eyd amile she was
away.

To Rachel the cottage looked the same as it alhvagslt faced west,
looking down the long inlet to the Atlantic oceaand its
whitewashed walls were pale primrose colour in ligat of the
spring sunshine. Snowdrops drooped in its frondgaand crocuses
were showing their green sheaths. The house wastoney high,
built of blocks of granite, and its roof was thadhlInside there were
two large rooms, a kitchen- cum-living-rbom furreshwith table
and chairs, a sofa and a winged armchair and abeddivided from
the other room by a narrow hallway with a bathradrthe end of it.



Standing in the kitchen for the moment Rachel cotldelp being
struck by the stark simplicity of the place complwath the homes
she had stayed in in the States: The furnitureddolery shabby and
the whole place smelt damp. She couldn't help wangleeither,
what Ross would think of it. Accustomed to living luxury with
every convenience, wouldn't he look down at it,hpps make
derisive remarks about it and refuse to stay witt her?

'‘Are you going to keep it?' asked Alec as, afteffsome tea and
home-made scones with the Maclaines, they walkéuktoottage for
a last look at it.

'I'd like to, but I'm not sure if I'll ever have gluchance to come and
stay in it. | don't know what Ross will think of it's so far away from
New York and everything he likes to do,' said Raaheiously,
trying to imagine her sophisticated husband staynthe cottage,
hobnobbing with the Maclaines, fishing in the loemd failing. 'l
think Gran should really have left it to you, Mothe

‘She was trying to do what she thought best fot'y@orothy replied.
'‘She made her will before you were married, whemwere talking
about wanting to come here to work and not haveetdependent on
a nine-to- five job to keep your body and soul tbge Remember
what she said to you? While you own it you'll alwagave
somewhere to come to that belongs to you. She ladsofjthe place
after Hugh's father died. And you can never telatumight happen.
You might be glad to come here one day and do yaur thing.'
Dorothy turned to look at the twinkling water oéthea loch and took
in deep breaths. 'It's beautiful and peaceful hehe, enthused. 'And
the air is so clear and fresh."'

'It seems damned raw to me, especially now thésdoeginning to go
down,' grumbled Alec, shivering in spite of his &gls. '‘Come on,
let's drive into Tobermory to the hotel. I'm loogiforward to a dram



of malt whisky in front of a blazing fire. We caeade what Rachel
wants to do with the place there, in comfort.’

Tobermory, the largest town on the island, dide'¢trs to have
changed any more than Boskillin had, thought Rache¢ famous
bay was smooth and placid in the late afternoant ligeflecting the
tall, high- shouldered Highland buildings edging thore-line. On
its cliff top the well-known hotel still looked l&k an old Scottish
manor house complete with turret, strong and stuady if to
withstand not only the often boisterous Adantic thea but also
armed invasions by an alien people.

After seeing their rooms, Rachel and Dorothy lelfi¢cAto have his
malt whisky before a blazing fire in the lounge amdlked back
down the hill into the town to renew their acquairde with it.

'Let's walk that way and see if Bessie Gowanlséfl her tweed shop,’
suggested Dorothy.

'‘Didn't she always close for the winter?' said Rels they reached
the bottom of the hill and walked along a pavenmefriont of the few
shops.

'I'm riot expecting to find her open. | just waatdee if she's still in
business. She said something about selling the lad retiring last
time | was over here, five years ago. Here it iSok, someone is
inside building shelves.'

Light streamed out of the window of the shop irite slowly falling
dusk. Peering inside, Rachel saw two men and a wo@®ae of the
men had a beard and was standing on a plank of swmoorted by
two trestles and was painting the ceiling. The othan was sawing a
plank of wood in half. The woman, who was slim &naall dressed
in denim overalls, had waist-long, honey-coloureadr.hShe was



painting another plank of wood, which was presumébbe used in
the building of shelves.

"That's Morag, Morag Gowan," Rachel said excite@ge left the
window to try the latch of the shop door. The deass locked so she
went back to the window and tapped on it. Whenytineng woman
looked in the direction of the window Rachel waveder. After a
hesitation the young woman waved back and stadgedrts the
door. Rachel was at the door when it opened.

‘Morag. Remember me, Rachel Dow?"'

'Of course | do,” said the small fair-haired womdngr thin
triangular-shaped face lighting up with pleasufeh; it's grand to
see you. You too, Mrs Dow.'

'‘Mrs Burgess, now," said Dorothy smiling. 'l madreggain.’

'‘Won't you come in for a wee while," said Moragnsting back and
gesturing towards the interior of the shop. 'Wer@a wee bit of a
mess as you can see, making alterations. Whaboaregth doing on
the island at this time of the year?’

'‘My grandmother died recently,’ Rachel explainedhey stepped
inside. 'And we came over to see her croft, make suerything was
in order. She left it to me in her will.'

‘Then will you be coming to live in the island?ked Morag who,
although the same age as Rachel, looked not muoh timan twelve
or fourteen with her flat-chested slim figure, [s@nooth pink and
white complexion and her straight hair falling abhoto her round
grey eyes.

'Er . . . no, not really. | might come and stay fowhile in the
summer,' said Rachel. 'What about you? Last tisaevyou you were
off to study dress design somewhere.’



'‘Ach, that was ages ago,' laughed Morag. 'I'm mdrmow, to
Lachlan Beton. He's the one with the beard andires @ sheep farm
on the island. Since Mother decided to give upphase we've taken
it over and we're opening in May, still selling &ctweeds,
hand-made knits and home-spun wool but also offesther locally
made crafts. Pete Corrie over there is our partte's a potter. | do
the weaving and we have several island women dbmgnitting.'

Morag introduced the two young men who acknowledgachel and
Dorothy then went back to work.

'I'm quite envious of you,' said Rachel.
'‘Why?' Morag's eyes opened wide in surprise.

‘You're using you skills as craftspeople and a&@sid you're going to
sell what you create.’

‘Aren't you? | remember you used to say you wolklel o set up a
studio here on the island and turn out paintingssalik-screen prints
and sell them,' replied Morag. 'What have you ba@ng since you
left art college?"

''ve been working in a department store doing ldispdesigns.
Getting started on one's own is really difficultewhyou don't have
any financial backing.

You're lucky your mother already had an establighesiness here.'

‘You're right. I am. And of course being marriedL&chlan helps.
Most of the wool | use in the tweeds comes fromshigep. | do the
dyeing of it myself, too," said Morag, gazing acRal thoughtfully.

'Did | hear you say something about silk-screentprg?' asked Pete,
coming over to them. Ever since she had been inted to him
Rachel had been aware of him watching her curiously



'Yes. Rachel is a whizz at it. Won prizes at the callege she
attended,' said Morag enthusiastically, and theapp#d a hand
against her forehead. 'Good heavens, I've jusseshthe went to the
college where you used to teach pottery.'

'l thought I'd seen you somewhere before,' saié,Fae$ dark blue
eyes crinkling at the corners as he smiled at Radheas in my first
year of teaching there when you were in your fasa student.'

‘Yes, | remember you now," said Rachel. '‘But yoiti tefore |
graduated.’

"That's right. | got fed up with teaching. Went@éw for a while,' he
said. 'This is really a stroke of luck you turnimg here today. We've
just been discussing the fact that we could reddiywith another

partner. Is it possible you'd be interested inifarour little venture?

We're looking round for someone who could contebatdifferent

sort of craft or art form and also share the finanload with us.’

'‘Pete's just taken the words right out of my mouthjd Morag
excitedly. 'And with your shop-display experienaauyl be a great
asset.’'



CHAPTER FIVE

RACHEL stared at Pete Corrie for a few momentsngryo assess
the sincerity of his suggestion. He smiled backeatencouragingly
and another memory of him stirred at the back ofrhiad. He had
been very friendly with Ralph Bates, the teachepuoiting with
whom she had become involved. She remembered ¢tatad also
possessed a roving eye and a couple of times henhdd a pass at
her.

‘We'd love to have you with us," he said, his géadefting over her
appearance admiringly.

'Yes, we would," said Morag enthusiastically. '@ha¢h, do say you'll
join us.'

I wish | could, but at the moment I'm not free nake such a
commitment,' Rachel replied cautiously.

'l understand that. | mean, you've only just hesvdut it, haven't
you?' said Morag. '‘But | wish you'd think about it.

'I'm sure Rachel is going to be thinking abouortthe rest of the day,’
put in Dorothy with a glint of amusement. 'l knavg something she
has always said she would like to do.' She glaatétbachel. 'And it
does seem to fit in somehow with you inheriting 1&secroft, dear.
You'd have somewhere to live while you worked .Here

'Pete’s setting up his kiln and wheel in one oflilterooms at the
back of the shop, but you could have the other rasma studio,' said
Morag. 'l do all my weaving in the barn at the farm

'It's very enticing, but. .." Rachel began and broK, for some reason
not wanting to tell Morag that she had succumbetie¢acharms of a
wealthy New York businessman and had married hirtistéc to her
fingertips as well as having a strong antipathyitp cities and big



business, Morag would never understand how it vessiple to be
courted and eventually taken over by someone a&llwas Ross
was. *| wouldn't be able to live here all .the tihghe finished lamely.

"You wouldn't have to. Just for the summer seasand Pete. Not
very tall, he was compactly built and was not uaattve with his

black curly hair and brilliant blue eyes. 'Beingives of the island
and having the sheep farm to look after, Mo andhlaatdon't mind

living here all year round, but I like to go off ¥earmer climates, to
Greece, preferably, in the winter. You could doshee.' Was it her
imagination or was he hinting she could accompany Wwhen he

went abroad? She looked appealingly at Dorothyirgoper mother
could help her out.

'We have to go back to the hotel now, or we'll ndisger," Dorothy
said smoothly. 'And tomorrow we'll be leaving ts&and to go back
to Edinburgh.’

'‘Oh, what a pity," sighed Morag. 'l was hoping weae more time
together, Rachel, so that | could persuade youwtnecin with us
before you left.'

'‘Could she get in touch with you by phone?' askedofhy, the
determined organiser of other people's lives.

'Of course.' Morag found a piece of paper and wsotaething on it,
then handed it to Rachel. 'That's the number dfatime. Phone in the
evening because in the daytime we'll be here ishiog finishing the
alterations and haven't got the phone connected yet

‘Thanks. It's been good talking to you, Mo.' Raghélthe paper in
her handbag. 'And I'm really very interested. jii'st that | have to
consult someone else before | can make a decision.'

She and Dorothy didn't talk as they returned tohbtel. This was
because they needed all their breath to climb tlhebht as soon as



they were in the entrance hall Rachel said, '@\féto talk to Ross
about it. | can't do anything until I've talkedhion. | wonder if | can
phone him from here, this evening.'

'You must do as you wish, of course, dear but it @ast a lot of

money," said Dorothy. 'Why not wait until you sasmm® He might

arrive in Edinburgh soon. Then you could discussdg suggestion
with him and even bring him up here to see theelac

‘Yes, | think I'll do that," agreed Rachel, sedimgt she might be able
to use Morag's and Pete's invitation to job themagsartner to
persuade Ross to fly over to Scotland. She wardedush to show
him the islands, to share the places she knewilegdi with him as he
had Shared the places he knew and liked with hengitheir
honeymoon.

All the next day as they went back to Oban by famy then started
off across country to Edinburgh she was silenthasheld imaginary
conversations with Ross, wondering what would leektést way to
approach him, and she couldn't help thinking th#éte opportunity

had presented itself at the same time last yedoydashe had met
Ross, she would have had no hesitation in agreeip@n Morag's

venture. In marrying Ross she had lost her freettodo something
she had always wanted to do.

Not until she was back in the house in Edinburgh days later was
she able to ring him at the flat in New York. Astahe telephone
there was picked up. To her surprise” soft femaleevsaid, 'Hello.’

Thinking she had got the wrong number, Rachel apséal and put
down the receiver quickly. Aware that the soundh& voice had
given her an unpleasant shock, causing her heattiubmp with

unnecessary vigour, she tried again fifteen minlates, noting that'
her hand was shaking when she dialled for the ¢@eréwice she



heard the ringing tone before the telephone walsediap and the
same silky soft voice spoke in her ear.

‘Hello.' It was the same voice she had heard thaimg she had left
New York.

'I'm trying to reach Ross Fraser,' she said shaaplg gave the phone
number of the flat.

'I'm sorry, he isn't here right now," said the oic
‘Then who is this speaking?' she demanded.

'‘Just a friend of his,' said the voice and thers avelide and the line
went dead.

Slowly Rachel climbed the stairs to her bedroone $as sure she
had just been speaking to Inci. The woman wasaril#, in the place
Ross had asked her to think of as her home uetylwere able to find
the right place to buy in the country. He had beder when he said
he wouldn't be seeing Inci again. He, to whom s diven all of

herself, all her love, her entire body and soutl Haceived her after
all in the way Meryl had insinuated he had. Shete@to sit down on
the stairs, then and there, and howl out her ahdoiseveryone to
hear. But, of course, she didn't. Calling on hedeyrshe kept quiet
about it, and tried to pretend she had got a wramgber again.

Yet she didn't try to ring him again at the flachese she was too
afraid of hearing the same soft voice answering $lee would wait,
she decided, until Ross rang her when he returmedh fSan
Francisco; if he had really gone to California.lHgs that had been a
lie too, to prevent her from ringing him at thetfl@hile Inci was
there. Oh, God, was there to be no end to his tiecepf her?

For the next few days she went out as much asalid, sometimes
with Dorothy and Alec, sometimes to visit old frily 'doing



anything rather than be in the house waiting fosRRtw ring. She
even called in at the department store where sthemee worked and
was at last able to get Giles to herself for anrhaien she invited
him to have lunch in the store's restaurant. Afeeds, the day being
fine, they strolled about the park in Prince's &tend sat on a bench
in the sunshine for a while.

She told him about the trip to Mull and the offeade to her by
Morag and Pete.

‘But you're not going to go in with them, | hopké remarked,
frowning at her.

‘Why shouldn't I?*
‘Well, for one thing, you're married to Ross.'

'It's something I've always wanted to do,' she @dgtAnd he said
when he asked me to marry him that he would havelpection to

my having a career as an artist. In fact he has beeouraging me to
set up a studio in Manhattan, but I'd prefer torgaith Morag.'

'‘But Ross works and lives in Manhattan," Giles femnout. 'Surely
you don't want to be separated from him so soon.'

'If | agreed to go in with Morag I'd only be in Mdbr the summer,
say from May to the end of September, the usualgibseason. It's
just possible he might come and stay with me fat time," she said
slowly, then decided to change the subject. 'Whayau going to do
this coming summer?'

'l've been hoping a certain relative of mine wokite me over to
New York to stay with her and her husband for aleyhhe replied
with his cheeky grin. 'Ross said I'd be welcometang to visit him.'

‘When did he say that?'



'Last year, when | was over there," he replieheraevasively, she
thought.

‘Won't you be trying to get a job, to make some eyoio pay your
way through university next year?'

