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Would she ever find out the truth?

From the minute Prue met Josh Killane, she resdntachanner - he
acted just like a feudal overlord. Didn't he knowatvcentury this
was?

Prue was determined to avoid him. After all, histimo was
responsible for her parent's divorce and her ovimfylaestrangement
from her father.

She'd returned to England to discover for hersdtietiver her
mother's allegations about her father were rightt Bith Josh so
attractive and so threatening, perhaps she shotlave come!



CHAPTER ONE

'YOU'RE quiet," David said, but Prue was staring out at stormy
landscape, her green eyes bleak, and didn't hear They were
almost there—and she was getting cold feet. Majleesbould have
told David all about it, but that would have seerdesdioyal while her
mother was alive—and, oddly, more so since her exstlueath six
months ago.

David waved a hand in front of her face. 'Hey,yae in there?'

‘Sorry! | was thinking,' she said, smiling an agyloWhen they were
planning this trip to Europe, she had said thatvebeld like to visit
Yorkshire to see her father, and David had agreéibut asking a
string of questions. It was typical of him; he wasturious or
interested in the past. The present was all th#teneal, he said; and
that was just one of the reasons why she loved . was
easy-going and casual; he didn't brood or clingrtevances as her
mother always had.

'‘How much further?' he asked. '1 seem to have theeng for ever.’
‘Just a couple of miles away now.'

‘You're right—two miles to Hallows Cross!" said éJooking at a
signpost they were passing. 'Weird name!'

'It's a euphemism, actually!" Prue said with sudai@asement.
'It's a what?'
‘The village was originally called Gallows Cross..."

‘Don't tell me! There used to be a gallows at tlossroads!’



'Yes, but in Victorian times, people hated to bairgled about that,
so they changed the name.’

'Oh, it's that sort of place, is it?' David grimdcand she laughed.

They both spoke with an Australian lilt, althougtu®had only lived

in Australia for ten years, while David had beemlabere. His native
sun had given him golden skin to match his goldar hours on the
beach, surfing, swimming and sailing his sleekelytacht had given
him a lithe, athletic body. Prue sighed; Australeemed very far
away. She had begun to miss it as soon as theytlefid been spring
there; her favourite time of the year. They hadvad in England to

find a wet and windy autumn; on the Yorkshire hdlsd moors the
heather was purple, the gorse still yellow, althotlge bracken was
already turning russet and bronze, a colour les&l vihan the

flame-red hair which 'blew around her face in thieddrom the open
car window.

This was a landscape of contrasting colours: gentisty, blue and
grey-green distances, mysterious wooded valleyssafity rounded
hills on which grazed ambling sheep. Prue had resnsthis
countryside since she was thirteen years old,ty@as so familiar
that it hurt, like a blow over the heart. She kegtthing her breath; a
sense of uneasiness was growing stronger the ¢lomgcame to her
old home, although she couldn't pin down any soreason for
feeling anxious. It must be pure nerves. She haddea what to
expect when they did arrive.

'Penny for your thoughts,' said David, and shaedaeyes wide.
‘They're not worth it..'

'l can read your face, you know!" he said softlyitipg a hand on
hers. 'Are you wishing you hadn't come, Prue?'ilie eyes stared
down into her green ones, and she shrugged rugtuisurprised by



his intuition. They had known each other a longetend David knew
her very well. He leaned over to kiss her. 'Dormtny, it will be OK,
just relax and take things as they come.' It wasnotto for life, and
she couldn't help laughing.

He grinned back, and at that instant they came theecrest of the
hill, and almost ran smack into another car confiiag the opposite
direction. It was all so sudden that Prue hardlgvknwhat was
happening. Dazedly, she saw a red car flash by blaring, tyres
screaming.

Prue stared, open-mouth, at the startled face detma steering
wheel, a hard face from which wild, black hair bleack.

David instinctively swerved sideways. The other nhed already
shot over to the right-hand side of the road, dred tmight have
avoided an accident, but in his panic David lostitom, or perhaps
the brakes failed. Whatever the reason, still gomugh too fast, the
car smashed into a stone wall with a noise of clungpmetal and
splintering glass.

Prue had her seat-belt on; she was flung backatiultke a rag doll,
hitting first the door and then the windscreen, loerg, red hair
thrown across her face, blinding her. She endespugpwled forward
In her seat in a state of shock, and for a momeastharely conscious,
until she remembered David and sat up, white-faldeday very still
over the wheel; broken glass glittering in his haiood crawling
down the side of his face.

'‘David!" she groaned, white-faced, unbuckling heatselt with
hands that trembled, but, before she could scrami@eto him, the
door beside her was wrenched open, someone grdigyely the
waist and dragged her backwards out of the car.



Startled, Prue struggled, looking round into thengdark face of the
other driver. She had had the barest glimpse ofdsrthey passed,
but that face was burnt into her brain. She was she would never
forget it,

'‘Never mind me, I'm OK, get David out; | think hbadly hurt," she
gabbled, trying to push him away, quite uselesslgeshe took no
notice, and was too strong for her, anyway. Heditber out of the car
and carried her, kicking and protesting, to a siedtance.

'‘Put me down! | can walk; will you please get Dawid?' she yelled,
and he deposited her abruptly on the rough, heath@nk which

scratched her legs and hands. She gave a cry ofvgach he

ignored, striding back to the car. Prue watcheediy as he lifted one
of David's hands by the wrist. She knew he wasifgpkor David's

pulse, and her stomach clenched in sick anxiety.fate told her
nothing, and after a moment he let go of the hbathe didn't try to
pull David to safety. Instead, he began prowlinguad the car,
peering into the engine.

‘Never mind the car!" Prue burst out, and, stilittte dizzy began

trying to get to her feet. 'What the hell are yaind?' She was so
angry that her voice wavered, and that got heraacheng glance
from dark, impassive eyes.

'Sit down before you fall down!" he ordered, and bhstled.
'‘Why don't you get David out of there?'

'He's unconscious," he coolly said. 'And it colddlangerous to move
him until we know how badly he's injured.’

'‘But it's dangerous to leave him in the car! Wihitexplodes?'



‘There's no smell of petrol. What do you think Isndoing? | was
checking on the petrol tank; it isn't damaged,altfh the bonnet has
buckled. The engine seems OK. | can't see any ¢gat@fuel, and |
don't think..."

'‘Damn the car! What about David?' Her green eyagel in her
strained white face and his eyes narrowed, obsgruer, but his
voice was still very calm.

'His pulse seemed regular.’

'‘But he's unconscious! I'm no doctor, but | think @ught to get him
to a hospital as soon as we can—we have to gephome! Will you
stop wasting precious time, and drive to the neaetsphone box?'

'I've already rung the local hospital. An ambulasiveuld be here any
minute.'

She stared at him blankly. 'You've rung the hogpBait. . . but how?'
'l have a phone in my car,' he said casually.

That possibility hadn't occurred to her. '‘Oh! Obs yof course!' she
said on a thick sigh of relief.

'‘Now, will you please just sit and be quiet!" hentoanded, turning
around to check on David again.

She was still feeling very shaky so she obeyed hanwhole body
slack and icy with shock, but she stared at hi& baawv with dislike.
He had a very high-handed way of talking—givingesyedas if he had
a right to lay down the law to everyone! She dtikeverything
about him, yet she still couldn't help feeling $tael seen him before
somewhere, or maybe that she had heard that vefoegh A distinct



sense ofdeja vukept recurring whenever she heard those clippe
insistent go-to-blazes English tones.

Maybe he lived in the district? She could have et at any time
during her childhood, of course, but it couldn'tvéhabeen very
frequently or she would have a definite memory ah.hShe

remembered quite a few of the local people. Or wsl@s simply

remembering voices like his? Was his face famillde? green eyes
ran over him assessingly: tall, with long legs alh hips, that black
hair, a sharp- etched profile, nose long, moutid fzerd controlled.
He wasn't handsome, but he was physically compgllkle was

tough, and much too sure of himself.

That thought made her frown again. It had remindesat of
something, but just as she had almost tracked #rmaary down she
heard David stir. She looked quickly at him; hisithavas moving.

He lifted it to his head, as if in pain, then gav&int groan.

'How do you feel?' the other man asked him, bendown, and Prue
forced herself to get up. She must go to Davidsseee him. It would
be worrying for him to open his eyes after beinganscious, and see
a total stranger looking down at him.' He would wenwhat on earth
was going on!

‘What happened?' he was whispering, his voice wasle only just
heard it.

‘You were in an accident, but don't worry, you dreadly hurt.'

'‘Oh . . ." David's voice faded, then he said hdgrdeemember now
... Prue . . . where's Prue?'

'I'm here,' she said, shakily covering the shatadlice to the car, but
David had closed his eyes again by the time shéhgoe. While she



was looking down at him she heard the ambulancagaowards
them. She swayed on her feet, deathly cold suddanly the dark
man put an arm around her, holding her up.

'l told you not to move!' he said, and she eyedwith disfavour.
‘It must be nice to know you're always right!"

He smiled faintly. '‘Are you always this aggressi@ s this just the
way you cope with shock?'

The ambulance pulled up nearby and men raced tewhein. One
of them went immediately to David; the other camerdo Prue and
the other man.

‘Hello, Phil,’ he calmly said, and the ambulancergame him an
unsurprised nod, smiling in a friendly way.

‘They told us it was you who rang in, Josh! We pdsgur car back
there; it looked as if it was OK. What happened?’

‘That guy came over the hill half-way over my sade¢he road. We
both swerved, and | pulled out of it easily enougbt, a scratch on
either me or my car, but as | was driving on | delaim crash, |
reversed until | could see what had happened, tlamgmergency
services, parked and ran for help.’

‘Superman!' Prue said bitterly, and they both |ldokieher.
The ambulance driver laughed. The other man didn't.

'‘She was in the car with him,' he said coolly. tBetake a look at her,
Phil. She seems pretty shocked.’