'l suppose | should. But I'd rather visit you arab&in New York and
maybe travel around the country a bit. You werdPam Beach,
weren't you, among the nobs? That must have bede aQmn

experience. What's Morton Fraser like? I'd reake lto meet him.
Perhaps he'd give me some leads on how to gebusioess in New
York.'

'He's a very kind person, but extremely shrewdolin't count on
him giving you any help.'

'He helped Ross, adopted him.'

'Yes, but he had a personal reason for doing tla,'pointed out.
'Giles, would you mind telling me how you couldatt to come to
the States for the whole summer? Have you beennganmoney in
your spare time?'

'‘What makes you ask that?' he parried quickly.

'‘Mother has noticed that you don't seem to be sat & money as
you usually are and asked me to find out wherewere getting the
extra funds from," she said bluntly, realising diique approach
wasn't getting anywhere.

'‘Don't you know?' He opened his brown eyes wideif & was
surprised at her ignorance.

'How could | know?"

'l thought Ross would have told you.'



'Giles, stop hedging,' she snapped irritably. "Wdtayou think Ross
has told me?’

‘Last year when | was with him in New York he offérto help me
out financially until | graduated. | was pleasectzept his offer.’

Feeling suddenly chilled, Rachel stared at himstomishment. "You
.<e .. you mean Ross has been lending you moneystnce then?'
she croaked. 'Why didn't you tell me he was goingite you a loan
before you left the States?'

'‘Because | knew you would start objecting and mgyrén tell him
not to lend me anything,' he said defiantly.

‘You're quite right, | would have. Oh, Giles, hoautd you sink so
low as to ask him for a loan?'

'‘Now don't start criticising me before you knowtak facts. I've just
told you he offered to help me.’

'‘But you must have said something to him. | supos@s when he
lent you money to gamble with in Atlantic City thaiu got the idea
of borrowing more from him. | can just imagine ygoing on about
how hard you were finding it to make ends meet avgibu're still

studying, whining, begging, playing on his geneo'si

'l didn't whine or beg,' he flared angrily.
‘Then tell me how he came to offer to give youaml® she demanded.

'‘Rach, if he hasn't told you himself, | don't thihkshould," he
grumbled.

'‘Why not?'

‘You're not going to like it.'



"That isn't any reason at all why | shouldn't krieske argued.

'Oh, all right. Have it your own way. Ross told heewanted to marry
you and asked me if | thought he had any chande yeiti. | said he
might have if you could get to know him better, fartyou to do that
he'd have to come over to Scotland because we vibeuleaving the
States in a few days' time. He said he couldn'tectmmBcotland then
because of other commitments but he thought hedcgeat Aunt
Moira to persuade you to stay longer. Then he betyou and he
would be married before the end of October. | toid | had nothing
to bet with and he asked me then how come | waaya\so short of
money. | explained why and that was when he saad thhe
succeeded in persuading you to marry him beforemlokeof October
he would lend me money to help me finish at unxer would be
the least he could do for his brother-in-law, hie.sa

Again she stared at him in open-mouthed amazement.

'So if | hadn't agreed to marry him he wouldn'ténavranged to give
you the loan?' she whispered.

'Right." His lips twitched into a grin again. '‘Ng@u know why | was
so keen for you to marry him.'

‘And also why you didn't tell me before you leftBuvguessed, didn't
you, that if I'd known the loan to you was conditsbon my marrying
him | would never have married him. Never,' she&l seshemently.
‘You had no right to agree to such an arrangenMmtright at all.
You should have told me.’

'l think you're making an awful lot of fuss aboon®ething that has
nothing to do with you,' he retorted with a toudhhauteur. "The
arrangement between me and Ross has nothing toittloyau,
really.’



'‘But it does have something to do with me. If | inaegreed to marry
him he would never have lent you the money,' shisted fiercely.

‘Well, you did marry him and he arranged the lcamediately," he
muttered sulkily. 'It was done and can't be undume.’

'Oh, yes it can. You'll have to pay back what yewiready had from
him and tell him to stop the rest of the loan,' shiel.

Why?"

'‘Because | can't have him thinking | married hirst jgo he would
lend you money.'

‘But | can't pay it back yet,' protested Giles.

"Then | will,' she declared. Then holding her hbativeen her hands
she moaned, remembering Meryl's scornful insinaaticOh, | feel

as if I've been manipulated by the two of you. been bribed into
marrying him, bribed by aloamtoyou...'

'‘Don't be so damned silly and melodramatic.' Ghigg never spoken
so harshly to her before. 'I'm sure Ross didn'eHaibery in mind at
all.’

‘Then why did he make the loan to you conditiomahty agreeing to
marry him?' she challenged him.

'l dunno. Maybe he thought he could be sure of ayeng him back if
| was related to him through marriage first. Yobdlve to ask him.'

'l will, oh, I most certainly will, the first chaed get. And you're not
to accept any more money from him until I've talkeith him and
worked out how to pay him back.'



'‘But Rach, if you do that, if you stop the paymdms been sending
to me every month | won't be able to afford my sladrthe rent of the
house I'm living in," he complained. '‘And | won& Bble to stay on
and finish my courses at law school.’

‘You mean you're not living in the place we usedhare?' ,,,

‘That dump? | should say not,’ said Giles, his ¢&ipding in disgust.
‘Two of the fellows in my year and | live in an diduse in the city.
We share the rent, but | couldn't have affordechdwe in with them
if Ross hadn't been so generous. | tell you, ne lids been much
more comfortable as a result of you marrying him] fope you're
not going to daanything stupid to mess everything up. | know ho
foolishly proud you can be. Pride, the never fgilivice of
fools—didn't some English poet once say that? inktht was
Alexander Pope. It describesyoutoa T.'

'Oh, you're impossible,’ Rachel hissed. 'If | heo@much pride you
have none at all, always borrowing money. How youl@ accept a
loam from Ross when you hardly knew him | shalleraynderstand.'

"You married him and you hardly knew him,' he sdipack. 'How do
| know you didn't marry him because you knew he waalthy and
could finance any crack-brained arty scheme youhtrtignk up? |
wouldn't be at all surprised if you're not thinkiofyasking for a loan
yourself so you can put money into that businedduii.’

'I'm not. I'd never think of doing that.' She wasary spluttering she
was so angry with him. "You should never have aetkpis offer to
help you. Mother will be furious when | tell her.’

‘Do you have to tell her?’

'Yes, | do.'



‘Then see if | care. She can't do anything," hatéalj getting to his
feet. 'I'm going now. I've got a lecture at twotysfive.'

He stalkedoff and with a sigh Rachel stood up and went to veaiaf
bus to take her back to the house, oblivious oftgas of spring all
around her as she tried to cope with this new lattadher marriage to
Ross.

She was telling Dorothy of Ross's loan to Gile$ évaning when she
received a call from Ross at last.

'l called you as soon as | got back from 'Frisco/dednesday but
there was no answer," he explained.

'l did call you once but the woman who answeredptiene said you
weren't in,' she replied stiffly.

There was a short silence then he said, "Whenaliccgll?'

‘Tuesday evening. A woman answered the phonenk ghe was the
same person who called you the morning | left. Yemember? She
wouldn't leave a message for you with me. She spatkean accent.
Who was she, Ross?'

Another short silence. Was he wondering how to an$wr, whether
to lie to her or not?

‘That was Inci,' he said at last. She drew in lreatth sharply. The
truth hurt even more than a lie would have dones 8iought
miserably.

'What was she doing there? You told me you weremngeoing to see
her again.' She heard her voice rising ratherlghril

'l said | would neveplan to meet her again,' he said crisply. 'And
haven't.' She heard him sigh. Then, 'Look, Racttef is too



complicated to explain over the phone. Leave iil ¢ meet on
Friday.'

'I'm not coming on Friday,' she heard herself sagy cool little voice.
'‘Why not?' He was very sharp. 'What's happened?’

‘As well as finding out that you've been deceiving about Inci, I've
also found out that you've been sending money kesGihat you've
given him a loan.’

'l thought you knew about that. | thought he'd hiae you before he
went back to Edinburgh last fall.'

‘Why did you do it?'

‘Tb help the guy out. He signed a promissory notsaly he'd pay it
back as soon as he was working. It's nothing uruswea here*for
students to borrow money to help pay their wayuglocollege or
university. | thought he'd told you about it. Ircfd told him I'd only
lend him the money if there was any chance of haooming my
brother-in-law, and | assumed he'd told you abloai. t

"Then I think | should make it quite clear to ydat if he had told me
about it | would never have married you,' she saldly and clearly.

'‘Why the hell not?' She could tell by the icy diof his voice that
his temper was rising. "That damned pride of yagasn?'

‘Yes. By offering to lend money to Giles if | madiyou first you put
me in the position of being under an obligatiogada. You thought |
knew you would lend him money if | married you. Ywanted a wife
quickly so you tried to buy one.'



'Rachel, you've got it all wrong,' he interruptesr noughly. '‘But |
refuse to discuss this with you over three thousuaihels of ocean on
a bad line. Wait until we're together when you cdraek on Friday.'

'I'm not coming back on Friday," she said again, upset to think
straight.

‘Then when are you coming back?' he asked.

'l don't know,' she blurted rather wildly. 'l cacime back and live
with you while Giles is in debt to you.'

This time he was quiet for so long she thought tikey had been cut
off. At last he spoke coolly, his voice faint arftea interrupted by a
sort of swishing noise as if they really were spegithrough ocean
waves.

'OK. We'll leave it like that for now. Any idea holang before he
graduates and goes to work and can start payingacie?’

'‘No. | don't. | don't know how much he borrowednfrgou.’
"Twenty Ks.'
‘What?' She felt suddenly a little weak.

‘Twenty killer dollars." He spoke more loudly. Tt grand. Or if

you want it in British currency, between twelve d@hiteen thousand
pounds sterling. That's what he asked for. It'adppaid to him over a
period of twenty-four months during which time hsld graduate,
he told me. He gets just over five hundred pounch®ath.’

'Ross, you must stop it. Stop making the paymestts,said urgently.



'Only if Giles say so. It's between him and megédid in a hard voice.
'I'm going now. Call me if you climb down off youmgh horse,
change your mind and decide to come back on Ftiday.

He hung up without saying goodbye. Feeling shakerhib cool
dismissal of her, she returned to the living-room.

‘Well?' queried Dorothy.

'It's true. Ross has lent Giles twenty thousanthdobver a period of
two years.'

'‘Good God. Why?' exclaimed Alec.

‘To help him pay his way through university, RoaglsAnd he'll
only stop making farther payments if Giles sayslbesn't want any
more money.'

'‘Giles must pay back what he has had to date imatedgiand cancel
the loan,' said Dorothy sternly. ‘We can't have fgmling under an
obligation to your husband because he has lent ynomeyour
brother.! She sighed heavily. 'Money always causesble in
families.’

‘That's what | think, too," said Rachel. 'But whema Giles get nearly
three thousand pounds in a hurry?'

'‘No use looking at me," Alec said. 'Dorothy andalé forked out
enough for that extravagant brother of yours. Attdrik it's time we
all stopped helping him. If you really don't waritnhto keep on
taking the loan from your husband tell him to doa of university
and go and do some really hard work to pay off wieds already
had.'



'l think Alec is right,"” murmured Dorothy, 'Althobd don't like the
iIdea of Giles not graduating now that he's sofiandis studies, he is
old enough to be responsible for his own debts.’

'‘But where will he get a job that will play the sof money from
which he can save enough to pay back what he owss”Rsighed
Rachel. 'He isn't skilled in anything. It will takem ages to amass
over two thousand pounds.'

'If you're so keen for him to pay it back why dogmti help him?' Alec
suggested. 'You'll be getting that annuity from ryguiandmother's
estate.’

'‘Don't be ridiculous, Alec,' said Dorothy sharplRachel will be
getting only about three hundred pounds a month tiaat.'

'You know it's really none of our business. It'stjoetween Ross and
Giles, and if Giles wants to go on taking the Itlagre isn't anything
you two can do about it. Seems to me you're batimgeworked up
about nothing,' said Alec, getting to his feetn 'tff to bed. Dot and |
have to make mi early start tomorrow.'

As soon as Alec was out of earshot Rachel saicbtotby, 'I've told
Ross | can't go back to New York and live with hulmile Giles owes
him money.'

'Oh, dear,' sighed Dorothy. 'Why did you say that?'

'‘Because if I'd known he was going to lend monegiles I'd never
have married him. Giles guessed that, so he d&lhihe about it. He
deceived me deliberately and now | know that R@ssdeceived me
too.'

'In what way?'



'He's been seeing another woman while I've beenlere.' In spite
of her effort to remain calm and cool Rachel's g@hook.

'So soon?' Dorothy looked shocked. 'But you've dodgn married
about five months.'

'He knew her long before he ever met me. He watetethrry her but
she refused for some reason. It's been suggesteel tisat he married
me to make a sort of smokescreen so that he andoshé go on

meeting in secret.’

'l guessed that no good would come of your gettagried in haste,’
said Dorothy, looking grim. "You should have mad®a lwait, then
you'd have probably found out all about him and Mot be in this
position now.'

'l suppose you're right," whispered Rachel misgrabl
‘Are you in love with him?' asked Dorothy.

'l was when he asked me to marry him. He seemezinseere, so

protective and kind. Now I'm beginning to thinknias all an act, to
rush me into marriage with him. He even made anlbt Giles that

he would be married to me before the end of lagbli® and he
persuaded Moira to invite me to stay on so he cdatd me. He must
have planned it all in a cold, calculating way thdbn't think | can

forgive.'

‘How did you find out about this other woman?"'

‘Moijpn Fraser's niece told me. But | didn't wamtbielieve her and
Ross even told me the affair was all over. But wheamg him the
other night a woman answered the phone. Tonighkéicakim who
she was and he admitted that she was Inci.'



'Didn't he offer any explanation?' 'No. He wouldhdcuss it over the
phone, said it was too complicated.'

‘Well, | agree with him there. Much better for yimuhave it out face
to face,' said Dorothy.

'I'm not going back,' said Rachel stubbornly. 'Ama not changing
my mind. If he wants to have it out face to fac# have to come to
find me. I'm staying here.'

‘That is one way of dealing with the matter, altijout will take a lot
of willpower on your part," Dorothy remarked, 'Bben if he really
loves you he'll come running and looking for you.'

'‘And if he doesn't?' Rachel asked miserably, imagisauddenly what
her life would be like without Ross.

‘There are plenty more fish in the sea,’ said Dwyradirily and
unconsolingly.

Before Dorothy left the next day she had a few wdadsay to Giles
that left him in no doubt about her feelings conasg his borrowing
from Ross, but although his face was red afterwhed®ld Rachel,
as they left the station after seeing Dorothy ardc/off on the
London train, that he had no intention of giving tlne allowance
Ross had been sending to him.

"You won't do it even for me?' she said.
'‘What do you mean?'

'l can't go back to him while you're still takingoney from him, that's
all,' she replied.

'‘Have you told Ross that?'



'Yes.'
'‘What did he say?'
'He said OK.'

'l don't believe it," whispered Giles, shakingtsd incredulously. 'l
don't believe that you're so stupid as to breakaws marriage to him
just because he has lent me money without conguitou first.
You're nuts.’