The ambulance driver became very professional;raent later Prue
was in the ambulance, on a stretcher, covered aviitanket, and it



was only as the warmth of it got through to het #iee realised how
cold she was, how her body was shaking. They chbDgavid into the
ambulance, and she sat up on her elbow to wattlnedoad his eyes
shut and they were quickly setting up a blood ftiien. Prue bit her
lip anxiously—how badly was he hurt? They wouldr@tgiving him
blood if he hadn't lost a lot. The only injury direed noticed until then
had been the one to his head, but now she saw blobds shirt and
her heart skipped a beat.

'Is he badly hurt?' she asked one of men, andsbethingly said no,
he wasn't, but she didn't believe them, the doot, sine of the men
stayed beside David, doing something to him. Shidod see—his
back hid David from her—but she was afraid andst&éegan to run
silently down her face.

What if he died? What on earth could she say tonmsher and
father, who had always been so kind to her, eslhesiace her own
mother died? She had brought David over here togairShe had
talked him into coming up to Yorkshire when he wbplrobably
have been much happier staying in London or gousy o Paris, as
they had planned to do next week. David wouldnhére if it weren't
for her—and she would understand if his family kdanmer for this
accident! She blamed herself.

When they reached the hospital they were takerh@oGasualty
department for a while. Prue was seen briefly bgloator, who
seemed satisfied with a quick examination but wowltlanswer her
guestions about David. After about half an hour slas wheeled
away to a female ward, and put to bed.

‘Listen,’ she said to the nurse looking after mérere have they taken
David, my friend ... the man brought in with me? | want to know
what's wrong with him, | want to see him.'



'He's gone straight to theatre,’ the nurse sau,Paoe drew a sharp
breath, her eyes frightened.

The girl noticed her expression and smiled contigiyi. ‘But don't
worry, he's in good hands, and | don't think haglyinjured at all.
He's only having a pretty straightforward op. kkoaple of hours he'll
be tucked up in the ward next door—male surgicale~ahen you're
up on your feet you'll be able to see how he ig/turself!’

'How long will that be?'
The girl looked confused. 'Sorry?’
‘Before I'm back on my feet.’

Hesitantly, the nurse said, 'Well, that's not f@ tm say, it's up to Dr
Wilson, but not too long, | imagine.'

'I'm not hurt,' protested Prue. 'A few bruises ants$, that's all.’

'l wouldn't know, | just work here," the girl gried. 'Look, you've got
a visitor—can he come in now?'

‘A visitor?' Prue was suddenly flushed, and angtl erself for this
Instant reaction. It had to be that man, of couhsell the flurry of

being admitted to hospital she had forgotten alyoot, and she
wished she could go on forgetting. Why had he cokhePad been
efficient and cool-headed, and she knew she owughetgrateful to
him, but something about the man had put her bpck u

'‘Well? Shall | let him in?' the nurse demandedkiog at her with a
curious smile, and Prue pulled herself together.

'OK," she said reluctantly, and the nurse left Rene leaned back on
the pillows, watching the swing doors of the wainthy should he
come? He had known she wasn't badly hurt, and hidict have felt



responsible for the accident; his blistering comtmeon David's
driving had made that clear. He surely couldn'tehivought she
would want him to visit her! He must have realisb@ was in love
with David, even if he hadn't noticed her engagdmeqg.

Of course, he might have come out of courtesy,indriess! Prue
made a face. She was being very ungrateful, wsise? She ought to
thank him, not resent him. She owed him that muche—that
reminded her! She must make a phone call as soponssible. She
would ask her visitor to help arrange it. It hagstd her mind until
now, but she and David were expected, and if they'tdarrive . . .

Her nerves jumped as the ward door swung openit bedsn't the
dark-eyed man who walked towards her, it was a nalaér man, of
a very different type. His thick, reddish hair hadned silvery, his
weather-browned skin was lined, he had a faintpstooshoulders
that she remembered as broad and strong—but shxetkmeat once,
in spite of the ten years since they had met.

'‘Prunella,’ he said huskily, standing beside thd aed looking
awkward and unsure of himself, and his voice sesftiveer down her
spine because that, at least, hadn't altered. Sukl\wnow that voice
anywhere.

'Hello, Dad,' she whispered, stupidly holding oer lhnand as if
expecting him to shake it.

He laughed gruffly and took her hand between bobthisy sat down

suddenly on the bed and leaned forward to kisslegk. True, Prue,’
he said, his cheek against hers, and she had asysaspicion he
was almost crying. 'You look so grown-up.'

'l am grown-up,’ she said, trying to laugh, but @s much on edge.
She hadn't known how she would feel when they mgaina Her
emotions towards her father were so complex: a ceddle of anger



and pain, love and guilt, too inextricably entwintedbe unwound.
She hadn't even been sure if it was wise to comeyhether she
should leave him in the past along with all thosd shildhood
memories. She had been sure only that she wantetuto to Europe
for a visit; a holiday would help her to get oveetgrief of her
mother's death, and she felt a yearning for theldeampe of her
childhood, for those happy far-off years when etleng had seemed
so safe and unchanging.

She had had to put the trip off for a while, beesiligre was so much
to do first. She had sold the furniture, along wita house, and she
had worked out a month's notice at the office idri&y where she'd
worked. She had good friends there; she would glgo back on
her return to Australia, unless David chose to Bsewhere after
their marriage.

'l was sorry to hear about your mother. It's harlddlieve she's dead,
Jim Allardyce said.

'It's hard for me to believe it, too!" she admiitegling to merge this
tired, sad man with the father she remembered.

‘It must have been a shock for you, and you hampe all on your
own! You should have cabled me—I'd have come rgvdy.'

'l had lots of good friends to help me, and MotherHer voice cut
out as she realised that she couldn't end thaersesit nor did she
need to, surely? He must know that her mother woultcve wanted
him, of all people, at her funeral?

He flinched, as if she had struck him, and shedeilty again. She
knew nothing about his life today, except that hdriit married that
woman who had wrecked his marriage. Her mothershaéered over
that. 'Well, she wouldn't want that, would she?ylWweuld both have
been ruined,' she had said tartly. She, herself,ramarried; Harry



Grant had been a good man, Prue had liked him,handnother
should have been happy, but she had nursed herness and
resentment to the end.

'l wrote to you, but you never replied,' Jim Allgeg said. 'Oh, | don't
blame you for not answering, Prue, but | wonderedlid she let you
see my letters?"

‘Now and then,' she said; but the truth was, hetherdhad usually
suppressed them, and hadn't let her reply. Pruedasided she was
being used as a weapon against her father, bug tredt not been
much she could do about it. Her mother had beguaryof she
mentioned himsoshe had gradually let his memory fade, then aft
her mother's death she had found all those fadektbéers, hidden in
the back of a drawer, and she had been torn betwagting to see
her father again, and dreading it. Why dredge @eppiist? she had
argued with herself, but she had come.

'l didn't even recognise your writing!" her fatreerddenly said, and
she looked at him searchingly—had he felt the sameldle of
emotion when he got that letter, saying she wasragMNas he, too,
still not sure how he really felt?

'‘Well, it is a long time." She smiled shakily atthiAnd this isn't how
| planned to meet you again, either!'

He laughed at that, relaxing. 'The best laid plainsiice and men?
Maybe it's a blessing in disguise. | was feeling/weervous, waiting

at the house for you, listening for the sound cdia | was already in a
state of shock when | heard about your accident.’

'I'm sorry,' she said, liking this familiar stramgehom she had to get
to know all over again. 'lt's a pity somebody juhfiee gun. It would
have been better if | could have told you mysdifattway you
wouldn't have had such a shock. At least you woatde known |



was OK! When you arrived, | was just thinking thatught to ring
and reassure you before you started calling indiloands to search
for me on the moor!" She gave him a wavering gitven added,
‘When we first arrived, the receptionist asked orenfiy next of kin,
and | gave your name and address, so | supposéethygyu know?'

He hesitated. 'No, it wasn't the hospital,' he,dawking uneasy, and
her curiosity was aroused.

‘Then how did you hear?' she firmly persisted. Vghpuld he be
reluctant to tell her that?

‘It was Josh,' he said, his eyes sliding away, simel had a brief,
painfully vivid memory of that expression on hiséawhen he and
her mother were having one of their bitter rowsefewhen she was a
very small girl, Prue had known that her father ldalo anything to
avoid conflict. That look would come into his fadee would be
evasive, try to change the subject, escape fromoibra if he could.
He was not an aggressive or dynamic man, Jim AlteedHe was
gentle—and she had loved his gentleness—but he alss a
stubborn man with the unexpected obstinacy of teakwHe had
hated the arguments and tension, but he would ngwer in,
especially where the farm was concerned. Beforenmmher had
decided there was another woman, their rows hadyshlvegun with
the farm, the life it compelled them to live, tlemély emptiness of
the landscape in which he lived and worked so admiit which her
mother had hated. Her mother had had so many gieega she was
that sort of woman: sullen, suspicious, jealous.

But why was he looking like that now? 'Josh? sipeaged. Who on
earth was Josh? Then she remembered, her eyesingd¥vasn't
that what the ambulance driver had called the dek? 'Josh? Is that
the man David nearly drove into?' She watcheddibef's nod. 'You
know him?' Her father nodded again, and that ssegriher at first,
which was stupid, because this was a small comyueiteryone



knew everyone else. She remembered that muchealjdssip and
curiosity—it had caused some of the trouble betwesrparents.

'How is David?' asked her father. 'He's your fiana@t he?'

'Yes, | told you about him in my letter. We're ovare to look at
Europe for a few weeks—a last big fling before ve¢ married and
settle down.' Her face sobered. 'The nurses kegpgshe's going to
be fine, but you know what hospitals are like—coytd find out the
truth? They might be frank with you.'