‘There is another reason why I'm not going backiéav York,' she
replied with a touch of hauteur. 'But | wouldn'tpext anyone as
lacking in pride as you to understand.'

‘Are you trying to tell me he's been two-timing ywhile you've been
over here?' Giles guessed shrewdly. ‘Now that makee sense as a
reason for you to separate from him. But what ane going to do?
Go back to the department store?'

'I'm going to Mull as soon as | can buy a secondh@zar and move
my printing equipment up there. You have still gphaven't you?
You didn't throw it out or sell it when you moveda your house.'

''ve got it,' he said, looking worried. 'Rach, lheally sorry about
what's happened. | like Ross. | think he's ondwefldest and | really
believed he'd got your measure and could handle gtk there
anything | can do to help?’

'‘Other than paying back the money you already owssRand
cancelling the loan, you mean?' she queried taathittle hurt to
realise that he sided wifRoss and not with her. 'Yes, there is. Yol
can let me stay in your house for a few days amdldi good used car
for me.’



‘All right. You can stay with us and I'll find yaucar,' he agreed with
a sigh. 'Have you told Ross about the businessuli?v

‘No, | haven't.'

'‘Well, you'd better. He has a right to know where youaa@ what
you're doing. And if you're not going to tell hinwlll," he threatened.

'I'll write to him as soon as I've settled in,' slagd quickly. "You don't
have to tell him anything. Can we go to your honge/? I'd like to
ring Morag and tell her that I've decided to gevith them.’

Three days later, on a windy but sunny morning, #meall
second-hand car she had bought piled high withdggand printing
equipment, Rachel took the familiar road to thedsAlthough it was
warmer than when she had driven north with Doreaihgt Alec, there
wasn't much change in the appearance of the lapestéaybe the
moors were taking on a more greenish hue and thasa't so much
snow on the high peaks, but as yet there wereawe$eon the trees.
They wouldn't come out until late in May;

Primroses were peeping from the corners of tHe tarden in front
of the cottage and the water of the sea loch wieep turquoise blue
when she drove into Boskillin the next day. On distant sea some
islands made blue smudges against the placid dialgéd horizon.

The whole scene was so peaceful she ached suddehfve Ross
there to see it, to share the romantic remotengbsher.

She called at the Maclaines' to tell them she wbeldnoving in and
staying for a while. Both of them were delightedl@arn that she
would be their neighbour all summer and would beking in the

shop in Tobermory. They invited her to share tih@oday meal of
fresh haddock and chips, and afterwards Margarat weh Rachel

to carry luggage into the cottage and to make amglthuble bed with
the brass ends.



‘And when will your husband be coming?' Margar&eds

'l ... he ... | don't think he will be coming," Rt said distantly,
hoping by her manner to put the older .woman dtfregsany more
guestions. Dorothy had told the Maclaines she wasied during the
visit earlier in the month.

‘Ach, and why not? Is he away somewhere?"
He ... lives and works in New York.'

Really now." Margaret looked at her across the t&al.why aren't
you there with him?'

'‘We came to an agreement that | should come herdgndosummer
and work with Morag,' said Rachel evasively.

Margaret made no comment while she finished tuckiripe sheet at
the end of the bed, but when she straightened egate Rachel a
rather pitying look from her small grey eyes.

'‘One of those modern marriages is it you have? dté gang in
different directions. Ach, | don't hold with themyself. Ye'd be
better off not married at all than to be separatetis way.'

Later that afternoon Rachel drove into Tobermorth®shop. Great
changes had taken place since the last time shiedeathere. All the
shelves and display areas had been finished angldlce smelt of
new paint. Only Pete was there to help her carg phinting
equipment into the room that was to be her stuthat to his.

'‘Morag and Lachlan have asked us both to go odhdcofarm for
supper,' he said, 'but before we go, come upsianissee where I'm
living. I'm rather pleased with the way I've dededhthe place.'



In the long living-room which had views over thethaur to the hills
beyond he offered her a glass of wine .and theyenaatbast to the
success of the summer season and their partnership.

'I'm really glad you decided to come and join ust€E tends to be a
crowd in a partnership, but four should work out jrught. Did you
have any problems getting out of your other commaittd' Pete said
looking at her curiously. ‘We all noticed your weudgring when you
came before and guessed the person you had tolcbesore was
your husband. Did he make any objection to youngus?'

‘No, he didn't,' replied Rachel honestly. She didave to admit that
she hadn't consulted Ross.

'So will he be joining you later on?'

I'm not sure." She searched her mind for anothdaest of
conversation, looking around the room appreciagiv¥lou've done a
great job in decorating this room.'

‘Thanks. How long have you been married?'

'Five months." She sipped the wine in her glasest flargaret
Maclaine and now Pete Corrie. Why were they sorésted in her
marriage?

'Is he an artist too?"
‘No. He's a stockbroker.'

'Really?' Pete raised his thick eyebrows. 'Isnitotking out, then? Is
that why you're here? You never did strike me assthrt of woman
who would marry for money and be happy.'



Ignoring his insinuations, Rachel set down her gngiass and
turned towards the stairway that came straight o ithe
living-room.

'l'd like to go over to the farm now,' she saidloo

'‘Morag said she was surprised you had married. Sgenn used to
say marriage was the last thing you ever wanteib fdhat a career in
art would always come first with you," Pete peesistfollowing her

down the stairs.

'I must have been all of nineteen when | said'tBhag replied lighdy,
reaching the floor below and going into the shop.

'‘And had just given Ralph Bates the brush-offtdrainded her.

'l wondered if you'd remember that,' she retorted.you have any
means of transport?'

‘Yes. | have a jeep,' he said as they went of tiop ento the street.
The sun was going down behind the purple-dark aiild the sky was
crimson. 'But at the moment it's in the garage ddvenroad being
tuned up. | wouldn't mind a lift over to the farhcan walk back after
supper. It's only a couple of miles away.'

Much to Rachel's relief, he said nothing more alb@utmarried state
or her brief affair with her one-time painting teac, but chatted
amiably about the island and how he had met MonalgLachlan the
previous summer when he had crewed on a frientiisgshoat in the
annual Tobermory Race from the Clyde to Mull. Hed Haeen
impressed by the beauty of the scenery and alsihdywumber of
artists and craftsmen who had already settled thedeon a chance
encounter, with Morag at a loaadilidh had mentioned he would like
to find a place to rent where he could set up &epotMorag had
suggested he go into partnership with her and laachl



By the time they reached the farm they were on g@oohs and
Rachel had forgotten the slight strain that hadwshiself when he
had about asked her marriage.

The first few weeks on the island passed quicklghessettled down
to reviving her skills in printing. Every day shaswp early, leaving
the cottage soon after eight to drive to the shap r@turning soon
after five. Sometimes she went home with Moraglaachlan to their
farm and sometimes she stayed in the town to gjoetdocal pub for
supper with Pete. By sheer force of will she madaget to think

about Ross during the daytime, but at night shédotikeep him out
of her mind. Several times she tried to write tm bo tell him where
she was and what she was doing, as she had pro@ises] she

would, but every time she gave up after the fiest fwvords as her
pride got in the way of her expressing how shdydelt about being

separated from him.

If he loved her he would come running, looking e, Dorothy had
told her, she thought, one afternoon as she wapistj some new
prints of a black and white drawing she had dontghefhouse along
the harbour into her portfolio, intending to takkeermh back to the
cottage with her to sign. It was the middle of Mayp months since
she had left New York, and the start of the tousisason on the
island, yet still Ross hadn't come, nor had shedhizgam him. And
she didn't really expect him, she told herself. 8ad guessed all
along that he didn't love her in the way she |okied. He had given
all his love to Inci and there had been none lgérdor any other
woman. Oh, he had wanted her, had found her saitalide his wife,
but he hadn't let her possess him as she had want&hivays he had
kept himself a little aloof from her so that shel Im@ver been sure of
how he really felt about her.

'‘What's with you?' Pete's voice behind her moclexd'fou've been
standing there staring into space for the pastytsieconds and not
heard a word I've been saying.'



'‘Oh. Sorry."' She turned and looked at him. 'Whatydu say?'

‘You're beginning to let it show," he said, walkioger to her and
looking at her closely. 'It's beginning to get yamwn, isn't it?'

'l don't know what you're talking about,' she sregppnd slung her
cloak of green tweed around her shoulders.

'I'm talking about your separation from your hushdove,' he said
jeeringly. 'Haven't heard from him, have you?"'

‘No, | haven't. But then I'm not expecting to.'

‘Gone off with another woman, has he? Given yolbthsh-off, like
you gave poor old Ralph. Now you know what it'®ltk be rejected.
But don't let it get you down. I'm here and you &t it off pretty
well. There's no better way to get over a lost lthan to start a new
love affair.'

She let him kiss her then, just to find out whatais like, but his kiss
didn't go right to the core of her as Ross's kisslldr have done, to
melt the cold knot of caution that lay there likkuep of lead. She
went out to supper with him rather than returngady to the cottage,
but when he asked her to return to his room abloeeshop and stay
the night with him she refused coolly, telling hedfsthat if she
couldn't have Ross she didn't want any other man.

< The stars were pricking the sky and on the wiat¢he sea loch
moonlight had laid a path of silver when she dropdo the cottage.
All around the hills were quiet and dark. She pdrk®e car in its
usual place on the grass at the side of the roadogening the door
of the cottage, stepped inside the small hallwde Snapped the
switch and the ceiling light came on. Closing tlo®rl she dropped
the portfolio of paintings and prints she was dagyon top of the
antique silver chest, the only item of furniturahe hall, unbound the
long scarf from around her neck and pulled thet&ditangora cap



from her head, shaking free her hair. Slippingdreen tweed cloak
from her shoulders, she flung it across the paafol

After stretching her arms above her head she whateund to go
into the kitchen. She stopped short before goinguih the doorway,
her neat, straight nose wrinkling as she detectedrasual scent,
unusual in that house anyway. It was the scent @xpensive cigar,
something she hadn't smelled since she had bddewnYork.

Suddenly every nerve in her body quivered in al&omeone was in
the room, lurking in the darkness waiting for leeenter. Suppressing
a panicky urge to turn and run out of the cottede squared her
shoulders and walked through the doorway.



CHAPTER SIX

HER hand reached automatically for the switch onright. Light
flooded the room. Someone was sitting in the winhgircbeside the
old-fashioned granite fireplace. She could seette of a head
showing just above the back of the chair. In a $éndes she was in
front of the chair. Her heart leaping excitediyar breast, she looked
down at Ross. Rubbing his eyes, he sat up straigkéd fingers
through his tousled hair.

'I must have fallen asleep,' he murmured.
‘How did you know where to find me?' she demanded.

‘Giles told me,' he drawled, and rose slowly tofeet. The top of his
head just touched the low ceiling of the small room

'Oh. | asked him not to. | told him | would be wrg to you.' In an
attempt to control an urge to fling her arms arohimd in welcome,
she folded them across her chest and paced neyahmlit the room,
her pleated skirt swirling above the shiny blackiher boots she was
wearing. Stopping in front of the small window abadwe sink, she
saw the reflection of her own face, pale as a pgedhe dark pane,
then his shape as he came up behind her, darldatdming. 'Why
have you come?' she whispered tensely.

‘To see you, of course.
'‘What do you want?'

'‘My pound of flesh. Isn't that what Shylock askedwhen someone
couldn't pay off a debt?' She saw the glint ofteeth in a familiar
self-mocking grin.

'‘What's that supposed to mean?' Her self- confelesnicging back,
she challenged him, turning to face him, her citiimg.



'Last time we talked you said you couldn't livehwe until Giles's
debt to me was paid off. I've been to see him areddsked what he's
going to do about paying up. He said he couldret lsis way to
paying me anything yet and referred me to youséaie coolly. 'If you
pay me what he's had already I'll cancel the allm®&al've been
making to him and .we'll start all over again.’

She picked up the kettle and began to fill it & $ink. Placing it on
the counter, she plugged it in, moving deliberatefyd slowly,

playing for time while chaotic thoughts skitter&ddaugh her mind in
all directions. As always, his direct approach ketoncerted her.
He had come looking for her as her mother hadsawould, but he
had taken his time about it, and he didn't souradl &ving.

"Tea or coffee?' she asked.

'You know | don't drink either. I've raided yourrks cupboard. |
could only find sherry. | drank all there was liefthe bottle and will
replace it as soon as | can get to a liquor stotke@ morning.'

'‘We don't go in for liquor stores in this partloétworld,' she retorted.

''d noticed it's a long way off the beaten trable,'said drily. 'When |
flew over from New York the night before last | wdgeckoning on

having to drive miles over moors and through gland then take a
car ferry to find you. I'm feeling really busheckt-lag, | guess,
combined with a sleepless night on a lumpy and daatpl bed in

Oban.' He stifled a yawn with the back of one hand.

She swung round to look at him. With his reddiskbrdnair, he was
well named Ross: Under slanted eyebrows, his glag-eyes had
taken on the violet shade she had always admiredvd$ wearing a
bulky Aran sweater and well cut tweed trouserssrelcould see no
signs of suffering in his handsome clean-shavee.fde didn't look
at all pale, had no dark lines under his eyesas ifad been spending



sleepless nights pining for her, and contrarily wias annoyed. Why
would he pine for her when he had had Inci, hisrlove, staying
with him?

'l didn't see a car when | came into the house,ssld.

‘That's because | parked it somewhere else,' Hedepith another
glint of mocking humour. 'l didn't want you to kngwwu had a visitor
until you were in the house. Do you always leave tloors
unlocked?'

‘There aren't any locks, only bolts on the insmfebe doors. Anyway
locks aren't needed in a small place like this whereryone knows
everyone else and we're all good neighbours. Bm$ New York

City. Or Florida, for that matter,' she jeered.

‘That's obvious. Why did you come to live here? \Wasst to hide
from me?'

'l came to live here because | like it, becaus®l Fbelong here. My
grandmother was born here and she lived in thisagetuntil she
became too ill to live alone. She left it to melwat small annuity. I'm
iIndependent now and can live where | choose andrdd | always
wanted to do. If I'd had the opportunity to comd &wve here before |
went to Jenny's wedding | would have done.'

'Implying that you wouldn't have been so temptednirry me, |
suppose,' he gibed. 'So, if you have money why tiiayeu paid off
Giles's debt as you offered to do and come bablete York?' There
was no humour in his face now and his eyes hadhestvarm violet
colour, had become an icy grey.

Conveniently, the kettle began to boil, so sheddraway to take a
small sachet of camomile tea from a tea caddy ampat it in a mug.



'l haven't saved up enough to pay it off yet,' shid in a low voice.
‘But I will. I've gone into a business with two ettartists here on the
island and we're doing quite well, selling hand-eadttery, prints,
paintings of local scenes and hand-woven tweeds.'

‘Small stuff. You'll never make much money that way
She swung round again.

'l should have guessed you'd sneer,' she retdtteging back her
head to glare up at him. 'Making money is all yeuaver cared

about.'

‘That isn't true and you know it. | care about mémggs that have
nothing to do with making money. | care about ybe,'said softly,
advancing towards her.

'‘No, you don't,’ she flared defiantly. 'If you'dred about me you
wouldn't have tricked me into marrying you."

'l didn't trick you. | courted you fairly and sqeédr,' he replied
sharply, his eyes hardening again.

'You rushed me,' she faltered backing into the tznreside the sink.

‘There wasn't much time for dalliance, | admitanted to be married
before | had to go south and you were due to gk taScotland, so |
had to apply pressure. But everything would havekea out fine if
that creep Meryl hadn't told you lies about me.r§\tbey lies? | don't
think so. There's rarely smoke without fire. Yourgvén love with
Inci and wanted to marry her long before | camehmnscene. Can
you deny that?'

'No. And | never have.'



'I'd hardly left New York when you started seeirgg hgain, letting

her stay in your apartment-, living with her ! She broke off, unable
to go on because all the hurt she had felt on hgdnci's voice

answer her when she had phoned him rose up likeasgnt phlegm
In her throat, almost choking her.

'‘She was staying in the apartment only while | wmaSan Francisco,’
he replied coolly. 'l said she could stay therel icame back.’

'Oh, really,' she said scornfully. 'Is that thetly@si can do in the way
of an explanation? | don't believe a word of it.'

‘Then that's your loss, because it's the truthSrmegpped, his lips
thinning, his shoulders stiffening, his head Iidtiproudly as he
resented her lack of belief and trust.

She turned to the boiling kettle, unplugged it aodred water into
the mug. Steam rose in her face, moistening her. Ste put the
kettle down. She must make an effort to keep hel. co

'‘Would you consider a year's separation while tdrsaise the money
to pay off Giles's debt?' she asked.

‘No.'

She turned again to look at him. He looked badhkeat his, eyes as
hard and cold as grey glass.

‘Then what would you consider?' she asked.
‘That depends on how we get on together duringd¢iefew months.'
'l don't understand.’

'Since you can't pay the debt, nor can Giles y&ighest we forget it
and resume our marriage,' he said.



'You mean .. .?

‘Exactly what | say.' His breath hissed as he dtr@w She could tell
by the ridging of muscle along his jawline and tdoéd glare in his
eyes that he was only just managing to restrainténgper, and
wondered what she would do if he got hold of het simook her. 'l
married you and | intend to stay married to yoredlise now that |
should never have let you come back to Scotlantd Iplayed the
domineering husband and stopped you from comingvauddn't be
here snarling at each other now.’

'I'm not going back to live with you in New Yorkhe said, chin up,
eyelids drooping. 'I'm committed to staying hem@whole summer. |
promised Morag and Pete that | would.'

‘Then I'll stay here with you and we'll go backtihe States when
September comes. | think that's fair,' he assexdétly.

'‘But you can't stay here.'

'‘Why can't I? I'm your husband and | have evergtrig stay and live
with you,' he argued.

'There's no room.'

'l admit the place is a bit small and it needs soem®vations and
additions, but I'm a pretty good carpenter and hex@erience in
house-building. | learned that from Uncle Duncary father's
brother, when | stayed with him for a couple of suns in the
backwoods of Nova Scotia. Between us we did upldnmaritime
farmhouse he had bought on the island of Cape Bié¢de must have
caught the expression of scepticism on her faceaus® he added
bitterly, 'l know you won't believe me. You've gbinto your head
I'm incapable of doing anything but gamble on tteels exchange.
That's why | want us to have some time together.dbiet really
know each other.' He stepped closer to her, hisesspn softening,



his eyes beginning to glow with violet light agdin.a place as small
as this cottage we'll soon become intimate againyeawere on our
honeymoon. Remember the long nights alone togéther?

To her irritation her whole body tingled in respens to the
suggestiveness expressed in his voice and his &@&%inding
herself acidly that he was an old hand at making nd had often
made love to her to stop her from asking him goastihe had no
Intention of answering, she tossed back her headl@ked him
straight in the eyes.

‘But | don't want you to stay and live with me esaid clearly and
firmly, raising her voice a little as if she thoudie hadn't heard the
first time.

'‘Give me one good reason why | shouldn't he smadckery
beginning to curl his lips. 'l know that logic isgbur strong point,
but I'm willing always to listen to your arguments.

'‘Knowing you've been with another woman, | just'chrning myself
to take you back,' she said shakily. "You marriedomly because you
couldn't have Inci. Now | suspect you and she lsglieagain, so you
think you can come running back to me. Well, u'st pot on. I've had
enough of being your second-best wife. | don't wamt living here
because it's possible | might ... | might want\adie.'

'‘Why?' The abrupt question caught her off guarek &d given no
consideration to divorce and had spoken of it anly of irritation
with him, in an attempt to disconcert him.

'‘Because . . . because Inci stayed with you whitad over here,' she
stammered.

‘You'd never be able to prove that," he gibed. "Ymald have to have
a better reason than that to get me to agree twecd.’



'‘Maybe I've met someone else,' she said haughtily.

‘Someone better at it than | am?' he asked wittkreoiprise. '"Who is
he?'

'l don't have to tell you,' she evaded.
'‘One of the arty guys you're in business withSumggested.
‘Maybe.'

Turning her back to him Rachel sipped tea and wveatctheir
reflections in the window again. It seemed to hehbvered behind
her like a predator and once again she tingledvat at the thought
of him taking hold of her and asserting his mariigits.

'You'd never get a divorce in this country, becausehaven't been
married to each other long enough,’ he said cobflyou want a
quickie you'll have to return to the States with'me

‘Never," she said in a low voice, feeling a littheill of malicious
triumph. Was it possible she had shaken his seifidence for a
brief moment?

He stepped forward and, reaching round, took thg owt of her

hand and put it down. Hands on her shoulders, be §er round

deftly. She had a brief glimpse of his face, whitéh anger, his

blazing eyes, then too late she put her hands ipstohest to push
him away. Like steel pincers his arms seized her @ashed her
against him. She kept her head down hiding herdge@st his chest
until, with a sharp tug on her hair that made respg he jerked her
head back.

The touch of his lips, cool and hard against h&es an unforgotten
torment, awakening memories of the uncontrollalalespn that had
erupted between them when he had proposed to herst8fened,



resisting the tantalising probe of his tongue agjatne tight line of
her lips. Keeping her eyes wide open,-she struggledle her body
with her mind. But when she felt his fingers at hape, stroking it
seductively, she couldn't help gasping with pleas@and in that
instant he was quick to take advantage, his lipsgng harder, his
tongue entering her mouth to caress the tip of tmgue.

Involuntarily her eyes closed and her body softeagdhe heat of
passion flooded through her and she longed avatlafreturn of the
ecstasy she had experienced with him during theienths they had
lived together.

Suddenly his mouth moved away from hers, althowgbdmtinued to
hold her close to him.

'‘We have company,’ he murmured in her ear.

She pushed away from him and turned to look atittweway. Archie
Maclaine was standing in the small hallway.

‘What is it, Archie?' she asked, moving towards.him

'‘Ach, it's sorry | am to be disturbing you, Rachmlt the wife was a
wee bit worried about ye. She says she saw sonswwuping about
the house just at twilight and she sent me overnvghe saw the lights
come on to make sure ye were all right. She waaicafior ye.'
Archie's watery blue eyes looked suspiciouslRass who had come
to stand beside her.

‘Tell Margaret | appreciate her concern,’ Racha laeginning when
Ross moved forward, stretching out his right hamdAtchie and
saying,

'I'm Ross Fraser, Rachel's husband. Pleased toymeefrchie, and
to know that you and your wife look out for her.'



The suspicion fled from Archie's innocent blue eyds smiled and
shook Ross's hand.'

‘Well, now. It's a pleasure so it is to meet yowo, tMr Fraser, and to
have you come to stay in Boskillin,' he said. "Warevthinking you
wouldn't be coming. Rachel said you were too bugi wour own
business to come here this summer. Have you eeerib¢he islands
before?'

‘No, | haven't.'

‘Then it'd a treat you've been missing. You'll lbentg fishing in
the-loch with me one of these days?’

''d like that.'
"'l be away now to tell Margaret everything i$@dht,’ said Archie.

'‘Goodnight." Rachel followed him to the front do@md say thank
you again to Margaret.

1T will. T will.!

The door closed, Rachel turned back into the kitclieoss was
standing on the hearthrug, long legs apart, hanttgi pockets of his
trousers. Colour had returned to his face and webrews tilted
satirically.

'I'm surprised you've admitted to being married,thallenged her.

‘Mother told them when | came up here with her Afet in April,'
she said.

'‘And what about the guy you've met whom you prééeme?' he
gueried mockingly. 'Does he know?' When she didnswer he
continued tormentingly, 'l don't believe he exidtghink you've



invented him on the spur of the moment to backayr lemand for a
divorce, another spur-of-the-moment invention.'stepped towards
her and put his hands on her shoulders again. '‘Mdwre were we
before Archie came in?' he murmured provocativdhgwing her
towards him.

This time she was ready for him. With a quick tlitf her shoulders
she slipped from under his hands, whirled into tadway and
through the open doorway of the bedroom. Quickly slammed the
door shut, regretting that there was no lock ondowor in that house.
Expecting Ross to come after her and push the @jwem, she leaned
against it with all her weight.

Nothing happened. He didn't lift the latch aid ptisé door, nor did
he call out to her. She must have leant againstitoe fully five
minutes before she moved, realising how cold it iWwake room.

She switched on the light. The big old-fashioned th its brass
ends that had a tendency to lean inwards over #tzans was still as
she had left it that morning, unmade. Ears prickedhe slightest
sound of movement on Ross's part, she moved towlaedised and
made it quickly. Then she plugged in the elecirie &nd switched it
on high. The fan began to turn with a clatter amdnediately the
electric light went out, plunging the room into kiaess.

'Oh, hell," she muttered and lunged in the directd the bedside
table, her fingers seeking the switch on the lamepe. Groping in the
dark her hand collided with the small lamp and lk®saCit to the

floor. She heard the bulb shatter. Muttering arrdiog to herself, she
went down on her knees to search the floor besidebed for the
lamp, hearing the latch lift on the door. Straigimg up she looked
across the bed in the direction of the door, expgdo see light

slanting into the room from the hallway. Everythings dark.

'Rachel?"



‘Yes?'
‘All the lights went out.'

'Oh, damn. | put on the electric fire. It must hden too much for
the fuse-box.'

‘Got a flashlight?'

‘Somewhere. I... | think it's in my car.' She gohér feet and began to
walk round the bed, keeping her hand on the matfieasguidance
and then on the foot rail. It was so dark she adtleven see the
outline of his figure in the doorway.

'l go and get it,' he said.

She waited where she was until she heard the fiooit close after
him, then she went into action. Her eyes growinguatomed to the
faint light from the moon that slanted in througle window, she ran
out into the hallway. Finding the two bolts, sh& dhem into
position. Then she started to drag the old silverst towards the
front door by one of its iron handles. To her ararme the handle
came away from the chest in her hand and she edali®e screws
attaching it to the side must have rusted throDgbpping it she went
to the other side of the chest and began to shmtet still wouldn't
budge. She was sitting on it, puffing and pantaftgr her exertions,
when the latch lifted and Ross tried to push operdoor.

As she had expected when the door didn't open inatedg he
pushed harder, using all the weight of his hardaulas body against
it. The bolts held but only just.

'‘Rachel. Open the door," he yelled and she flinchisdseemed to
care little that he might be heard by Archie andddaet or what they
might think of him standing outside at night, shiogtat her.



'‘No,' she yelled back. 'Go away.'
'If you don't open up I'll kick the door down,' tieeatened loudly.
‘No. | don't want you.'

‘That's a lie if ever there was one," he retortedrgully. 'Stand away
from the door because I'm going to break it doww.ho

The door shook as he launched himself at it anal kieked it. There
was a splintering sound as a panel of the old wapddl Rachel slid
off the chest and faced the door.

'Ross, if you don't stop it I'll take you to cotot wilfully damaging
my property,' she shouted.

‘Then be sensible and open the door. I'm not gmirsgpend the night
out here sleeping in a car when | could be in tsexeping with you.'

'Oh, please stop shouting. The Maclaines will hgar and they!'ll
think . . .

‘They'll think you're refusing me my marital rightsie taunted,
making no attempt to lower his voice. 'And they Vdobe right.
Come on, open up and I'll fix the fuse for you.'

'Oh, all right." Then very quietly she slid the tisdback and tiptoeing
into her bedroom she closed that door and begpusi the chest of
drawers across it.

'Rachel?' He called to her again. After a few masemen she didn't
answer him she heard him open the front door aglisside. She sat
on the edge of the bed, shivering a little.

'Where are you?' he said when he had closed thedomr again.



'In the bedroom," she replied.' Did you find thesfkilight?'

For answer he lifted the latch of the bedroom dow pushed it open
against the chest. She saw the beam of the fl&shlig

'What the hell," he started, then broke off to rau@K, | gpt the
message. But will you just tell me where the fusg-i3 so | can get
some lights on.’

'It's in the hallway, high up on the wall by thelvaom door. There
are new fuses on the shelf.’

‘Then”™ unplug the electric fire. We don't want gteing fusing again
as soon as it comes on.'

She did as he ordered, and going back to the bmdumder the
blankets and covers so as to keep warm. She cealdhim moving
about, then there was a short silence. After aenié ceiling light
came on.

He didn't come back to taunt her through the ogeafrthe door and
she thought she heard him go into the kitchen.a~ahile she sat
where she was, listening warily for his approacth®bedroom, but
he didn't come. Eventually, feeling stiff, she stitf the bed and
tiptoed over to the chest of drawers to push ityafin@m the door. She
couldn't possibly go to bed without visiting thehyaom first.

There was no light on in the hall and none shimagof the kitchen.
By the light from the bedroom she was able to sseway to the
bathroom. A few minutes later she left the bathr@om went back to
the bedroom. She closed the door quickly and dichgige chest of
drawers across it.

Turning into the room, she pulled her sweater gy er head. When
it was off she tossed it on the nearest chair,dfither skirt and then
took off her underskirt. Her skin goose-pimplingitwihe cold, she



went towards the bed to get her pyjamas from uttdepillow. She

pulled up short with a gasp of irritation. Rossawweg black pyjamas
piped with red, was sitting up in the bed, his leggered by the bed
covers, his grey eyes slitted with the sardonic sament that also
curled his lips.

‘You've put on a little weight since | last saw ydwe drawled, his
glance drifting observantly over her body which Wwase save for the
briefs and tights she was wearing. 'l like it.’

‘Get out,' she said through gritted teeth, covehieigbreasts with her
arms, hoping he wouldn't guess that she was prégBhaa had only
known it a short while herself, and had huggeckti@vledge to her,
telling nobody.

'Ah, come on. Be reasonable. | tried the sofa aodhd it too short
and uncomfortable. There's plenty of room in tlad bor both of us,’
he said.