"'l do my best," her father said gently, holdhmgy hand in a firm grip,
and she looked down, biting her lower lip. There wasnge for a
moment; she heard the grave tick of the clock am whall, an
unhurried and remorseless sound.

Prue looked up, remembering something, and blwtgd'But how
did he know who | was?'

Her father stared blankly. "What?'

‘That man, Josh—how did he know who | was? | daerttember
telling him my name or that | was coming to visiuy

After a pause, her father said flatly, 'He recogdigou.'

'‘How could he? We hadn't met before." This time faéner didn't

answer, his head bent, and Prue stared at himv&héhinking hard.
'‘Or have we?' she said slowly. 'l don't remembbaveihave.' Yet she
had had an odd, puzzling sense of familiarity, tasime, from the
first? It had confused her, disturbed her, becatsehad mistaken it
for something else. A slow, hot flush crawled up fece as she
admitted to herself what she had thought was biothpérer. Well, at

least she had been wrong about that!



'You sent me a photograph,' her father reminded\Wath your letter
saying you were coming back to England. I've gohiimy desk and
Josh saw it.'

She felt a jolt of surprise, almost of disappoinitéOh, | see.' So it
was that simple; nothing mysterious or odd or stisps, after all!

But why, in that case, had her father been so yneasreluctant to
talk about it?

‘Do you remember my office, at the farm?' Jamesrdilce had a
rueful look-in his eyes. 'Do you remember the facome to that? It
must all seem very dim and distant to you afteryesrs.’

‘Some of it,' she agreed. 'But | remember a |at, aithough | expect
my memory was selective—it usually is, isn't itPemember my
bedroom and the swing under the apple tree, andayéoft, and the
stables . . . the places | liked, in other wor8&& smiled at him. 'l
hope they aren't going to keep me in here forcog!

'| talked to the doctor before | came in here—ybawd be allowed
home tomorrow.'

Home, she thought, biting her inner lip. The woatl la poignant
ring; he used it casually but she couldn't acddptit way—the farm
was no longer her home, it hadn't been her homea fgreat many
years.

'Has it changed much?' she asked, and James Alardyghed,
shaking his head.

'l wouldn't say it had changed at all.' The thousgemed to please
him, and Prue felt a stab of satisfaction, too. Baen't sorry to hear
that the places and things she remembered hatbrécimuch, and
yet shouldn't they have changed in ten years? Evagydid; why
not the farm?



You still run sheep?'

‘The land's too acid to support anything else. \flenry soil, too; there
isn't enough grass for cows. Sheep do pretty wethe hills. Mine
are more likggoatsthan sheep; climb anywhere. We don't have tl
sort of sheep territory they have in Australia, fhocks don't roam so
far, and they're smaller.'" He hesitated, then wligtiasked, 'l don't
suppose you saw anything of sheep farming while yane in
Australia?’

She smiled ruefully. 'l worked in an office in SynI'm afraid. All |
saw of pasture land was when | once spent a stloiidhy, visiting a
friend whose father was a farmer.’

‘Well, farming is a boring subject, | suppose,'fagner said on a sigh.
'‘But I'm very interested!' she protested.

His face brightened. '‘Are you? Are you really? Yoan't just saying
that?'

'Of course not—why shouldn't | be interested? T about your
flock—how many sheep have you got?"

Jim Allardyce didn't need a second invitation. Pseéled back on
her pillows and listened, watching her father aamdembering him as
he had been the last time they met. He had chamgeelat deal; and
yet she was recognising more and more the fatherhsald known
when she was a child. They had once been very;dbsehad loved
both her parents and it had been a blinding shodket when her
mother had left, taking her too. Prue had realibed her parents
were always quarrelling, but she hadn't expectethtto separate for
good.



Her mother had blamed her father; she hadn't hiddgrsecrets from
Prue, she had wanted her to know why they wereggawsay, and
had talked endlessly, bitterly, about the breaksfiphe marriage.
Prue had been entering her teens; gawky, shy, emddrerself. The
next couple of years had been miserable for hexr hald to cope with
a new school, new friends, a new country, new holed-a mother
who had nobody else to cling to, needed constanpathy, and was
over-possessive.

Prue had been hurt and angry, too—not because dileerfhad
preferred another woman to her mother, but bedae$adn't tried to
stop her mother taking her away. Then Susan Aledyet another
man, and both their lives changed again, this fonéhe better. Prue
had been very fond of her stepfather, who had laeeice man, but
Harry Grant was more than nice—by taking the bufdrer mother
on his shoulders, he had freed Prue to live her bign She had
settled down at school, made Mends, discoveredréleelom of the
sun and sea, and pushed all thought of Englandhantiather to the
furthest comer of her memory, until the car crastwhich Harry and
her mother had been killed.

The nurse reappeared, scolding. 'Still here, Maiyce? | told you
ten minutes, and you've been here half an hourooe n©ff you go,
now! You can come and pick your daughter up tomemwrning at
ten.'

'How's her fiancé?' Jim Allardyce asked, gettingitofeet.

'‘He's doing fine,' the nurse said in just the stome she had used to
Prue. 'Now, come along, Mr Allardyce.’

'‘Anything | can get you, Prue?' he asked, lingerargd Prue shook
her head, smiling at him.



"'l see you tomorrow, then,' he said, leaving, bwasn't her father
who came next morning at ten o'clock to pick herRimpie was up and
dressed, waiting by the window, looking out ovee thindswept

moorland behind the hospital. She saw the redwae dp and park,

and stiffened incredulously. The dark head movddvibder across
the forecourt to the entrance, and her eyes foliotvéVas he here to
see her? Or was it a coincidence that he wasngsitie hospital

today?

A moment later he walked into the ward and shechtta muted stir
of curiosity among the other patients; everyoneestavhispered.

'I'm here to collect you,' he said, picking up seitcase from the end
of her bed. "Your father got caught up in an emargesome of his
ewes escaped on to the main road, and he hadrtd tkem up before
someone ran them down. As | was coming into tovaaid I'd pick
you up.'

Shegave him a tight little smile. "Thank you." Keas being kind
again, and she ought to be grateful, but why didlthvays talk to her
in that go-to-blazes voice? I've come to colleat,\te said, as if she
was a parcel, and all the time those jet-black eyesis were
wandering over her in a desultory fashion, makieg both uneasy
and furious.

‘But I'm in a hurry," he said, striding off, anduBrhad to run to keep
up with him, pausing only to wave a last goodbyethte other
patients.

In the corridor they met the ward sister, who daidkly, 'Off now,
Miss Allardyce? | expect we'll see you when youtwisur fiancé.'

'‘Could | see him now?' Prue pleaded.

'He's asleep at the moment; we don't want to wakedo we?'



‘No, of course not,' Prue sighed. 'When can | \isit, then?’

'l should let him rest today; he's under sedat©ome tomorrow
afternoon. Visiting hours are from three to fouclack.' Her pale
eyes then flicked to the man carrying Prue's ss&cand she gave
one of her rare, slightly chilly smiles.

‘Good morning, Mr Killane, nice to see you.'
He gave her a nod. 'Hello, Sister Wood.'

Prue froze on the spot; her green eyes wide araketiaKillane? He
was a Killane? Josh, she thought in a slow, stupay. Josh
Killane—of course she remembered him, not thatrsteseen him
very often. He had moved in a very different wdrlem hers, but he
had ridden over her father's land with the locaith8he remembered
him very well; he had been mesmeric with that blaak and those
dark eyes, in the drama of his red coat, buff blree@and knee-length
black leather boots. Prue had watched the hunt frembedroom
window, but she had never ridden with them. She dadny, like
most of the farmers' children in that part of therl, a shaggy
moorland pony bought cheaply at a horse auctiorbaoken for her
by her father. It was a stolid, patient, gentleatwiee, but her mother
wouldn't let her hunt, and anyway, Prue had beerdell in her
loyalties. She loved foxes, and hated the savagfdhe hunt, yet the
huntsmen on their tall, sleek horses had such glanparticularly
Josh Killane, who was a superb horseman, and yslealtling the
rest of the hunt across hedges and over fieldsgis if he was part
of the horse, arrogantly, gracefully, carelessly.

Most of the land in the valley belonged to the &ake family. They
owned several farms as well as the one they fathedselves. They
had lived at Killane House since the Napoleonic svauhen a
returning soldier bought up a great stretch of Jamdlt himself a



solid, elegantly functional house, planted a padkiad it, and started
a dynasty.

Her father was one of their tenants; he had been bo the farm
which his father had then rented, and he lovegthee. Her mother
had been a Londoner; she had hated the Killanesvhatishe called
the feudal way of life in the valley. After she mad James
Allardyce, she tried to get him to leave his fago, to Australia,
where she had a brother, but he would never ligtefirst, she had
believed him when he said he simply couldn't bearldave
Yorkshire, but gradually she had come to beliea tie had another
reason for staying in the valley, among the Kilgne

Josh Killane's mother, Lucy, had been the other amomwho had
wrecked that marriage and driven Susan AllardyceRmie away to
Australia.



CHAPTER TWO

PRUE was so engrossed that she was barely aware oingadkit of
the hospital, getting into the car, driving awagshi Killane drove
capably; Prue noticed that at last, if reluctantbyickling with
hostility. He didn't seem aware of her; his proféeor-edged, eyes
fixed. ahead. He was wearing casual, working ckathkie denims, a
blue shirt, a sheepskin jacket. He still lookedgtoand he still had
the same glamour. It wasn't just the aura of poaramoney; the man
himself was somehow compelling.

She disliked his manner, his self-assurance, hig ofatalking,
looking at her, but she had to admit that he wassomeone you
could ever overlook. His features were too maseulall angles and
very insistent. She had a vague idea that he tiek lais father in
feature, as far as she remembered Henry Killane-alalouring he
undoubtedly took after his mother. She could sexylKillane now,
If she dosed her eyes, so she did, and immedist@ynoned up the
elegant, beautiful woman who had haunted her cbddhWas she
still alive? Did she still have that sleek blackirhahe eyes of
gleaming jet, the flawless camellia skin?