'I'm not sleeping with you," she shouted, and grapber sweater she
pulled it on again and turned to the door. The tluésdrawers

blocked her way. Suppressing a desire to turnon fo rant and rave
at him, she began to push at the chest. For soas®me possibly
because she was beginning to feel weak with trenget strain of
trying to keep him at a distance, it seemed to &g heavy and

wouldn't move. Straightening up she glared acrobsa

'‘What have you done to this chest?' she demanded.
‘Nothing. You dragged it across the doorway yotirsel
‘Well, come and help me move it.'

'In the morning,' he replied smoothly and slid dawdler the covers.
'Right now I'm going to sleep. Don't forget to pug light out before
you come to bed.'



Rachel wasn't sure what happened to her thenethaeé as if a red
haze danced before her eyes. Irritated beyondrggashe lunged
across the room intending to pull the bedclothésanfl somehow
drag him from the bed. It was a mistake. As shadhad herself
forward she tripped over the edge of the woven Imeatde the bed
and fell across him. Her violent landing combineer lweight
suddenly with his and was too much for the andiext The irons on
which the mattresses were resting came out of thmtkets and
clattered to the floor. The mattress fell, too, #mel precarious brass
bed-ends leaned towards each other, trapping thgéeple on the
bed in a sort of tent.

'l knew you'd see it my way, after a while, and l@ocome to bed
with me,' said Ross with aggravating calmness.

Beneath her she could feel him shaking with sugaedaughter.
Then his hands were sliding over her shouldersasdd to lift her.
Afraid she might give in to the sudden aching dessanf her body
and seek comfort close to his warm vibrancy sheabdg squirm
backwards from under the bed ends.

'I've not come to bed with you,' she said tautt/she managed to
slide off the bed and on to the floor, where shiecsass-legged
wondering what to do next. ‘And now the only bedha house is
broken,' she wailed and buried her face in her &atis all your

fault. Oh, how | wish you hadn't come.'

There was a short tense silence. Then the mattreaked as Ross
moved. He swore softly as he banged his head daghebrass rods
that slanted above him. A few more creaking soamdishe slid from
the bed to sk on the floor beside her.

'You don't mean that,’ he said softly, taking hofcher wrists and
pulling her hands away from her face,



'Yes, | do. | do,’ she whispered shakily, keepimyg head bowed
refusing to look at him. 'l was getting on fine hgtit you. Please go
away.'

'OK. I will if that's the way you feel,' he saidstvoice taking on a
hard edge. 'But not yet. Not before morning.' Dioggher hands he
stood up. 'Come on, give me a hand to move thedesids and to
slide the irons out. The mattress will be all rightthe floor.’

'l still won't sleep with you,' she said stubbora$/she got to her feet.
'OK, OK, ' he said irritably. 'But you can stilllbane move the ends.’

Too dismayed by his sudden agreement to her rethetdte should
go away, she helped him move the irons and thesbdd: When the
mattress was flat on the floor and the covers wé&@ghtened, he
turned to her and said, 'Do you still fancy slegpom that old sofa?
Shall | help you move the chest of drawers?'

‘Yes, please,' she said wearily.

When she was curled up at last in a blanket orsdife it didn't take
her long to find out why he had given up tryingsteep on it. There
was a spring jutting up right in the middle thaher got her in the
back or, if she was lying on her side, dug intovaaist. For more than
half an hour she tossed and turned, trying to &ramfortable spot
and often losing the blanket. Finally thoroughlylleld, she crept
through the darkness into the bedroom. Moving oassty, she lifted
the bed covers and slid under them.

Ross was lying right in the middle of the mattressis side with his
back to her. Judging by the quiet steadiness obt@athing he was
asleep. There wasn't enough room for her to libemback so she
turned on to her side with her back to him. Heairfrhis body
radiated out to her. She lay still, hoping to rellaxhe warmth and
eventually to fall asleep.



Ages later, so it seemed, she was still wide awlgkey taut on the
edge of the bed as far away from Ross as possiie. turned
restlessly, punching at her pillow to make it mooenfortable.

'What's the matter?'. Ross spoke quietly as heduowards her.
'l can't sleep.’

'I'm not surprised.' At her waist, under the edfjees pyjama jacket,
his hand was hot and heavy against her skin. Sldwdyfingers
spread upwards over her breast and she felt hasskiprching the
vulnerable curve between her neck and shoulderh&heof his hard
muscularity was all around her, warming her. Thensof his skin
and hair was filling her nostrils, going to heribrand turning her
dizzy with delight.

'‘No. | can't,’ she whispered, even while her boag Wwetraying her
and arching to his touch.

‘Sure you can. It will relax both of us," he murexr'
'‘But it won't solve anything, and besides | dorantwou.'

‘Tell that to the marines,' he jeered and, jerkieg roughly against
him, smothered any other protest she might haveenweth his
mouth.

Inevitably it seemed, her lips parted to the fiemveasion of his
tongue and against her loins she felt the harcgspresf his maleness
arousing her with a swift suddenness that maderyeyut against the
heat of his lips. His usual tenderness when unthgdser was in
abeyance and he didn't bother to slip undone hamaybuttons but
dragged the jacket off her, and she heard the rabhess as it tore.

A wide and primitive hunger leapt up within herrgsponse to his
ravenous caresses, and she forgot all her eagbestance to him. He



had come looking for her, and that was all thattenad. In spite of
Inci, he still wanted to make love to her, andtfoe time being she
was willing to be made love to by him. But only byn. Only he

could penetrate her and melt the knot of cold cautinat lay at her
core. Only he possessed the magic to make her apimdout of

control and her body to erupt like a volcano. Gméycould bring to
her the sweet fluid easing of tension, the relaxakie had promised
lovemaking would bring to both of them.

They both slipped into sleep without “saying anyghmore, as if
their physical union had solved all the problenat geparated their
minds. Rachel slept long and deeply, waking witlstart to lie

blinking bemusedly at bright sunlight. She sat wickjy, became
aware that the mattress was on the floor and reraerdthow the bed
had collapsed last night when she had flung heasétioss.

Ross. Where was he? Beside her the bed was enmaysheet
smooth, the pillow straight. No sign of anyone elawring slept
there.

Had she imagined that she had found him in thagettvhen she had
returned to it last night? Had she been longinghiar to come so

much that she had experienced some sort of hadition? Was she
going out of her mind?

From the bedside table she grabbed her watch aeceget it.

Nine-thirty. She had overslept. Putting the watcbwd, she

scrambled off the bed and ran across to the open. doto the

kitchen to put on the kettle, out again to the tmim to wash

quickly, splashing the clear, cold water on heefacwash away the
last vestiges of sleep and to shake off the morsiitighess which, she
was beginning to accept, was due to the fact thatvgas pregnant
with Ross's child, conceived two months ago in Yenk.



Ross wasn't in the cottage. Nor was there anythyimg about to
indicate that he had been there. No flung-off pgamno other
clothes in the kitchen, no suitcase or travellimgranywhere.

Yet the mattress was on the floor and the bed-evele stacked
against a wall, evidence that the bed had collapgseh she had
thrown herself at him last night. That couldn't édappened if he
hadn't been in the bed could it? Surely she hauagined the rest,
the way they had made love, avidly and fiercely.

So where was he now? Had he left to catch a feagk lio the
mainland? Had he gone because he didn't like ttiagmand its lack
of amenities? Or had he gone because she hadedthifh and had
talked of divorce? Oh, she hoped not.

She had time for only one cup of very weak tea teehe left the

cottage, slamming the door shut behind her! Outsidas a lovely

morning, the sun slanting down out of a clear Iskye The sea loch
shone like a mirror and the green and gold moonaasi clotted with

sheep. Waving to Margaret Maclaine who was peggiasghing to a

line, Rachel felt a lift of her spirits in responsethe change in the
weather, until she remembered that Ross had besgetber at last,
she had said and done all the wrong things, afet $@d left.

White houses sparkled in Tobermory and the bay smasoth and
silken, reflecting the blue of the sky. She parked car behind the
Betons' van at the side of the building where tiepavas located and
hurried around. The shop door was wide open foffiteetime that
season and there were actually three customerdeinsbviously
tourists.

'‘What happened?' Pete asked her when she enterieid ttoom at the
back of the shop where he had his potter's whektkam. 'Flat tyre?
Or petrol pump gone on the blink again?’



Neither. | overslept." As she slipped off her jackhe eyed him
surreptitiously, comparing him with Ross, and fimglihim lacking.
No other man could compare with Ross, in her estomaNo other
man could take his place in her life, so why haalrgbuffed him last
night? To try to hurt him, of course. To try todiout if he could be
hurt in the way that he had hurt her.

'‘Rachel, now that you're here you might come amgh@absed Morag
from the doorway. 'We've actually got four peopidghe shop now.
Did you bring those new prints of the houses altregharbourside?
You took them home to sign last night.'

'‘Oh, I'm sorry. | forgot.' Rachel smoothed her bainind her ears and
dragged her thoughts away from Ross. 'Shall | g& bar them?”

'‘No, not now: Come and serve in the shop now.' lévaked at her
curiously. 'What's happened? You look all het up.’

'I'll tell you later," said Rachel, and forcing kelf to smile went back
into the shop to try to cajole a customer into hgya length of tweed.

Not until it was almost noon and there were noamst's in the shop
did she have time to tell Morag what had happenedake her late
that morning, and then she didn't offer the exgianaherself but
waited until her friend asked her.

After glancing about to make sure Pete wasn't irshed she
whispered, 'The strangest thing happened. Whert bgck to the
cottage last night Ross was there.'

*Your husband?' Soon after having become a pairirtbe business,
Rachel had told Morag about her hasty marriageosRnd how she
felt he had deceived her.

‘Yes. But this morning, when | woke up he had gone.



'Did you quarrel with him last night?'
'‘Well, we didn't agree,' said Rachel evasively.

'‘What did you say to him? You must have said somgtto annoy
him if he left without saying goodbye or without kiag any

arrangement to see you again,' guessed Morag slyreividet you

gave him the cold shoulder so he took the hufflaftd Oh, Rachel,
you are a fool. He probably came to make it up wah and you got
all haughty and proud, the way you often do. Howl@do/ou do it

after all these weeks of wishing he would come mg@fter you to
ask you to start your marriage all over again?"

'l haven't been wishing he would come,' Racherteto

‘Yes, you have, because you're in love with hilknbw you are
because of the way your voice changes whenevemention his
name and your eyes go soft and dreamy. Why don'tdyop the
barrier of your pride and admit it? You love hindayou want to live
with him and make love with him. Why won't you gikien another
chance?'

'‘Because he's done things | find it difficult todwve him for," said
Rachel forlornly. She glanced around again to nmde Pete was
still in the kiln-room and said, 'Ross isn't in éowith me. He loves
someoneglse and he's been seeing her again while I've been o
here. Could you forgive that?"

'‘No, | couldn't,’ said Morag truthfully. 'But do ydhave concrete
evidence he's been seeing this other woman?'

‘The evidence supplied by my own ears," said Ratdrely, and
thought how like Dorothy she sounded. '‘One dayohghl his flat and
she answered the phone. What conclusion would yew ftom that?
Wouldn't you think he was seeing her again?'



'It does sound rather as if he's in the wrong,didn't he explain to
you why she was there when he was with you lasttRig

‘Yes. But | didn't believe his explanation. Andaids| might want a
divorce.'

'Oh, lord," Morag groaned. 'No wonder he left. Bati don't really
want a divorce, do you?'

'‘No," sighed Rachel. 'l don't really. | only sditbi. . . well, to try and
find out how he really feds about me.'

‘And what did he say?’

'He made a joke out of it. Asked me if I'd foundnsmne who could
do it better than he could.' Rachel felt the blaed to her cheeks.

'Who can make love to you better, | suppose he tiesand Morag
with a chuckle. 'And have you?'

'‘No.'
'Did you tell him that?'
'‘No.'

'‘Rachel, you are just about the silliest woman é&ver met,' Morag
said scornfully. "You deserve to lose him.’

There was no more chance for talk about Ross tordht of the day
because they were busy in the afternoon with nmuasts. By five

o'clock, when they were thinking of dosing up, Mpnaas quite

excited because they had sold two lengths of heed& and also
wool for knitting, a couple of Pete's big vasesvall as some woven
place-mats and coasters.



'Like to come home for supper with us?' she saidohel. '‘Better
than you being alone and brooding about what migivie been if
only you'd held your tongue last night.’

'‘No, thanks,' said Rachel. 'l have some washimpto
‘Well, don't forget to bring in the prints tomorrow

'l won't," said Rachel and knew she wouldn't begdhbsre wouldn't
be any annoying but lovable Ross around to distracattention and
make her absent-minded. Immediately she felt harttsank into her
shoes because Ross had gone and nothing had bekredebetween
them and it was her own fault he had gone.

She half-hoped he might be at the cottage whenethmed to it, but
he wasn't, and she spent a difficult night tryiaglecide what to do
next. In the morning she felt washed out and wané,it was a great
effort to drive into the town.

Less than a month ago she had come to the isldhaffinope,
believing that at last she was going to do whatsttealways wanted
to do, establish herself in a career as an aN®ty she would have
given anything to back out of the partnership andogck to being
Ross's wife. Even if he didn't love her as he hacdd Inci, she
wanted to be with him again and not just becausensinted a father
for their child.

If only she could see him again and tell him shanftaneant what she
had said to him when she found him in the cottagelain to him
why she had been so much on the defensive, if heée pvould let
her, that was.

"You look awful," Morag said to her.

'l feel awful. I'm expecting a baby.’



'‘Oh, God,' breathed Morag. 'Ross's, | hope.'
'Of course.' Rachel was indignant.
‘All right, all right. Keep your hair on. Does hadw?'

'l haven't told him. But | wouldn't have wanted himstay with me
just because of that.'

'l would have,' sighed Morag. 'l keep trying to geegnant but
nothing has happened in four years of marriageatchlan and I'm
beginning to wonder what's wrong.'

‘You should go to a clinic, have some tests,' §adhef urgently,
rebuking herself for thinking she was the only womath problems.
‘Things can be done to help you have a child. Yallachlan should
both go. That is if you really want a child.’

'I'm almost dying with longing for a baby,' said Mg. 'And if | had
been you last night I'd have shouted the newsooldbss as soon as |
saw him. But then | don't have your pride. Do yoow where he was
going when he left?'

'‘No. | expect he'd go back to Edinburgh.'

‘To your brother's place?'

'l don't know. | might phone Giles later, if you wdn't mind.'
‘Why should 1? You contribute to the paying of grene-bill.'

Rachel was lucky to catch Giles just before he warit for the
evening. As soon as he heard her voice he aske#llguRoss find
you?'

'Yes.'



'So what happened? Is all forgiven and forgotten?’

'He left the next day. Giles, if he calls in to yee, would you let me
know, please?’

'‘But | thought, at least | got the impression from that if you
refused to go back to the States with him he wasggm stay with
you all summer.'

‘Well, he isn't.'

'‘Messed everything up again, have you? You neeubd gpanking,
that's what you need. Pity Dad was so soft with'you

'‘What a very chauvinistic remark to make,' shertetbloftily. 'No
man is ever going to spank me.'

'l wish Ross would. | doubt if he'll come to see, imet if he does do
you want me to ask him to phone you at the shop?'

'Yes please.’

Somehow she got through the next few days. Thesenoaall from
either Ross or Giles and she could only assumdibeg hadn't called
in to see her brother on his return to Edinburgh.

He had probably gone back to New York, she thougtoasolately,
and she would never see him again, unless she thadext move,
trampled on her pride and asked him to take hek,mwd told him
she would turn a blind eye to his affair with lifanly she could live
with him.

No. Never could she do that. She would rather stayhe island
without him than do that.



So she struggled with the pros and cons of thatsaiu while longing
every day for him to be at the cottage when shemet to it at night,
to be there sitting in the kitchen, even if he nextker pride, her lack
of logic. She loved him, she wanted him . . .

‘There's someone in the shop asking for you," Maaad, looking
into the studio, where Rachel was working on thsigfe of batik
prints for silk scarves one afternoon.

Her heart leaping hopefully, Rachel turned to ladkher friend
quickly.

'Sorry to disappoint you, but it isn't him," conted Morag, reading
the expression on her face accurately. 'Her claiihesAmerican but

she speaks English with a rather mixed-up accdm. I8&oks as if
she's from Greece or somewhere in the Middle East.’

Rachel stared at Morag, hearing a soft voice spgakiher ear.
'Did she give her name?' she whispered.

‘Yes, but I'm sorry | can't pronounce it," apolegisMorag, her eyes
beginning to glint mischievously. 'And she's comi¢hvan escort,
someone you know very well.'

'Who, for heaven's sake?' said Rachel becomintated by her
friend's teasing manner.

'‘Come and see,' retorted Morag and left the room.



CHAPTER SEVEN

STILL feeling somewhat annoyed at having been interduptale
working on a print, Rachel followed Morag into tigop. Morag had
been busy serving a customer who had just comghimying off a
length of tweed at the counter. Over by the disgaglves two
people, a man and a woman, were standing exansoimg of Pete's
pottery. They both had their backs to Rachel. Tbenan was small
and slim and had thick jet-black hair that stootifoam her head in
an ear- length bob. She was wearing a narrow dak dkirt and a
white blazer. The man, tall and brown-haired, waanwng jeans, and
a fisherman's knit sweater over his shirt and veadyerecognised by
Rachel. He was her brother.

'Giles, what on earth are you doing here?' sheaaweld, moving
towards him.

Hello, Rach," he said easily, turning to her. 'Slistght I'd take a trip
up to see you before exams start. | don't thinkweoaver met Inci,
have you?'

Inci! The name, so sharp and icy, seemed to staligh to Rachel's
heart. She was aware that the woman had turnewvasdooking at
her curiously with big black eyes that seemedItahe whole of the
upper part of her thin classically featured olik@&gsed face.

'‘No, we haven't met, but we have spoken to eaddr atinthe phone,’
said Inci, and at the sound of that soft, seduatoiee chills went up
and down Rachel's spine. 'How are you, Rachel?'

'I'm quite well, thank you.' Rachel had stiffened ahe was glad that
the other woman hadn't held out a hand to be shaken I'm
surprised to see you here with Giles. When and evdet you two
meet?'



'Inci was one of the crowd | met when | stayed Rtyss at his flat in
Manhattan, last September,' explained Giles. d bar then to look
us up if she was in Edinburgh to give a recitaldAhe did. Sent me a
couple of complimentary tickets for her concertile& looked
excessively pleased with. himself. ‘Afterwards Intvbackstage to
see her.'

'‘And | was so glad you did,' added Inci, flashimg la warm grateful
smile before she looked back at Rachel. 'l was @btsk Giles if he
would be so kind as to drive me to this islandg¢ stontinued
seriously. 'We left very early this morning. Is Ras$aying here with
you?'

'Er. No, he isn't,’ said Rachel awkwardly. 'He wase but he left.'
She became aware that Giles, who was standing dbeéhan, was
signalling to her, twitching his eyebrows and piggs finger against
his lips as if in warning, and she made an efforetover her poise.
'It's a pity he couldn't stay longer.'

'‘But he will be back, won't he?' Qiles suggestetiedn nodding his
head at her as if urging her to agree with himfdBewe have to
leave, | mean.'

'I'm not sure. How long are you intending to staye?' she asked,
wondering what mischief Giles was up to now.

‘Tonight, tomorrow and tomorrow night. We'll drisgade on Sunday,’
he replied. 'l have a tutorial on Monday morningtthmust attend.'

'‘And | have to be back to catch a plane to Pariglonday,' explained
Inci.

'Inci is going to stay at the hotel, but | was mgpicould stay at
Gran's cottage with you,' said Giles.



"You can stay with me as long as you don't mindgsleg on the sofa,’
said Rachel, thinking of the mess the cottage wafkecendy she
hadn't felt like doing much housework and the rneatrwas still on
the bedroom floor.

'l suppose | won't have to,"' grumbled Giles disgaist

'It would be much better if you came to stay atfdren,’ said Morag,
coming over to them, the customer having left. "vtoo, Miss
Kapadia. We have two spare bedrooms. You'd be melsome. it
isn't often we have a chance to meet a celebrdyhane her stay with
us.'

Another charming smile irradiated Inci's dark faocel her black eyes
seemed to glitter light. She is beautiful, as Megjtl, thought Rachel
with a sinking heart, beautiful and disarmingly genno wonder
Ross is still in love with her.

'I'm not a celebrity yet,' said Inci with a litdaugh. 'I'm only at the
beginning of my career as a concert pianist, llfséiVe a long way to
go. But I'd like to stay with you if it won't bedanuch trouble. | do
get tired of staying in hotels and of hardly evettigg a chance to
meet the real people of any town or country whehappen to be
performing. It sounds like fun to stay on a farm.’

'‘Good. That's settled then,' said Morag. "You e&e tnci over to the
farm now, Giles, if you like. I'm sure you know tivay. Lachlan will

be there. Just tell him who you are and that Raahell will be there
in about half an hour, as soon as we've shut up.'sho

Inci and Giles left the shop. As soon as the daal ¢tlosed behind
them Morag said, 'What a charming person. So mddes# bit old
for Giles, though, | would think. How old do yourk she is?'

‘About thirty-two or three,' said Rachel coollyn@dthere's nothing
between her and Giles. He'd have told me if thexe.'w



'l wouldn't be too sure of that," scoffed Moragrofers, in my
experience, have a way of being very secretive tabimeir love
affairs.’

'It's not my brother whom she's interested in. g husband,’
retorted Rachel tardy. 'And | think die's got aweecoming all this
way to see Ross, knowing I'd be here, too,’

‘You mean she's the woman who was at his flat wleenphoned
him?' exclaimed Morag, her eyes round.

'Yes.'

‘You'll be wishing | hadn't invited her to stay thie farm then,'
groaned Morag.

‘No, I'm not wishing that. You did what you wanteddo and | know
you can't help being hospitable.'

'l felt a bit sorry for her. She seemed so lonelg aad. It can't be
much fun having a career like hers, wandering abwaitworld and
playing the piano in foreign countries, without twmpany of your
husband or lover. Wouldn't be my bag at all. | Ikeving my nice
hairy Lachlan to cuddle up to every night.'

'l just wish | knew what Giles was up to, bringihgr here,' said
Rachel.

‘Well, you'll be able to ask him when we get tofdmen. I'll invite Inci
into the kitchen while I'm getting supper. | be¢ #mows a few good
recipes from Turkey | could use.

Its whitewashed walls gleaming amongst the pinesteand clustered
around it, the Betons' house looked solid and sgoar its green
knoll, its windows brimming with golden afternooangight. Only

Giles was in the old-fashioned parlour. It was teligd with huge



mahogany glass-fronted cabinets full of old chind souvenirs from
India and Africa and big overstuffed sofas and dars, their backs
still protected from the greasy hair of sittersadngimacassars which
had been crocheted by Lachlan's grandmother.

'Inci has gone off with Lachlan to look at the pigales explained to
Morag, as he stretched and yawned. 'l was justngaa little
shut-eye. I'm not used to getting up at first lightl having to drive
nearly two hundred miles. The only time we stopped when we
were on the ferry.'

'‘Well, you didn't have to. come,' said Rachel slyagitting down on
one of the sofas. Morag had gone, closing the dfter her. 'Why
didn't you let me know you were coming and bringmeg with you?"'

'Didn't get a chance to," he replied, evasivelytBbeght. 'She was a
little surprised when | told her you weren't in Bairgh, but insisted

that she had to see you. She seemed so despaiatelptess that |

offered to drive her up here if she would pay foe tental of a car.

She jumped at the chance.' He leaned back, hishweaind his head.
'l think she's the most charming woman I've evet;'rhe went on, as
if he'd had a lot of experience with women. 'It'gity she's already
got a lover, or | wouldn't mind taking my chancehaer. On the way
here she told me she had a man friend with whonhat®ewhen she's
not on tour.'

'You and she must have got really chummy if sheénkelling you
about her private life,' snapped Rachel.

'‘And she seemed quite positive Ross would be héheyau,' Giles
continued blandly, looking up at the ceiling. 'Ha%¥eou heard from
him?'

'‘No. | was hoping you had seen him or had hearcetanyg of him,'
she said, her shoulders sagging. 'Oh, Giles, L #&anw what to do. |



think he believed me when | said | want a divornd that he's left
me.'

‘It would serve you right if he has, that's allhcsay,' retorted Giles
with brotherly frankness, and that was the endheirtconversation
because the pariour door opened and Inci came liowed by.
Lachlan.

For supper there was roast lamb, tiny new potaanelsgreen peas
followed by marmalade pudding and custard. Conviersavas kept
light and general, Morag, Giles and Inci doing maisthe talking.
Rachel was feeling too miserable to join in mucld &achlan was
always shy and taciturn when strangers were pregédmtn the meal
was over Inci made some excuse to go to the rooarevshe was to
sleep and Lachlan and Giles went into the parlowétch television.
Rachel stayed in the dining-room to dear the tahtecarry the used
dishes into the kitchen to Morag who had startedash up. She had
almost finished when Inci came into the room offgrio help.

‘They are talking about the sport they call rugmd d do not
understand it," Inci said with a shrug. 'And sigioa are alone in here
| think | had better take the opportunity to sayatvhhave come all
this way to say to you. The trouble is | do not\nehere to begin.'
She sat down suddenly on one of the dining- chitsso silly,' she
whispered. 'Look at me. My hands are shaking beckomsafraid of
you." She held out square, muscular hands. Botlthem were
trembling slightly.

‘You are afraid of me?' exclaimed Rachel, alsangitdown and
facing the other woman across the corner of th@algtable that was
still covered with a white linen cloth. 'Why shoutdu be afraid of
me?'

‘You're so calm and reserved, so proud, so sefftaawed, a little like
Ross in some ways, and I've always been afraidnof Both of you



make me feel | am too mixed-up, over-emotional exdtable.' Inci
laughed self-deprecatingly. 'What | am, of courdsam better at
playing the piano than | am at dealing with pedple.

'‘Everyone tells me | have too much pride," admitkeathel with a
rueful smile, as she wondered uneasily what itc¢dd the pianist
had to say to her. Was she going to ask her to giv&oss? 'But
please don't be afraid of me. | can be mixed-upemdtional too.
What is it you have to say to me?’

Inci drew a deep breath, clasped her hands tigioyether and
plunged.

'l have to apologise for not telling you who | wasd why | was
staying in Ross's apartment when you phoned hirn rfesth. |
wasn't there with him, Rachel. He was really in Saancisco. You
see Ross and I. . ." Inci broke off, her hands gasagainst her
cheeks, and shook her head from side to sidel ‘@hnot know how
to explain to you about him and me,' she said.

‘You and he have known one another for a long timegen't you?'
said Rachel gently, suddenly feeling sympathy ther heautiful and
talented woman.

‘Yes, we have.' Inci seemed to relax a little aad dharming smile
appeared. 'Over ten years and once, when we werggyae were
very much in love with each other. It is so wondetb be young, to
have no worries or responsibility and to be in |[dvachel.'

‘Yes, | suppose it is,' said Rachel, feeling enagail within her
because this woman had known Ross when he hadybaager and
had experienced with him something she herselfrfeacr known,
the ecstasy of a young woman romantically in loveéh vsomeone
equally young.



'‘But then we were separated, rather cruelly, bypasents," added
Inci.

'Why?' exclaimed Rachel.

"It will be hard for you to understand, | know, lmay parents did not
approve of my going about with Ross. And they wdntery much
for me to be a concert pianist. So after finishyg studies at the
Juillard School of Music | was sent to Vienna tartepiano from a
great teacher. Some years later, when | return&teto York, Ross
and | started seeing each other again. It wasié the same. We had
both grown up and had changed. Some of the magigbae. And
then my parents were still against my having amgho do with
him.'

‘You let them influence you against him?'

'l guessed you would not understand because yoel &lsays been
free to make your own decisions,' sighed Inci. "éee, my parents
suffer from what it known as the "ghetto" mentaligven though
they have lived for many years in the States tlesemever adapted
to the American way of life. Their friends are &tbm Turkey and
they want my brother and me to be like them, altime. They are
afraid they would lose us if they allowed us towrap to be
Americans. They want us to be Turkish always.'

"Then why didn't they stay in Turkey?' asked Rachel

‘A good question,' said Inci with a sad little ssniMWhy does anyone
leave their own country to go and live in anoth@&feen it is for

political reasons but mostly it is for economic sn®&any people
emigrate to the States because they feel they haMe a better
standard of living there. And if they work hardisitrue, they do. But
often it is difficult for the children of immigrastto a new country.
They are pulled in different directions all the &nMy brother and |



always wanted to be like the American kids we wergchool with,

to adapt-to their culture and be a part of it. Winenwent home from
school we found our parent® wanted us to followirticelture and

even to speak a different language. It made faatgensions in our
family. You understand?'

'I'm trying to,' said Rachel.

'‘But to get back to Ross and me. A year and adgalfhe asked me to
marry him. It was time, he said, for him to marngldo have a family.
He wanted that very much. | had to refuse.'

'‘Because of pressure from your parents?’

‘Not entirely, although that did come into it. Ichdecided that my
career was more important to me than marriage@udd be. | have
a single-track mind, can only do one thing at atitrknew | couldn't
be the sort of wife he wanted or be the motherisfdhildren. It

wasn't fair to either of us to get married to eatifer, but it hurt me
very much to refuse him.' Inci's voice shook witrddy controlled

emotion and she wiped tears from her eyes withtitbe of her

fingers. 'Especially when he would have nothingertordo with me
and refused to be my lover," she added in a lowevoi

'You expected him to want to be your lover afteu'dorejected his
proposal of marriage?' exclaimed Rachel, feelingymathy with
Ross, knowing how she would have reacted to rejeatut of her
own pride and self-esteem.

'Yes, | did. | couldn't see why we had to sever m@lationship just
because | had refused to legalise it,’ replied Ihi@ didn't see it that
way. He dropped me suddenly, as if | was somethistasteful.’

Inci's lips trembled and again she wiped tears atvasas very upset.
It affected my playing,' she whispered.