'‘Why have you come back?' Josh asked abruptlysheapened her
eyes wide at the tone of his voice.

‘To see my father!

‘After ten years of silence, you suddenly rememibamn?' His voice
was dry with sarcasm and she flushed with anger.

'I'm not discussing my private life with you, Mrlkane!

'I'm sure you don't want to, but you're going teéhto . . .' He paused,
then emphasised her name, 'Miss Allardyce!



'‘Oh, no, I'm not!" Prue said through her teeth.u™xmow nothing
aboutme ...

'l know your father wrote to you for years withaydtting a single

reply!" he said bitingly. '‘Oh, I'm sure he wonprmeach you. He's too
happy to have you back home to say anything. I'ngamg to let you

get away that easily, though!'

‘This is none of your business!'

'I'm making it my business!" His voice had a harasp, but Prue
wasn't backing down, however much he glared.

‘Now, look!" she burst out, but he just raised Wmce several
decibels.

'l like and admire your father and | know how mutchurt him, all
these years, having a daughter on the other sidkeoivorld who
wouldn't even send him a Christmas card!

‘Don't you shout at me!" seethed Prue, temptedittdim with
something. 'Things are never as simple as they lmaly to an
outsider, and that's what you are, Mr Killane—atsmier! You only
know one part of the story, my father's, and I'adseto bet you don't
even know his for certain. | think you're guessatgvhat he feels.
You certainly know nothing about what was going ion my
mind—or my life, come to that—over the last tenrge&’ou don't
know what you're talking about, so until you knooyweething more
about me, will you please . . ." She drew breaghtihg with her
temper, then it got away from her and she snappedt out, Mr
Killane!'

He had slowed and was staring at her, his face Walolry snarled
passed them and that pulled his attention backhéorbad. He
accelerated again, his eyes on the cars comingrdswhem, and



didn't say anything much for a while, then he saudlly, 'You may
see me as an outsider, but | doubt if your fatheuld: 1've known
him all my life, remember; he's not just one of tamrants, he's an old
family friend."

The flush on her cheeks deepened. Was he hintitigedong affair

between her father and his mother? Or was he hiitige truth? She
had asked her mother how the Killane family fatig der mother had
laughed bitterly. They were too stupid to see whant on right

under their noses, she had said, but could thély teave been?

'Is your m . . . Are your parents still alive?' sisked him, sliding a
sideways look at him, her lashes down over herrgeses. His face
hadn't changed; she could see ho uneasiness oeraasgarin those
hard features. If he knew, wouldn't he betray rhebow?

'‘My mother is," he said. 'My father died just of@ur years ago.'

So his mother had been a widow for over four ye&rs@ frowned.
Yet Mrs Killane and her father had not got marr@tte she was
free? Was their affair over? Prue thought of thg War father had
looked yesterday: grey and a little weary, begigrnimshow his age.
He had still been a very attractive man ten yegos ihhad been easy
to believe that Mrs Killane might love him, but ntv was definitely
middle-aged; after all, he was well past fifty. Hheir feelings for
each other burnt out or faded away with time?

Of course, she couldn't ask Josh Killane any ofehguestions. She
had just told him to wait until he knew more abbet before coming
to any conclusions; the same advice applied tolhber father and
Mrs Killane were still emotionally involved, she svet likely to miss
it when she saw them together. People couldn't thide feelings.
Her green eyes were wry. Or could they? If theaid family hadn't
noticed anything going on all those years, mayteetivers were
good at hide and seek!



It was all academic now, anyway! Her mother wasdgeand it
couldn't matter to her now whether or not she heehlright in her
suspicions.

Prue's mouth tightened. It matters to me, thoughl!teought. | want
to know, for my mother's sake. | want to know i€skias imagining
things all those years, if she was just a neunsitb a suspicious
mind—or if she was cleverer than anyone else artwené. It's time |
knew the whole truth, and | owe it to her to fina,af | can.

‘There's the farm,” Josh Killane said, and she cgldnupward
automatically, without realising for a moment thahe had
remembered exactly where the farmhouse stood ohillsgle they
were climbing.

'It hasn't changed,' she said huskily.
‘Things don't, around here,' Josh Killane said wétisfaction.

For some reason that made her laugh, a little @lggand he looked
at her, narrow-eyed.

‘What's funny about that?'

'l don't know,' she muttered. 'Nothing, | suppoéall just sounded so
pleased about it!

'‘Why shouldn't | be?' he asked with faint aggressio

Prue didn't answer for a moment, her green eydsgaround the
hills and sky, the autumnal trees, the faintly gnistlley.

Her mother would have been appalled to hear thdtimgp in this
valley had changed; she had hated it here! But Waseglad to find
the landscape, the farmhouse, everything she read@e this drive
from the hospital, so deeply familiar. The worlcanged fast; events



rushed people onwards as if they were riding alwhid. While she
was making her plans to come home, she had oftemedderself to
expect changes. In ten years this part of Englanddchave been
altered beyond recognition, and she felt amazingimforted to find
that it had not.

She looked round at Josh Killane. 'As it happensrather glad too,’
she ruefully admitted. 'l was afraid | wouldn't @gaise anything, it
would all be different, and | badly wanted it to just the way |
remembered it.'

He grimaced, his dark eyes wry. 'Oh, | wouldh@pe for that—what
you've been remembering may not be what you r&akyv. We tend
to idealise what we've left behind.'

She looked at the tussocky heather, the gorsealthest leafless
thorn trees on the hillside they were climbingvéts hardly an idyllic
landscape; indeed, it was rough and forbiddingard$cape of
survival rather than one of rich fertility, such gie2 and David had
seen down south, on their way here.

Yet this countryside had its own beauty, one tocwhiner heart
instinctively responded. This was where she hast fipened her
eyes, and she saw beauty where a stranger might not

'‘Oh, | don't think I've idealised anything,' shelsamiling, and Josh
Killane smiled back at her, a spontaneous smilépfuvarmth and
charm.

‘Welcome home, then,' he said, and she felt agtriap of the heart.

They had reached the summit of the hill. Josh Kélauddenly pulled
up at the side of the road, turning towards hdf,sshiling, an arm
sliding along the back of the seat. Prue stiffeihed face uneasy, her



Intuition working overtime. He wasn't going to makeass, was he?
Did he think one smile was all it took?

'‘Why have you stopped here?' she demanded, bosk.ten

He stared for a second, then his lids half veilisddark eyes, and his
mouth curved in a crooked smile. "Why do you think?

That did it. Prue was sure she wasn't imagininghang; the silky
tone of voice or that mocking little smile. 'Wilby start this car
again, please?' she snapped, reaching for thehdwalle, ready to
leap out if he got any closer.

'Oh, not yet/he said, lazily putting out one habdf instead of
touching her face he flicked the windswept red taick from her
averted profile, so that he could see her better.

‘Keep your hands to yourself!'

‘There's no need to work yourself into a tizzy dhewled, grinning. 'l
didn't park here to make a grab at you, so yowstambreathing hard
and shaking in your shoes!

'I'm not doing either!" she said at once, furiobst he looked
smilingly unconvinced.

‘Aren't you? Then you're doing a great imitationaofemale in a
panic, and | can't think why you should. | onlymted here so that
you could see the view!'

Prue stared, open-mouthed. 'The view? Who do yowk thou're
kidding? | wasn't born yesterday.'

‘No? And | was beginning to think that could be tbaly
explanation!



She gave him a green-eyed glare. 'Aren't you funny?

He eyed her without so much amusement then. 'Missdce, I'm
beginning to feel that for some reason you dok&t ine.'

‘Whatever makes you think that?' she sweetly asked.

His mouth set hard. 'Get out of the car!" he saigduely, and she
tensed at the way he said it.

He leaned over her as he finished speaking; hiy bmached hers
briefly, but there was no provocative intention ibelithe contact. His
dark eyes when she stared into them were hostilesensual. He
opened her door and Prue almost fell out. Unstgashle turned and
walked over to the drystone wall, so typical of wedls up here in the
north of England; often built centuries ago to mayK land
boundaries or keep sheep from straying, miles ales$mf straight or
meandering grey stone walls, in summer often owsvgrwith grass
and gorse, in winter more prominent, like wintryingeacross the
barren fields. In dry weather, the walls were atylgsey, but in rain
they took on new life and shimmered, a slaty bllast She put her
hands on the roughness of the stone, felt an irsdd¢ her skin,
pressed down a soft cushion of lichen which lgféeow powder on
her finger, but she was only half aware of doingtlimg; she wasn't
even really looking at the stunning view below. S¥es brooding
angrily over what had just happened.

She might have over-reacted when he stopped thkerarwithout
warning—but he had had some fun at her expenssltandidn't like
it!

He got out of the car, too, and came up behind'tigou look over
the wall, you'll be able to see the whole valleynirone end to the
other,' he said coolly. 'It's a better view fromméhthan you'll get from



your father's farm, and | thought it might help yget your bearings
again, jog your memory a little.'

She stared down over the hillside to the valleyo&ow; running in a
misty green-grey sweep between the rounded hitis.c8uld see the
slate-roofed little market town and the hospitalitsroutskirts, from
where they had just come; the main road and lttilelike cars
moving on it, the village of Hallows Cross at tlwatf of this hill; a
spire, a huddle afrey roofs and flinty walls, the village green in the
centre by the church.

'l didn't need my memory jogged," she said. 'l Haébrgotten
anything.’

‘Except me?'

A funny little shiver ran down her spine and shegkad she had her
back to him because she wasn't sure what he negttin her face.

'l didn't really know you,' she said stiffly.

'‘Didn't you?' he murmured, and that icy shiveihleit again. What did
he mean by that?