'‘But you still tried to see him?"



'Of course | did. And why shouldn't I? | was stilllove with him.'

Inci managed to sound affronted, as if she had tie=anly one who
had been hurt. '‘But what does he do? He goes afhmuff and looks
for someone else to marry, even though he stikdome. He found
you and married you. | do not think | can forgivenHor that.' Inci

sniffed and blinked back tears.

Rachel stared at her. It looked as if Meryl hadnbaght after all
when she had suggested Ross had married only tatecre
smokescreen to hide his continuing affair with th@man.

'Is that why you have come?' she said stiffly. tdlome you and hie
are still lovers and to apologise for that?'

'l am here because Ross ordered me to come,'rsajcahd drew a
long, sobbing breath. 'And when he gets angry addrs you to do
something you do it. | was so pleased to see himejvihe came to see
me at my hotel in Edinburgh.’

'‘When? When did he see you in Edinburgh?' Rachelrupted
urgently.

'‘On Wednesday evening.'
"This past Wednesday?'

'Yes. And he said | must come to see you and expthat happened
last month in New York." Inci's voice trembled astte clasped her
hands together nervously. 'He threatened me,'dihedan a shocked
whisper.

'‘How? Surely he didn't. . ." Rachel broke off, mfthat Ross had let
his temper get the better of him.

‘Threaten to hit me?' Inci's smile was twisted..'Ross is much more
subtle than that,' she said drily. 'He threatemmedxjpose my secret



affair with another man not only to my parents alsb to my agent
and the press. He said he would ruin my careedidin't tell you the
truth about why I was in his apartment when yourgwbhim. And |

couldn't risk him doing that. | couldn't.'

'‘Why were you in the apartment?' Rachel forcedguestion out
between dry lips.

'l was there because Ross had let me stay in dueénagnt while he
was away in 'Frisco,' muttered Inci', who was ohslg not enjoying
making this confession. 'l was there with Juliaié added in a
whisper.

'Who is Julian?'

'He . . . we are lovers,' admitted Inci in a chokette. 'He cannot
marry me because he is already married to a wontam wwon't
divorce him. He is an opera singer and we meeetgavherever we
can and whenever we can. He was appearing in Newl#st month
so | asked Ross if he knew of a place we could fiana few days,
where we could be together without anyone knowig offered me
his apartment. Ross wasn't there at all while we\ireere and we left
before he returned.'

Rachel was silent, bereft of words by this storyavhantic intrigue.

'l suppose | shouldn't have answered the phona,Went on. 'But
you know how it is when it goes on ringing. You als think it
might be a matter of life and death, something irtgrd. | was scared
when | heard your voice but | couldn't tell you whevas or why |
was there. | couldn't betray my affair with Juli@na stranger.' She
looked at Rachel. Once again her eyes were shinitig tears.' |
didn't think of how you would feel about hearing.ntejust never
entered my head that you would think Ross and éwet' She broke
off to sniff and made a gesture with one hand. dtmry, Rachel.



Truly sorry. | hope you will accept my apology. bwldn't want to be
the cause of the break-up' of your marriage to Rd$sw she
sounded as if she was repeating a lesson she baddght.

'l think you've come too late," said Rachel, caohe no longer
found Inci charming but saw her now as a selfispotistical
careerist, caring sincerely for no one but herself.

'‘Oh, no. Never say that," Inci looked horrified qunchped to her feet.
'‘Please don't say that. Ross told me you had #medtto divorce him
because of me. But you mustn't do that. You mudindrce him on
account of his friendship for me. And that is alik now, a friend. A
most generous friend. But if you divorced him bessaof me it would
really put a blight on my career, and it might coout that | have
been having an affair with Julian.'

'It's all right," Rachel said trying to sound reassy, when it was she
herself who needed reassurance most, she thoughy. wknd
comfort. The comfort of Ross's - arms around hdrlas voice in her
ear saying he forgave her lade of trust. 'l dick@lly mean it when |
told him | wanted a divorce. I'll try to find hirmd tell him you've
been here and that you've explained why you wethertflat," she
added, rising to her feet. She felt she had hadgnof this spoilt
child of a woman.

'Oh, thank you, thank you." Inci's smile was damylin its relief and

for a moment she looked as if she might fling hrersaaround Rachel
and kiss her. But something in Rachel's cool exgpwesand possibly
the proud, upright carriage of her head deterred $iee backed off
and said lightly, 'Shall we go and help Morag? inkhshe is

wonderful, this friend of yours, having a careed &eing a farmer's
wife too. How does she do it? | think she must lse@erwoman.'

Inci's explanation and apology, far from soothirackel, had stirred
up her emotions. She left the farm as soon as@hd,cafter saying



she would see Giles and Inci the next day, andedower the moors
to Boskillin. If she couldn't be with Ross she hadbe alone, tortured
by remorse because she hadn't trusted him enougbréMvas he?
She longed to know so that she could rush to hidncanfess she had
made a terrible mistake and that she was readyesame their
marriage, to live with him anywhere he wantedye lito be with him
always.

There was just one streak of light left in the slyen she reached the
cottage and the loch glimmered with faint ghostijl. As usual all
was quiet. She went into the cottage and as so@heaput on the
light in the hallway she missed the silver chesizaked, she turned
into the kitchen and flicked on that light and sthm amazement. All
the furniture had gone. The mats had been liftechfthe flagged
floor, and worst of all, the sink, draining boatsd cupboards had
been removed. Apart from the old-fashioned heanth @oal- fired
oven beside it, the room was completely empty, ,cdemp and
unwelcoming.

Turning she dashed across the hallway to the bedrdbe mattress
had gone from the floor and the bed-ends had lmeaved. Even the
old wardrobe had gone. That room was completelytetgm. The
bathroom told the same story. The bath, the hasuh lzand the toilet
had gone. There were only plugged drainage pipgsguout of
walls.

Someone had been in the cottage and had stoleytlewngrout of it.

She ran from the cottage along the road to the Mashhouse to
bang on the front door with her fist. The door wgasn opened by
Archie, in his slippers. He was puffing at his pipe

'‘Ach, so ye're home at last and himself only gortae last half-hour
to the town to look for ye,' he said in his singigwoice.



'Who? Who has gone to the town to look for me?' ddwmanded
breathlessly.

'Mr Fraser.'

'Ross? Ross has been here?' she squeaked and sgayest the
jamb of the door.

'‘Come in and sit down for a wee while. You're dlaadither,' said
Archie kindly, and she stepped past him into theava hall from
which a stairway led up to the first floor of theuse. She turned into
the room on the right. Margaret was sitting atttide, knitting. She
looked up and nodded at Rachel, her glasses figghithe light.

'‘What pity ye didn't come home sooner,' she s#g&lvé just missed
him.'

'‘When did he come?' asked Rachel, sitting downhenchair that
Archie pushed forwards for her and realising asnsa® her hands
touched the arms of it that . it was the wing-clfi@m the cottage.

'‘Soon after ye left this morning," said Archie,tlggj into his own

chair by the hearth. 'Ach, a great day we've had mbving all the

stuff out of the house. Everything had to come batsaid. And he
made sure it did. Ye'll see your chair is here.rédjeist minding it for
ye. The rest of the furniture is in the barn atlibek and will do there,
he said, until the place is fixed up and you calégide what you
wanted to keep. He took the bathroom furniture tiredsink away
with him on that fine truck he came in, said hedtigd of it to a junk
dealer or just take it to the dump.’

'l didn't know Ross was going to do this," exclaini®achel. 'l got
such a shock when | walked in just now and foursdplace empty.'
She struggled to her feet, resisting a desirewe ofi, curl up in the
chair and go to sleep. 'Did he tell you where he g@ing when he
left?'



'‘He waited as long as he could for ye, and theshlsasupposed you'd
stayed on at your studio to finish some work and/beld go there to
look for you, 'said Margaret. 'l think he said laellbooked a room for
both of ye at the hotel. Ye must have passed hirtherroad if ye
came straight here.’

'‘No, | didn't. I've been at the Betons' and cantklthe other way,’'
Rachel replied, and hurried out into the hallwagt Nnding her at
the shop, Ross might go up to Pete's flat to askevbhe was.

‘Drive carefully now," cautioned Archie as he sagr but of the
house. "There's a lot of mist about.’

The mist came and went, drifting suddenly in wiggeizy scarves
right across the road in front of her and oftensaay her to slow
down and stop until it had cleared, but there wasenn the town nor
on the water which reflected the clear starlit sky.

Feeling flutters of trepidation in her stomachte thought that Pete
might have said something about her to Relss,parked the car in
front of the shop and went around to the side divom which the
stairs led up to Pete's flat, and rang the belbnSzhe heard his feet
clattering down the stairs. The light over the daay went on, the
door swung open and Pete stood there, looking detlee. He
finished buttoning his shirt, raked back his haid gave her a hostile
glance.

‘Sorry I'm not available tonight," he sneerede'faund someone who
Isn't as strait-laced as you are.'

'l haven't come just to see you,' she retortedad told that Ross, my
husband, has come here to look for me. Is he here?’

'No. But he was here. We had a few words and héh&f rubbed the
side of his jaw with his fingers and she saw it wieghtly swollen.



'‘What happened?' she asked, but felt she knewwaséast learning
that, when Ross went into action, he acted forbefhd without
compunction.

‘You could say | collided with his left fist," Petaid.
'Ross hit you? Why?'

‘That is between him and me,' he retorted. 'Hetseractly what |

expected. | thought you said he was a city gergnfeel more like a
lumberjack to me. He's gone to the hotel and gesating you. And

the best of British luck to you. He's got one loéla temper.’

She knew about Ross's temper, thought Rachel, eag@dxed her
little car up to the hotel on the cliffs. He hadreelost it with her,
although she guessed he had come close to doitdgsally he just
smouldered and went about in a thunderous silesrca ihile. Then
a couple of hours later he would be cool and cakmatever had
roused his rage apparently forgotten.

What had Pete said to him to make him lose it far?igsomething
sneering about Americans? Or something of a maigopal nature?
Oh, she knew too well what a virulent tongue atttiyfimind Pete
possessed. He wasn't above saying something derpgabut her to
Ross, just to get his revenge on her, for havingetd down not only
Ralph Bates but also him, the evening she had taples with him
and he had asked her to stay the night with himsafiat.

Noting that there was a red half-ton truck, loadgtth the bathroom
furniture from the cottage, in the car park of timel, she parked her
car beside it and went into the entrance hall.d$ wuiet and rather
dimly lit. At the reception desk she pinged thd betl waited. After a
few moments the proprietor of the hotel came thhoaigloor behind
the desk.



'‘Ah, Mrs Fraser. You've come just in time. It's adnmidnight and |

lock the doors then, for the night. As | was exmlag to Mr Fraser,

this isn't the United States and this isn't a motebne of those big
city hotels, where they have a night staff and tpuesn come and go
at all hours. We're a private family' orientatetethand we expect our
guests to be in by midnight,’ he said primly. 'Mas$er is in room

five. That's on the first floor. Just turn to thght at the top of the
stairs and go along the passage. You'll want basakin the

morning?'

'l suppose so,' Rachel said, feeling suddenly estedu She hadn't
realised it was so late and was glad that Rosshisthhisual foresight
had booked a room for both of them and had toldptiogrietor to
expect her.

Her legs ached as she went up the stairs and shte hest at the top.
It had been a long and rather traumatic eveningtla@ most difficult
confrontation was yet to come. She had to forceditto walk along
the passage to number five, all the way wishing R@ss had been
given a room closer to the stairs.

Raising her hand to knock on the door of the rocas @ great effort
but she made it, although she doubted if anyondersould hear the
weak tap. She tried turning the doorknob and pgshut, as she
guessed, Ross, who was accustomed to staying ielshand
apartments in big cities where strict security sud@plied and every
room had to be double locked from the inside, loatdd the door.

She knocked again harder and, drained of strelegthed against the
door and closed her eyes, not noticing the grasekefy in a lock. The
door swung open and she went with it. She heards Raslaim
'Rachel. What the hell?" And then his arms wereurgdioher,
supporting her and lifting her like a doll and #mew she was safe
and could let go and let him take the respongyiitit her. Her head



drooped against his shoulder and darkness swoaped all around
her.

When she came out of the faint she was lying oimnglesbed and a
blanket was covering her. Hazily she looked arotieroom. Lit

only by the bedside lamp on a table between the beds it was full
of shadows and the glint of mirrors on the dressaie and on the
front of the wardrobe.

'Ross,' she said and was surprised to hear hez eoeak like a rusty
hinge on an old door. There was no answer so fied Iner head
slightly from the pillow, laying it back quickly wan everything

swam before her eyes 'Ross? Where are you?' Hex kase to a note
of panic. Had he been here and gone again? Orheakn®ocked on
the wrong door and been caught and lifted up kyamger? 'Ross, |
want you," she said out loud, and for some reasin better

immediately and, closing her eyes, drifted intoaed

The sound of the door closing awoke her and sheeampker eyes. In
pyjamas and dressing-gown Ross was coming towdedéd, a
glass of water in one hand. He looked very tadl , doulders seemed
very wide and his hair was tousled. More like aldmack than a city
gent. She remembered Pete's recent descriptiosraiteld a little.
'‘Why did you hit Pete?' she whispered.

He came to the bedside, sat down on the edge bkithand stared at
her.

'l guess | decided the time had come for him tbge&e couldn't get
away with the sort of filthy remarks he was makirgg, said curtly.
‘Why did you faint just now?’

'l don't know. I've never fainted in my life befdr&he felt rather
affronted that such a weakness had overtaken hall, geople. She
had always prided herself on both her physical had mental



stamina. 'l think I'd just got over-tired, thatlls & was such a muddle
of a day.'

She noted the sceptical glint in his eye and cuhli lip. She pushed
herself up and took the glass of water from hirhafik you. There's
nothing in it, is there? No drug or alcohol or dngg like that?'

'l didn't put anything in it. Everyone in this péabhas gone to bed so
there was no one to ask for brandy or anything ¢lsad to get that
from the bathroom tap. Hope it's OK.' He watcheddhasely while
she sipped some water. 'Is it?' he demanded.

‘Yes. It tastes very good. But then the island walways does.' She
put the glass down on the table. He was still sta@at her, his
expression dour and unrelenting. She guessed heewvasely critical
of her. She recalled Inci saying that Ross couldrigléatening and
now knew what she had meant.

'‘Where did you go when the shop closed?' he adikegbthy*

'l..."'she began and stopped to give him amatlaey glance. Bone
ridged white along his jaw, and his lips had thohiaad there was a
smoky flare in his eyes. She couldn't see his haadause they were
thrust into the pockets of his dressing-gown, he guessed they
were clenched. Looking back at his face she satlycdwhy do you
want to know?"'

'‘Because | have a right to know.' He leaned towhedsuddenly, his
face so close to hers she could smell the soamtaibed to wash
with, and the strange sense-titillating musky sagnhis hair. 'I'm
your husband, remember.'

'Really?’ she taunted, pressing back against théldoard, away from
the sexy roughness of his unshaven cheeks and'famse you left
me over a week ago without a word | thought youdexided to give
up the privilege of being my husband,’



His lips curved back over his teeth in a dangesm tigerish grin
but he didn't move away from her. In fact he inchleder and put an
arm out across to support himself and effectivedyp ther, his hand
resting on the blanket that covered her.

‘A piece of advice, sweetheart: don't ever twitoh tiger's tail. He's
likely to turn and savage you if you do. Now answsr question.
Where did you go?'

‘You wouldn't be jealous, would you?' she tauntieeln gasped as he
took over her shoulders and gave her a rough shake.

‘You're damned right. | am," he said through gtiteeeth. "That's why
| hit your arty friend. When | asked him if he knexwere you were he
implied that you were probably visiting a boyfrieadmewhere on
the island, that you'd had a reputation for slegpiith all and sundry
when he had known you at the art college, thathemi even tried it
on with him only a few nights ago. | saw red andhm. If that's
being jealous then I'm jealous. Where the hell haxebeen since the
shop closed?'

'‘Oh, how mean of Pete!' raged Rachel, all weakfuegstten in her
anger at Pete's lies. 'I've never slept around angfone. Never. I'm
not the promiscuous type. And it was he who triehiwith me a few
nights ago and when | was at college. He and Radjtés, the teacher
| once told you about, were nothing but lecherskintaup to all the
younger women students, both of them thinking thege God's gifts
to the opposite sex.' She broke off, her breatsifgsan outrage. Then
seeing he was still looking at her sceptically, sae urgently, "You
do believe me, don't you?"'

'‘Why should I?' he drawled nastily, his narroweahge sweeping her
face insolently. 'You didn't believe me when | toldu | wasn't
having an affair with Inci. Give me one reason wkfiould trust you



when you've never trusted me. And answer my quesidhere did
you go when you left the shop?'

'l went home with Morag, to the farm, to have supp#gh her and
Inci and Giles,' she replied steadily, warning bBHrghat nothing
would be gained by remonstrating with him aboutani®gance.

‘And?' he prompted her.

‘And Inci told me everything, about you and heQuthow you lent

her and her lover the flat so that they could spsorde time there.’
She paused, not looking at him any more but verghraware, as
always when he was close to her, of the fiery pastiat swirled

within him just below the cool surface. 'Inci stdves you,' she went
on in a lower tone when he didn't speak. 'And noat t've met her |

can understand why you still love her. It's a gitg felt she couldn't
marry you because of the career. But | think if ymre fire and you
asked her again she would marry you . . .

She broke off to look up quickly because, with atened curse, he
had stood up and had walked away from her intshiaelows beyond
the shaft of light from the bedside lamp.

'‘ROss?'
He came back and looked down at her, his eyes cold.

'You'd better get this clear. You've as much charfagetting me to
agree to a divorce and freeing myself from marriemegou as a
snowflake has of surviving in hell,' he said betwésut lips. 'While
you're carrying my child and there's a good poksilaf it being born
I'll not be divorcing you, and | won't allow you $eparate from me or
divorce me.'

‘How did you find out | was pregnant? | didn't wgot to know.'



'You mean you weren't going to tell me?' he rasged, eyes
beginning to blaze. "You weren't thinking of terating it, | hope?’
Sitting down on the bed again, he glared at hexatieningly and his
voice was silky with menace. 'If you dare to ... "

'‘No, no, of course I'm not,’ she said quicklyidr want you to know
because | didn't want you to think you had to stayried to me just
because you'd made me pregnant. How did you find @tho told
you?'

'‘No one told me. And | didn't know for sure untif now,' he replied
smoothly, the suspicion of a wicked grin flickeriagross his face
before it hardened again. 'I'll just say againreheill be no divorce.'

'‘But now | know that you and Inci still love onecdiner I'd rather not
continue to be your second-best wife,' she comethin

'l do not love Inci,' he said, and every syllabigped with ice. 'l lost
interest in her when she refused to marry me becaliser career. |
think my feelings for her had changed while she baen away in
Vienna but | hadn't realised it until she turnedvdomy proposal.
Your pride objects to your being a second-best,wsibeyou should be
able to put yourself in my place. My pride wontt ee play second
fiddle to a woman's career, not even to yours. ined you | had
more than my fair share of pride, too, when we finet. Remember?'

He leaned towards her again and she felt desite begtir low down
in her body.

'Yes, | do,' she whispered, not looking at him. Bagan to play with
the tassel on the end of his dressing- gown beltiwlay on the bed
between them.

‘You're my first and only wife, Rachel, and I'd yenuch like you to
stay in that position. I've done my best to show tlwat | want you.
I've taken you places, spent money on you. | letgmme to Scotland



when you wanted to and, when you refused to retume in New
York, | came over to join you, as soon as | cotddye with you. I'm
even prepared to live with you on this island whjitau fulfil your
commitment to Morag. But | can't see my way tolgin that cottage
the way it is.'

‘But you've never said . . . ' she began.

‘How many times do | have to tell you to stop mgiti he snarled
suddenly, and got to his feet. 'It's late and leiavbe up early to start
work on renovating the cottage.'

'‘And that's another thing," she interrupted quieihen he paused to
draw breath. "You had no right to take everythioga the cottage.
No right at all.’

‘Do you want me to live here with you for the sumphlae asked with
another hint of silky menace in his tone.

'Yes, | do, but ... ."

‘Then stop telling me what you think my rights arearen't and get
ready for bed. Your clothes are in your travellmags in the
cupboard and the bathroom is along the passage.

'You are . . .' she began again, and saw him Btepteningly towards
her. She slid off the bed at once, glad that sba'dieel dizzy any
more. It seemed as if confrontation with Ross hadved her. Or
perhaps it was his dynamic presence in the roos thiel knowledge
that he didn't love Inci any more that had perked up. She soon
found her clothes and, taking a nightgown and agiing-robe from
among them, she left the room to go to the bathroom

When she returned Ross was sitting up in the dtber Going over to
the wardrobe, she took off her robe and hung it up.



'Seems to me you're over-dressed,' he drawled hwmgtther walk
towards her bed.

'So are you,' she retorted, as she got into bedl y@.u once said that
having to undress me makes making love more exgcitin

‘That must have been when | was feeling less irapathan | do
now.'

He waited until she had settled her head on thewiband had
arranged the sheet and blanket over her, then hehgd off the
bedside lamp. After a while she said tentativelythbught you
wanted me.'

'l do and it's hurting like hell,' he growled. 'Bubat about you? How
many weeks pregnant are you?'

'I'm not exactly sure. About nine and a half.'

'You gave me a hell of a scare when you passedHowt.do you feel
now?"

'l feel fine. | think I must have hurried too muan,got too worked up
when | saw what had happened at the cottage. AerdRlete was so
nasty. | think it happened the night before | I8fw York," she

added.

‘What did?' His bed creaked as he turned on hes sid
‘The start of the baby. You were very loving.'

‘That was because | wanted you to come back,' pleedein a low
voice.

'You almost convinced me you loved me.'



'Only almost?' His voice was sharp and she gudssedthe sounds
that he had sat up. 'Why weren't you convinced?'

‘You've never said it to me. You've never said ppwed me.'

‘You think that words are more important than deddsn?' he
rasped.

'Yes. | do.'

'Ha.' His laugh was short and mirthless. "Then feen wasting my
time these past few months trying to show you bytragtment of
you how | feel about you.' More movement and shesged he had
lain down again, his back to her. 'OK. We'll dydur way, since
words are enough for you," he taunted. 'I'll jast lSlove you, darling,
goodnight, and you can answer in the same tritpfyemay, and then
we can both go to sleep.’

‘Saying | love you isn't trite,’ she argued.

'Sure itis. Too many people have said it to toayrather people and
haven't been sincere,' he retorted. 'lt only msansething when it's
backed by deeds, by loving behaviour. You've to&you love me
many times, but I've yet to see you back it up.'

"That isn't true. | have. I've . . . I've . . .HeéSrealised ..suddenly that
apart from letting him make love to her and havoogked a few
meals for him she hadn't done much at all for laing she stuttered to
a stop. She hadn't even trusted him.

The silence between them lengthened, became tdRaehel
acknowledged that there would be no sleep for hépaobably none
for him either, until one of them overcame the iearof pride and
made an approach to the other. Sliding out bed\v&m to him and
lifting the covers, she got into bed beside himerBhwas hardly any
room between him and the edge of the bed to lidaxably. She had



to cling on to him, her hand sliding over his waistl resting on the
smooth skin of his solar plexus beneath the pyjmtieet. She heard
him draw in his breath sharply.

'What do you want?' he said gruffly.

‘To tell you I'm sorry | didn't trust you while lag away from you. |
didn't mean it when | said | wanted a divorce.' 8h#bed the tip of
her cold nose against his back to warm it.

‘Then why did you say it?"

'l wanted to see if | could hurt you. And I did toyshow you | loved
you and would be happy to resume our marriage pite of still
suspecting you loved Inci more than me, that nigltspent at the
cottage. | couldn't have made love with you if tha still been in
love with you. Yet you went off in the morning watht telling me
where you were going, as if you didn't care anyevaiyout me.'

''d got the message that you still wanted meighity' he said drily.

'‘But | had to make sure there really was no one sl preferred to
me so | left you, while you were still sleeping,go to the shop and
have a chat with your friend Morag.'

'You went to see Morag? She didn't tell me.

Indignation made her rear up to glare down atredl@uld see of him
in the faint light that slanted in though the wimdacross which he
hadn't bothered to pull the curtains.

'‘Because | asked her not to," he said coolly. Ymdwant to watch it.
One more move like that and you're going to fatl@iuthe bed.'

‘What did Morag say to you?"



'Only that she was glad you had decided to helphbethis summer
and that she knew you had been hoping | would dortiee island to
stay with you for the summer. From her | got a ciadication that
there was no other guy in your life, not even tfaatdy type who
makes pottery.'

‘Then why didn't you stay? Why didn't you wait foe to arrive at the
shop? Or you could have gone back to the cottagedgane and tell
me what you were going to do next.’'

‘Sure | could have. But | was sore because youbsgtileved | was
carrying on an affair with Inci behind your bacldarou'd threatened
to divorce me. | knew that Inci was due in Edinlbutg give a recital
because she had told me, when | handed the kelie apartment to
her before I left for 'Frisco, so | went to Edinglrto turn in the
rented car and to buy a truck. | saw Inci, madealgeee to come and
explain to you what she'd been doing in the apartmedidn't feel
that it was my place to tell you about her havirig\er. It was her
secret, not mine. | also saw Giles and asked himatke sure she got
here if he wanted me to continue the loan to him.’

‘And he pretended he hadn't seen you at all, diiotv where you
were. Oh, just wait until | see him again tomorrow.

'l also phoned Morton," continued Ross calmly, mgmp her
outburst, ‘and told him | was taking six monthstofbe here with you
while you do your thing. He was very understanding wished me
luck, as | knew he would. Then | came back here.’

‘You've been in this country all the time!" shelakuoed furiously.
'‘Why didn't you tell me what you were going to defdye you left
me? And why didn't you let me know you were contagk?"



'l guess | wanted to you to sweat a little, behgvi'd left you for
good," he replied with a lilt of mockery. 'Calhity revenge on you for
not trusting me and for threatening to divorce me,’

'Oh, you'...you..."she spluttered.

'‘Are you speechless at last, my darling? Aren'tdsaf Use to you
any longer?' he taunted, turning slowly to face h&en, his voice
sharpening warningly when, after snatching up thewn she began
to hit him with it, he said,' Hey, look out. Yougeing to ...'

She fell out of bed and lay on the floor, all thedih knocked out of
her.

'l hope you didn't hurt yourself," Ross whispersedha knelt down
beside her. He lifted her and held her close ta Bine could hear his
heart beating strongly beneath her ear. 'You'rernyatg?' Under her
chin his fingers were gentle.

'‘No, I'm laughing. And I'm not hurt. Not a bit.' &touched his face.
Beard bristles rasped against the tips of her fsge

'l did ask for a room with a double bed but it seghey don't go in
for them. The tourists they get must be a lot dibae¢es,' he said.

His lips found hers in the darkness with the hdaminating kiss that
she had been longing for and, while he had hesahbrcy, he began
to slip the straps of her nightgown down until hexasts were bared.
As soon as his lips burned against her delicate ls&r body arched
against him and she moaned in an agony of pleakerefingers
sliding into his hair and slipping down to caressrape.

'l've been longing for you to do that,' she groaned

'‘Please do it again.'



'You know what will happen if | do." His voice wdkick with
passion. '‘Dare we risk doing it?'

'l think so.'

'‘But not here, on the floor. Nor in one of thoseroa beds,' he said,
standing up and helping her to her feet. 'We'letdle mattresses off
the beds and put them together on the floor.'

Soon they were lying entwined. He was very gentih \Wer, so

gentle that tears brimmed in her eyes as she edatisw much he
cared for her welfare and for that of the embrydar womb and,
although she could tell he was eager to possesshkekept his

passion in check until she was fully aroused aedgb#d with him to
come into her, so that together they could expeeeagain the magic
and mystery of physical union and fulfilment.

'l love . . .' she began when it was over and atedre stopped her
mouth with kisses.

‘You don't have to say it. You're beginning to ke@anshow that you
do," he mocked.

‘You didn't have to go to all the trouble of rentvg the cottage,' she
whispered, her head resting on the satin smootlofes:, stretched
taut over the bone and muscle of his shouldead going to tell you,
that morning you left before | woke up, that | wsasry | hadn't
trusted you over Inci and that | would go back witlu to New York.'

And what about the little matter of my loan to Gi?elie asked with
gentle mockery.

'I'd decided forget about that because | wantéagi@owith you again
so much,' she admitted in a low voice.



'‘Good, I'm glad that it's sometimes possible totigetugh that pride
of yours.'

'‘But | hope you still don't think | married you 8@t you would give
him the loan,' she said anxiously.

"You were so adamant about wanting to pay it backabout asking
me to cancel it that | believed you when you sad knew nothing
about it when | proposed to you. | guess | shoelkn have told him
I'd lend him the money once | had persuaded youaoy me. Then
there wouldn't have been any misunderstanding amn part. And |

had no intention of bribing you into marrying mevadnted you badly
but only on the up and up. There were to be no nnadhel deals. |
know it was a hasty marriage, but | was scareddyget away before
| could catch you. | took a gamble on love and lsape/ould pay off.

Do you believe me?'

'Yes.'
'And trust me?"

'Oh, yes. It's going to be so wonderful living withu again without
having to worry about Inci or Giles,' she said vathappy sigh as she
snuggled against him.

'l agree with you. | like living with me, too, espally when you're
around.'

And for once Rachel didn't argue with him. Warm aade in his
arms she relaxed, not wanting to spoil the intimatthe moment.
Through her own pride and' wilful behaviour she hadost
destroyed their hasty marriage. Now she could belyglad that he
was proud, too, and determined always to get hys wsaing whatever
means came to hand. If he hadn't been like that ...



It didn't bear thinking about, she decided hastig. was here, they
were together, and never, never would she let awrnanything
come between them again.