'l don't think we so much as shook hands!" she mdipsuspecting
another of his deliberate teases.

'‘We kissed, though!" he said, but when she swungdpeyes wide
open and incredulous, he was walking towards thesaging over
his shoulder, 'We'd better get on to High Hallow$fobe your father
sends out a search party!

Prue climbed back into her seat, slamming the dooelieve her
feelings. Obviously, it was nonsense. They had m&ssed—for
heaven's sake, she had only been thirteen whdefshere, and Josh



Killane had been . . . how much older? Ten yearefeMke twelve,
she thought, eyeing him secretly. He must be #fivi now.

She decided not to argue with him, though. She begnning to
realise he was mischievous; the more she reactedntore he
provoked her. The best way of dealing with somdiieethat was to
take no notice of them. Let him play his little gesh She would
ignore him.

A half-forgotten quotation drifted through heead as they drove on
up the road. 'He only does it to annoy becausabek it teases.' She
couldn't remember where it came from, but it summ@dJosh

Killane! He was, after all, his mother's son; aratfit her own

mother always said that Lucy Killane was a bormt fand an

inveterate mischief-maker? Prue had often doubted rhother's

judgement about the other woman, not because dahiagyshe

herself remembered about Lucy Killane, but becafsehat she

knew about her mother's jealousy and capacity te. Maybe she
owed her mother an apology?

She forgot all that though as Josh slowed theaéurth in between
the open gates of High Hallows Farm. A- high, magtsye wall ran
along beside the road, hiding the house from tlesvvof casual

passers-by. Josh drove up the narrow drive betWwarks of untidy
laurel and rhododendron bushes above which stoopace

whitethorn trees, their branches creaking and nmgaim the wind.

The house appeared and disappeared as they drowdgl douse,
square-built, of greyish stone, with a slate raofyell-weathered oak
front door with a great iron ring set in it for aoatknocker,

wind-blistered white and green paint on the windoavnes, and a
look of endurance as it faced the onset of anatieter.

Josh pulled up and Prue got out of the car, statipgat the house,
remembering.



Her father appeared from around the corner of thesé. He was
wearing an old tweed jacket, his trousers tuckew imuddy
Wellingtons, an old tweed cap on his head. 'Hakahged much?' he
asked as he joined her.

'‘Not at all," she said, and couldn't stop herseihg Josh Killane a
glance, but he apparently wasn't listening. He haen got out of
the car. He still had the engine running, and ndddéner father in a
friendly way.

'I'm in a hurry, Jim. See you.'

'‘Hang on, Josh—Lynsey's here!' her father saididuly as the car
began to move again, and Josh braked, a black foragging his
brows together.

'What?'

‘Josh, don't be too tough on her," James Allardgagsoftly, standing
beside the car and lowering his voice so that Bnlg just heard
what he was saying. 'She's very young and sham@nt hard to
cope.’

‘It won't make it any easier if she keeps runniwvgyd And why come
to you?' There was a grimness to that questioasentment, which
made Prue turn away. This was obviously a verygbeynatter they
were discussing and she shouldn't be eavesdrodmihghe couldn't
help wondering—who were they talking about?

As she walked towards the oak front door she sgwl atanding on

the threshold; a girl in jeans and a T-shirt—vergiary, everyday
clothes for someone whose beauty made Prue stogtaned Was this
the girl her father was talking about? She could&'much more than
twenty, but her bone structure was so perfect ihatie had been
sixty, Prue suspected she would still be lovely.



'So there you are!' Josh muttered, grabbing theagid hustling her
towards the car.

'‘Don't push me around, Josh! the girl burst dghting him all the
way. 'lI've had enough, | can't take any more!'

‘Snap!' he said, pushing her into his car in spiiteer struggles.

‘Josh!" protested James Allardyce unhappily, try;gqtervene, but
he was ignored. Josh slammed the door on thesgiole round, got
back behind the wheel and started the engine. Aenbtater the car
shot away, making a racing noise and grinding @pgifavel on the
drive. Prue and her father stared after it in séenthen James
Allardyce sighed.

'‘Oh, dear. | didn't handle that very well, did Igrbmised Lynsey I'd
try to make him see her point of view, but | didjét the chance. Josh
can be a difficult customer.’

'‘Not can be—is,' said Prue rather blankly, for sam&son taken
aback by the way Josh Killane had acted towardstiner girl. Was
she his girlfriend? She couldn't be his wife, cosiiet? Prue hadn't
looked for a ring on the girl's finger; she hadéveéen thought of that
until now, but for some reason she hadn't pictuezh Killane as a
married man. He certainly didn't act like one! @id he? Married
men could flirt, after all, couldn't they? Some nudn't let a little
thing like marriage stop them chasing other women.

Her eyes flickered to her father, a frown crossiregy face. Her
mother had always suspected him of chasing otheneme—one of
them, at least. But had he? Prue simply didn'hg®eeas the type, but
how could she be sure?

'He can be formidable!" James Allardyce grimaced,



watching her troubled face. 'ls something wrongePriwas Josh
offhand with you? He isn't still furious over thecalent, is he? But
he can't blame you—your fiancé was driving, not!ym sorry |
couldn't pick you up myself, but...'

'l know, he explained—wandering sheep!" She wounaral through
his arm, leaning on him. 'l understood. I'd haveealtthe same in your
place.’

He looked surprised, staring down at her. 'Would?/o

'I know I'm my mother's daughter, but I'm also ygubDad—don't
forget that!" She smiled reassuringly, and he puarn around her,
hugging her.

'l won't! Now,, come and see your room. I've putiyo your old
room—I wonder if you'll remember it?'

'Of course | will. | remember everything,' she sétlowing him into
the stone hall. The floor had highly polished riéidg; there was a
fireplace big enough for a child to stand up in,vitnich she
remembered hiding. On either side of it, in alcoweere wooden
benches and above them dark oak bookshelves. 8bd #tere,
inhaling the remembered scent of lavender polisbstvax, flowers.

Her father went ahead, carrying her case up thelingp creaking
stair leading to the first floor. She followed slgywand now it was a
sound she remembered. How many times as a chilclmadain in
bed and listened for the creak of her father'sstepss on the stairs?
Farmers went to bed early, rose early—that was #tonwelse her
mother had hated about the life here.

James Allardyce put her suitcase down and Pruedsioothe
doorway, looking around her at the dark- beametinggithe neat
little bed with a pink satin quilt and a pile ofsg white pillows, the



polished oak floorboards on which home-made tufteis were
scattered, the chintz curtains sprinkled with afippéessom print. She
recognised it all; even the dressing-table fittingse the same.

‘Nothing has changed!' she said wonderingly, amdiatieer smiled at
her, then his face changed, a sadness in his smile.

‘A lot of things have changed, I'm afraid. You, fiestance—you're
all grown up, not my little girl any more . .. agdur mother ..." His
voice broke off, heurned and looked out of the window, his back 1
her. After a moment he said, 'I'm so happy to haue back here,
Prue. | don't wish your fiancé any harm, I'm suildike him very
much, but I'm not sorry to have you to myself fowlaile instead of
having to share you with him.'

He didn't wait for Prue to answer, he swung round made for the
door before she could get out a word. "Why dont taike your time
to get used to the place again? If you need nhéel'in my office.’

It was a peaceful day from then on; Prue unpackedsattled into
her old room, then went downstairs and wanderedrarohe house
and garden, revisiting her childhood and feelingpdentated—yet

quietly happy.

Her father found her sitting on the old swing unther apple tree, a
sheepdog beside her. Looking up at the sound dbbisteps, Prue
asked, 'This isn't old Bess, is it, Dad? She hakahged a hair.'

He grimaced. 'Bess died years ago, I'm afraid—shedl daughter,
Meg.'

'‘Oh, poor old Bess,' Prue said, saddened. 'Saeybl€g, are you? |
knew your mother, long ago.'



James Allardyce watched her ruffling the dog's bked white ears.
Smiling, he said, 'l came out to tell you lunch weady.'

‘You didn't cook it yourself?' Prue stood up, laakstricken. ‘'l meant
to help you, not make more work for you to do!

'1 would have had to get myself lunch, anyway. Qogkor two is no
harder.' Her father smiled at her. in fact, it'sieg because it is more
fun! Eating alone gets to be a bore.’

Prue wondered if he had been very lonely all tlyeses. Why hadn't
she written? She had just pushed him out of hednmadn't she? Did
he resent that? she wondered, following him batktime house, but
although she watched her father secretly she sasigms of either
resentment or reproach.

Next morning she rang the hospital, only to be tblat David still
couldn't have visitors. He had developed a slighef; nothing to
worry about, the ward sister reassured Prue, uduld besaferif he

was kept in isolation.

She spent the day getting to know her father hettalking around
the farm with him and renewing acquaintance witheirth
rough-pastured, hilly land and the surrounding touide, being
told about the sheep her father owned and watdhmfoodie crows
and the rooks, the magpies and hawks, all circlngund the
wandering flock, waiting their chance at them.

Her father watched the ominous skies, eyes angamh birds of
prey! Look at them up there!'

‘Let's go home, and I'll make dinner tonight!" Pcoenforted, and her
father looked self-conscious.

‘Tonight we've been invited to dinner at Killaneude!'



Prue stood very still. Who had invited them—JosHaKe, or his
mother? She felt the chill of a wintry wind blowiagross the moors,
lifting her red hair and striking through her clegh

'‘Or would you rather not go out tonight?' her fathsked.

She certainly didn't want to see Josh again; stieséan far too much
of him already. She didn't want to see Lucy Killagigher. If she saw
the two of them together, she might know how hérdafelt about

Mrs Killane and she was no longer sure she wamtédaw.

‘That's up to you. Dad,' she said huskily.

He hesitated, watching her with a frown. Was he desimg how

much she knew? He hadn't breathed a word aboutainge of the
separation between her mother and himself; diduppase she had
not been told about him and Mrs Killane? 'Well,sletee how you
feel, shall we?' he said uncertainly. 'After abuyonly came out of
hospital yesterday.'

She knew that there was nothing wrong with her—stheck of the
accident had worn off and her bruises were beggturiade already.
She didn't say as much, though. She seized orxtuse with relief.

‘An early night might be wiser,' she murmured.
‘And | just hope that my cooking won't give youigestion!'

Her father laughed. 'No mock modesty, Prue! Youth®owas a
very good cook when she chose—I'm sure she tawghtoycook!

'‘She did,' Prue admitted, sobering as they turraexk bowards the
house. She found it odd that her father mentionednhother so
often; and so unselfconsciously, almost as thoughvwgas an old
friend he hadn't seen for years, but rememberediyfoBid he often



think of her? Had he missed her when she went?haaddved her,
after all? Prue was curious, but knew she couddikithose questions.
Her parents were a mystery to her, but no morg¢hao any other
human being; everyone was mysterious in their oap.\Bhe gave a
faint sigh—she was a mystery to herself, comeadd Bhe still wasn't
sure how she felt about anything!

Her father looked at his watch. 'Look at the timémust rush. | have
a lot to do this afternoon. Prue, are you surewant to cook dinner
tonight? | don't feel right about letting you, ystill look peaky to me.
| can cook the meal, love, I'm used to doing it.'

'I'd like to!" she insisted, 'I'll take a look tlhugh the freezer and the
larder, shall I, and see what | can find?'

'‘Aye, lass,' James Allardyce said reluctantlyydti've a mind! But
after that, why don't you lie down for a coupldotirs? I'll be back as
soon as I've finished my work, and we can cooldihaer together!'

She smiled, nodding. 'OK, Dad. We'll do it togetHewill be more
fun that way.'

He went off looking very cheerful, and she lookédhe larder and
worked out what to cook for dinner, then she wepdtairs and lay
down on her bed, intending only to rest for halfhaur. Instead she
fell asleep almost at once, utterly exhausted leyday out in the
fresh, windy Yorkshire air.

A sound awoke her; a click which, even half-aslesty® recognised
as the click of her bedroom door. Someone had d¢otaeher room.

Prue surfaced drowsily, but before she opened hes ¢he door
softly closed again. The stairs creaked arid slosvigl sat up,

yawning.



'‘Dad?' she called. The creaking stopped; nobodyexesl, yet she
felt someone out there, listening, breathing guieihd her sleepiness
vanished.

'‘Dad, is that you?' she called again, but stiligheas no answer. She
began to be frightened, especially when the cregakegan again. It
was quieter this time, though; someone was movaryg earefully,
trying not to mice a sound. She felt the emptingsthe house all
around her, pressing down on her like a great welgkhat wasn't
her father, who was it, and why didn't he answer?

She swung her legs off the bed and stood up, tine@hahe back of
her neck prickling with atavistic dread.. Tiptoeitaythe door, she
suddenly pulled it open. The stairs were shadowywas late
afternoon and the autumn dusk was falling fastshet still saw the
dark shape half-way down the stairs, a man whimswated, black
shadow ran up the wall until it touched the cedikg something out
of a silent horror film.

Prue froze, staring downwards, her heart beatiffgsatingly fast.



CHAPTER THREE

THEN he turned his head to look back at her, the mew&das
shadow fled, she recognised his face and the lsqmE, but Prue did
not merely feel a wave of relief! As her fear sdlesl, rage welled up
inside her.

'What the hell do you think you're doing, creepaiput the house
like that?' she yelled, and Josh Killane swung doand began to
come back upstairs again.

'l wasn't creeping about! | was moving quietly tthall, trying not to
wake you up!

'How considerate,’ she muttered. 'A pity you alyehdd, creeping
into my room, isn'tit? And while we're on that gds, what were you
after in my bedroom?"

'l wasn't after you, anyway, so you needn't havgitaéions!' he said
drily, and she got angrier, although in the begignshe had been
more angry with herself—for imagining night-timerte's, conjuring
them out of such small things—a creak on the stashadow on a
wall. She had been an idiot and she could kickdietsut she wasn't
going to let Josh Killane make fun of her.

‘You really fancy yourself, don't you?'

'‘Me, fancy myself?' He laughed without amusemddtsay it was
the other way roundrlhis is the second time you've accused me
making a pass. Well, 1 wasn't making a pass thetiime and I'm not
now! You obviously think you're irresistible to tiepposite sex, but
I've got news for you—not to me, you're not. | casist you without
any trouble whatever.'



Prue showed him her teeth, dying to smack his fagedeciding that
she wouldn't give him the satisfaction of hittingrback—as he
undoubtedly would. He was the type.

'1 notice you still haven't told me what you weteing in my room.'
'l was looking-for your father, not you!'

Prue looked coldly incredulous. 'Looking for himnmy bedroom?’
she queried with icy sweetness.

'l called from the hall, but nobody answered, thesaw Meg lying on
the landing outside the door,' he said with angsjstence. 'And |
thought your father must be up here. | came uplaokied into the
room—and saw you on the bed, asleep, so | leftigtlyg as | could.’

Prue looked down at the dog which was still theejonger lying
down, though. Meg was standing close to her, consciof the
tension in the air, her dark eyes intent.

'l didn't know she was there! My father must hasfeher to take care
of me!' She was touched by the idea; had her fatibvee back to the
house, seen that she was asleep and decided o Heavn Meg's
protection?

'‘She's a good guard dog,' said Josh, watchingaheat hand over the
dog's black and white head. Mipked up at her enquiringly, ears
alert, as if waiting for a command.

‘Good girl," Prue murmured, patting her, but frodii@/hy didn't she
bark when you arrived, though? Isn't that what\wshe supposed to
do?'

'She's known me all her life, she knows I'm alwlagse—Dbut if you
told her to attack me, she would,' josh said widint amusement.



'‘Would she?' Prue considered the liquid eyes aodray stance of
the dog. is she trained to attack?'

‘No, but she's trained to obey, and her mastehézfto defend you, so
if she thought you needed defence against me, atiattk me.’

'‘Don't tempt me!" sighed Prue, half smiling, and g@rimace from
him.

'l thought we'd established that that was thetkasg on my mind?’

'‘Well, what a relief!" Prue said, half irritated bhys mocking voice,
'‘Don't let me keep you! You'll find my father womk}—I'm not sure
where. Take Meg with you, she'll find him."

He shook his head. 'She wouldn't come with me.'
'Oh, she doesn't like you, either? A dog with tagb¥iously!

He went on smiling, his white teeth showing. 'Shteanwvleave you
until your father says so. She's a one-man dog.’

'Bitch, to be precise!’

'Oh, let's be precise—a one-man bitch,' Josh kalling at her with
angry black eyes. 'Quite a phenomenon.'

From the kitchen, at that moment, they heard the sif a door, and
Prue said quickly, with relief, ‘My father!

Josh turned on his heel and vanished down thesstd she went
back into her room and stood by the window stamng at the

thickening dusk. Her reactions to Josh Killane wedd; whenever
she saw him she felt angry and belligerent, antwlaan't how she
ever was with other men—with David, for instancbeSvas never
aggressive with David.



Josh had a violent chemical effect on her. Shededwudieny that there
was a sexual element involved; why bother to lienéwself? She
didn't like the man, but she couldn't help beingnof him—on a
purely physical level. It wasn't attraction, sherladly told herself.

Far from it! She wasn't attracted by that overpawgemasculinity;

that was what made her want to slap him, yet sangetinside her
reacted explosively to something in him, althoudpe iadn't yet
worked out what happened to make her feel this wiagnever she
saw him,

She stood at the window, brooding, until she sast dmnd her father
come out of the house. They stood talking on tiveedbeside Josh's
red car, and Prue watched them. She would havéohael blind and
stupid not to see the affection between them, tsual trust and
friendship. Her father liked Josh Killane, evestik didn't, but then,
her father was another man, he judged Josh by défgrent
standards.

Josh drove away and Prue turned from the windowaatd into the

bathroom to freshen up before going downstairs f&ined her father
in the kitchen; the kettle singing on the stove amgs laid out on the
table. He looked round to smile at her.

'‘Had a good sleep? A pity Josh woke you up.’
it doesn't matter. I'd slept long enough.’

Jim Allardyce poured the boiling water on to the itrethe fat-bellied,
yellow earthenware pot. 'You seem to have moreucpbmyway!'

Prue's flush deepened; she was glad he had histbde. "Thank
you for leaving Meg to guard me,' she said, sittogvn at the table.
Of course, Meg hadn't barked at Josh Killane; Mag another of his
fans!



Her father joined her, covering the teapot with andiknitted
tea-cosy. 'Meg's a good watchdog, inside and out.’

He offered her a plate of small, home-made bisclity one of
these; they're very good. Betty Cain made them. \&br&s in the
house three mornings a week. You'll meet her toowafr

Prue gingerly tasted one while her father watchéery good,’ she
said, taking another, and he grinned in satisfactio

The situation was so ordinary—a family taking tea ikitchen—yet
she felt like someone trying to walk on eggshdtlsvas important
that she and her father get to know each othenalgairn to like each
other! But what should have been a gradual, everydmg had

become an uphill struggle. Was it too late for thierget to know one
another?

'‘Prue. .." he said, in an uncertain voice, glan@andper while she
poured the tea. 'About having dinner at Killane stou.’

His eyes pleaded, and Prue resented that, for ln¢hems sake.
Couldn't he spend one evening away from Lucy Kdi®©r was he
hoping that she and Mrs Killane would become fregh@lVhatever
the truth, one thing was blatantly obvious—her ¢athadly wanted
to have dinner at Killane House that evening.

‘Was that why Josh Killane was here?' she askaly.fl®id his
mother send him to make sure we were coming?’

James Allardyce looked at her, then away, a daidhfin his face.
'‘No, he was here on estate business—we're wall-mgntefore
lambing starts, and Josh was making out the romall\help out on
jobs like that; every year some walls get damageddather, both
rain and snow can make a wall collapse, not to imeie sheep! It's
a never- ending chore, like painting the Forth Beid



'So he didn't ask if we were going there for difther

Her father didn't look up. 'He mentioned it. I'bprised to let them
know, and I'd been putting it off until you woke.uple gave her
another of those pleading looks, and Prue suppmtessggh. How
could she refuse when he looked at her like that?

‘Well, if you want to go,' she said, and her fath&ce brightened.

‘You'll come? I'm sure you'd enjoy it, Prue. It'togely house, you
know—do you remember it?'

'Oh, yes," she said with faint irony as he gothup,he seemed deaf to
her tone, and suddenly in a tearing hurry to gétégphone.

"Lucy will be delighted,' he happily said. 'I'd testring her now. Josh
said he'd shot some partridges and Lucy will wakitow how many
birds she'll needo prepare.' He looked back at Prue. "You do il
partridge?'

'l can't remember ever eating them, but | like daic# quail, so |
probably like partridge; one game bird is much bkmther, isn't it?"

He made a laughing face. '1 wouldn't say that,I'nutsure you ate
partridge as a child; there are so many game bindbe estate and |
used to bring them all home. 1 don't remember yslikohg any of
them. Crab, now, you didn't like that.'

‘Seafood brings me out in a rash! she said, motred he
remembered.

He picked up the phone on the other side of theh&it. Prue drank
her tea, frowning. She still wasn't eager to faciey Killane, but she
had to meet her again some time—why not tonigh&rEtime her
father mentioned the other woman her antennae pdv®laybe her



mother hadn't exaggerated or invented anything! @&te't know
what was between her father and Lucy Killane—bw sfas sure
there was something!

She listened to her father talking. 'Lucy? Jim. /€oming! Yes.
Josh told me; Prue likes partridge, at least, wuektehe does!" His
voice was warm, intimate, casual—and that was ¢aé give-away.
He was talking to Lucy Killane the way a man tadisis wife, and
again Prue thought ... if they love each other, Wwayen't they got
married? There was no point in speculating, thosghshe slipped
upstairs to look through her wardrobe.

She hadn't brought anything very chic with her—ehl had one
really special dress, jade green, smooth-fittingdenin silky Merino

wool by one of Australia's top young designers. idlag to wear

that, she hunted out some small gold earrings dinteagold chain

which matched, a gold link bracelet watch her sty had given
her on her twenty-first birthday. She chose blaskes and black
stockings, some filmy black underwear, laid thehoat on her bed,
then went to have a bath. She wouldn't be nervéduaaing the

Killanes if she looked her best.

Prue liked to travel light, with meant jeans andrshand thin cotton
tops, all uncreasable and easy to wash. Thishasitbeen intended as
a brief one before she and David headed for Frahee down
through Spain to the sun again, or maybe to Iy hadn't made
any specific plans or booked anything. David had, slaet's free-fall,
take it as it comes!" and she had cheerfully s¥ik, let's!" and each
of them had packed the minimum. It would have keeearefree way
of travelling if Prue hadn't had her father on hend; she wished
now that she had left this trip to Yorkshire urthle end of the
holiday. David wouldn't be in a hospital bed and glouldn't be in
this bath, dreading the thought of the dinner paltyad of her!



As time ticked by, she grew more and more edgy, lzedfather
looked anxiously at her as they drove to Killanausi:

'I'm sure you'll enjoy yourself—they're very hospite.'
She dredged up a smile from somewhere. 'I'm fiag'tavorry, Dad.’

He tried to look hopeful, but merely looked nervobs/e minutes

later, they drove up a long, tree-lined drive antlgal up outside the
shabby, glorious facade of the old house; the ta&sllights shone
over it and Prue gave a gasp as she saw tiny, Islaages stream
upwards from under the roof.

'Dad! What on earth . . ..?"

James Allardyce laughed. 'Pipistrelle bats—quiteness!" he said,
and just then Josh Killane materialised out ofshadows under the
portico. He was in a dinner-jacket and had barkbws up against
the unlit stone walls.

‘This must be Count Dracula!" Prue muttered, amdadiker laughed.

'‘Poor Josh—you have got it in for him! But | mudbat he looks the
part.’

Josh came down the steps, bent down, nodded to 'Wakome to
our home," he said formally, opening her door.

She slid out with a shiver of reluctance and heagd down at her. it
Is quite chilly tonight—come in quickly, it's muckarmer in the
house now that we've installed central heatingialé a draughty old
barn when | was a boy, but it's much more comfdéetabw.'

‘Funny you should compare it to a barn!" said la¢hndr. 'Prue just
jumped out of her skin when she saw some batserp.tiHe pointed
upwards. 'Did you know there were bats under thé dosh?’



'Yes, of course. They've been there for years, doest do any harm.’
Josh looked mockingly at Prue. 'So you were scared?

'Of course not,' she said in a crisp voice. 'Jastled.'

Someone else appeared in the doorway; Prue reeagiiss Killane
at once, even though her jet hair was silveredhardslender body
had become more rounded with age. Her face seemudunlined,
her beauty as breathtaking as ever. While Pruesdtalames
Allardyce moved towards her, and she held out @han

Jim!'

‘You look very charming tonight, Lucy," he murmurieda warm

voice, holding her hand while he stared down atéed Prue felt her
own face harden, her mouth become a tight, codd Tiilmey didn't talk
to each other like old friends; it was far morenthiaat. She had felt
that she would know if they were lovers, and stk #ier mother
hadn't been crazy or neurotic; she had been rijakoag.

‘Aren't you coming in?' Josh asked coldly, andsthged, giving him
a look from under her lashes. He was watching heér @nmity; she
lifted her lashes and looked back in the same leosty.

'l suppose so.'

His frown darkened his face. 'What the hell is iegtter with you?
Are you going to be touchy al evening? Why did ymme, if you
were in one of your moods?'

'I'm not in one of my moods!' she muttered. 'l d&now what you
mean—one of my moods! What moods? You only methraeother
day, what do you know about my moods? Anyway, |'dbave
moods. I'm a very even-tempered person, normally'vé been
touchy when you're around, it's been your fault.'



He laughed furiously. 'Oh, of course, it would ligé met women
like you before. | recognise the attitude. Nothmever your fault, is
it? Someone else is always to blame—usually sonm ptmody
man!'

‘Don't you swear at me!' said Prue, teeth tight naige.

‘You call that swearing? You've led a shelteresl'lif

‘And don't sneer,' said Prue.

'For heaven's sake!' he ground out, his face redgevith fury.

‘Don't snarl, either,’ she said with a peculiaisgattion in the sight of
his temper rising.

He gave a thick, wordless exclamation and grableecim, shaking
her. 'Now listen!" he burst out, without sayinggsely what she was
to listen to!

Prue tried to look as calm as a cucumber. That Wwasw she felt, of
course; she was as angry as he was, if for diftexsasons. Deep
inside her she knew that she had deliberately guima into this
ferocious temper. She wasn't sure why, but shéobad possessed of
terrible energy and had needed to release it byrejliag with
someone—or, she thought, in a horrified admissishtp herself, by
making passionate love. Of the two alternativesegithat Josh
Killane was the only man around at the moment, rgllarg seemed
the wiser choice.

‘Get your hands off me!" She glanced past himetthor, in the hope
of rescue, but her father and Lucy Killane had shed.



Josh looked back, too, and Prue took the oppoytuwnitwrench
herself free and dart towards the doorway. He cauglwith her a
few feet from the house; spun her round to facedgain.

'‘Don't you . . ." she began, but he interrupted.
‘Will you stop giving me orders? | don't like bosggmen.'

'l don't care what you don't like!" she began, thenhands closed
over her shoulders and lifted her up until theyenv@aice to face. Prue
was startled to find herself looking into his viaiedark eyes, and for
a moment she was too breathless to speak. Jogd kiss, an angry
kiss which forced her lips back on her teeth arftbsated her. She
shut her eyes in shock, felt his mouth crushed dagainst hers
briefly, then she was back on the ground, on har wo- feet, but

reeling like a drunk.

‘And don't tell me! | know!" he said. 'l mustn'sg&iyou.'

She didn't have to answer, because while she wiag tio find the
words to tell him exactly what she thought of hirar father appeared
in the doorway and called to them,

‘Aren't you two coming in? It's cold out there,’

'‘Coming,’ Prue said in a thin voice, walking towsahdm fast, and
Josh followed more slowly. She looked around heshasentered the
high-ceilinged hall; it was unfamiliar. She mustadeen; here as a
child, but she did not recall it. Tonight, theresnaalog fire burning in
the large stone fireplace, and great bronze vdsagwmn flowers on
either side of the hearth. Lucy Killane stood byeaorgian table,
pouring drinks.



'You remember Mrs Killane, Prue,' James Allardyaid antroducing
them, and Prue held out her hand politely, withe#iart she hoped
she hid.

'Of course. Hello, Mrs Killane.'

'It's nice to see you home again, Prue,' Lucy Kédlgaid, her voice
warm as melted honey—nbut how real was the sweéness

'I'm happy to be home.' Prue's glance slid sidewaythe other
person in the hall, a girl sitting on a red veleetered chair, her eyes
on her own two hands, which were clasped arounkkhees. Prue
recognised her, too—it was the girl who had bedh her father that
morning. What had he called her?

‘Do you remember my daughter, Lynsey?' asked Ludiari€,
noticing where Prue was looking, and Prue couliglp giving Josh
a quick flick of her angry green eyes. His sistdo? his girlfriend?
What had all that been about, then, yesterday mgPhWhat had
Lynsey Killane done? He had been so angry andithkagl been so
defiant as he'd hustled her away.

'l think so," Prue said slowly, beginning to rememé much younger
girl, skinny and slight with huge eyes. Lynsey Kile had made so
little impact that Prue had forgotten about hesgdther until now.

‘You were much older," agreed Mrs Killane. ' Lyrisgyst eighteen,
now.'

'Hello,' Prue said to the other girl, and Lynsegahed, looking up.

'Hi.' She wasn't exactly unfriendly, but she maaésiar that Prue was
out of her age group, not someone who could eveorbe a close
friend, which meant that Lynsey couldn't be botdesgth her. After
giving Prue that cool look, she turned her headdtch the log fire,



her long black lashes lying against her cheek, stgpwWrue her
immaculate profile—delicate, half childlike, veigviely.

‘What can | get you to drink?' asked Josh, and &aepted a sherry,
amber-gold and very sweet.

'‘Come and sit near the fire,' said Mrs Killane. 'like sitting in the
hall; it can get too cold in winter, but at thisg of year it is perfect
with a big fire, and we have plenty of logs to hutash thins out the
timber from time to time. We replace each tree vatsapling, of
course; timber is a valuable part of our incomey lgave to manage
the forestry properly." She was talking huskilyusding a little
nervous.

‘She isn't interested in estate management. Moflesh) said drily.

'‘Oh, but | am," said Prue, not quite honestly, @oddered yet again
at her unvarying impulse to annoy him. He gaveahkok that told

her he had noticed, she needn't think he hadrdt,haendidn't like

it—or her—much! She gave him a sweet smile that boin it was

mutual—she didn't like him much, either!

Nobody else seemed to be aware of their silentangd of hostility,
although to Prue it was as obvious as a ten-fodit wa

'What a pity about your fiancé," said Lucy Killapelitely changing
the subject anyway, 'l hope he isn't too badlyrexi?’

'l hope so, too,' Prue said, on a sudden sigHymart of guilt because
she was spending more time hating Josh Killane tslae was
thinking about David. '1 should have rung his pte@md told them,’
she thought aloud, 'but 1 wanted to wait until &Wrfor certain how
he was ... | don't want them to drop everything finaver here if
David really isn't badly hurt, but on the other &aif it is serious |



know they'd never forgive me if they weren't toldn seeing him
tomorrow, and I'll ring them afterwards.’

'‘Where do they live?' Mrs Killane asked:

'Sydney; very near where we lived.' That remindeddf her mother,
she frowned and met the other woman's eyes; sangflicker of

uneasiness in those dark depths. Lucy Killane wa&ing about her
mother, too! A telepathic flash passed between tlam@ Lucy
Killane paled a little.

Prue went on flatly, "'They were good friends to mgther and me.
After she was killed, | don't know what | would lagione without
them.

'So you've known your fiancé for quite a whilejdsgsh, and she
nodded. 'A boy and girl affair!" he added drily,kimy her bristle.

‘We're hardly teenagers!
'He drives like a teenager.’

‘That's unfair; just because he had an accideatcréshed because he
wasn't looking where he was going!'

'How do you know why he crashed?'
'‘Because | saw him kissing you as he came ovdpghef that hill!"

Prue felt herself flush hotly. 'He didn't..." Biteswasn't sure if that
was the truth or not; she couldn't actually remamtideat had been
happening in the few moments before the car vesildty across the

road. The shock of the crash had wiped out evergthut a vision of

Josh Killane's angry, tightened features flashiagt phem, her own
scream of fear, David's shaken exclamation andttieermpact as the
car hit the stone wall.



‘Josh! Stop being so aggressive!" Mrs Killane saikiously,
frowning at her son, whose mouth indented as hegsgfed.

'You seem to forget, | could have been put intgphtlekmyself—or
killed! And all because this guy hadn't got his chon the road.’

'Prue is our guest!" his mother warned, lookingapqhly at Prue.
'‘Prue, I'm sorry. Josh has a terrible temper, thaic'

'I had noticed,' Prue said.

Josh opened his mouth to argue, but James Allardgathim to it,
hurriedly saying, it just occurred to me . . . lwall-mending
tomorrow morning, Josh, so as Prue needs to besrdrte the
hospital, maybe | could change my shift with soneeelse?'

‘That won't be easy,’ Josh said. 'l had a jom§tthat rota together; |
don't know who could change shifts with you. Lobtlkdrive her to
the hospital. | have to drop in there, anyway.'

'l can get a taxi,' Prue hastily said, appalleth@atvery idea of another
confrontation with Josh Killane, but nobody tookyarotice of her.

‘Why do you have to go to the hospital?' Mrs Kidasked Josh.
'l have to call in on old Jack Armsden.’
'Of course, I'd forgotten!" said his mother.

‘They had him in there for observation for a weakt, he had his
operation the day before yesterday, and the watersiang me today
to say he could have visitors now. | said I'd agallsome time
tomorrow.’

‘Poor old Jack, having a major operation at hisiage joke," said
James Allardyce.



'‘Does the hospital think he's going to be OK?' Kitane asked her
son, who shrugged, his face wry.

‘They weren't saying, but he's a tough old mahinkthe has a fair
chance of pulling through.'

'‘He has no family left," James Allardyce said, iogksombre.

'‘No,' agreed Josh flatly. That's why | must go s@é him as soon as
possible.'

'Oh, yes, you must!" Mrs Killane agreed. 'Poor nang he's always
so kind. Who's looking after his dogs? | shouldenthought of that.'

‘Don't worry, Mother, .I've seen to the dogs, dmeldanary!

‘Josh thinks of everything!" Lynsey suddenly sai@ isniping voice,
and her mother frowned at her.

‘Yes, he does—whatever is the matter with you, eyAsStop trying
to get at your brother all the time!'

'Oh, dear, so sorry,' Lynsey said, getting up dadnting up the
stairs.

‘Lynsey! Come back here!" her mother called afesr, but got no
answer, Flushed and upset, Mrs Killane looked leskll/ at Josh.

‘What are we going to do with her?'

‘She's going back to college soon, that's whaewgsing to do with
her," he said, frowning in grim irritation.

'‘Dinner's nearly ready—I'd better go and get hawrdagain!" his
mother said, but Josh shook his head.



‘Leave her up there. If she's hungry, she'll cooverd If she doesn't,
she can go without!" He looked at James Allardyifeyou get a
chance, maybe you could visit Jack Armsden, Jim?'

'Of course | will' Known him all my life, after dll

'Yes, he's worked on the estate since he was aamolyhis father
before him—we're the nearest thing to a family ge's

Prue met her father's eyes and James Allardycaiesol, 'Jack's
wife died years ago—they did have a boy once, wihey were
young, but he died when he was just a lad, | canmiember what he
died of, can you, Lucy?'

‘Wasn't it polio? It was very sudden; a tragic bass and they could
never have another child, she was one of thoseftaywomen. She
had tuberculosis—maybe that was what killed the, bog? | can't
quite remember, it was so long ago. Jack was irdriy forties, then,
and how old is he now?'

'Seventy-two,' said Josh. 'As you say, it wasalbag ago. He's been
alone for years.'

'‘Poor old man,” Prue thought aloud, shivering bgseashe
remembered how she had felt when her mother wadldind she
found herself left alone in the world. She hadeast, had David and
his family nearby, to comfort her, though. It mastve been much
worse for Jack Armsden.

'So as | have to go to the hospital,' Josh repgéditethke Prue in with
me and kill two birds with one stone,’

‘Can | come?' Lynsey Killane said from the stamsking them all
jump because they hadn't heard her coming back.



Her brother frowned blackly at her. 'I'm not takyay anywhere!

'l want to see Jack! I'm fond of him!" She didrctually stamp her
foot, but Prue got the impression' she almost det, lovely face
petulant.

‘That's a good idea!" Mrs Killane said hurriedBack's always been
fond of Lynsey, Josh, you know he has . . . whytakeé her?"

‘After the little exhibition she just put on? | ditthear any apology,
either!

'I'm sorry | lost my temper,’ Lynsey said. "There I've apologised,
will you take me tomorrow?'

'I'd love to have company on the drive, ' Prue ,saiil everyone
looked at her—Josh furiously, his mother and héreiagratefully,
Lynsey with the first sign of interest, smiling Hetle, curling, rather
feline smile.

"That's settled, then,' she said.



CHAPTER FOUR

WHEN Prue came down to breakfast next day, her fathérafready
started work, but there was a tall, raw-boned wonmathe hall,
polishing furniture and leaving a delicious scehtavender on the
air.

She looked round as Prue appeared, nodding. 'Mpriiou must be
his daughter. He's off out long since.’

Prue detected a note of disapproval in that. Haeféhad warned her
that Betty Cain was blunt and Yorkshire to her érigps, and this had
to be Betty Cain. A woman in her forties, with darown hair and a
clear, weathered skin, Betty Cain was busy, energaid not
inclined to gossip.

'I've done the kitchen, if you want to get yoursetakfast, but | must
get on!" she said, going back to her polishing, Bnge hardly got a
word out of her after that.

Josh drove up punctually; Prue got into the baecit, s#nce Lynsey
was in the front passenger seat, and they drovd ofothe way
without saying much. When they reached the hospitaky
discovered that David was in the same ward as Jaochksden,
although David was in a bed by a window at thea@ttie room, and
the old man was in a bed by the door, where a ntoskl keep a
constant eye on him. Prue watched Josh and Lynhaerg by the bed,;
the old man's face was waxy white on the pillow hadad his eyes
shut, his lids blue-veined. He looked very old @dhdand she felt a
wave of pity for him.

It was a relief to see that David looked bettentftaat! In fact, he
waved as she came towards him. Propped up by bailkags, his
head bandaged and his pyjama jacket buttoned evefages which



strapped up his ribs, he looked quite pale, toa, HiI eyes were
cheerful enough.

'Hello, darling! he said, grinning at her.

'I've been so worried about you, but you look grsak said, bending
to kiss him.

‘All the better for seeing you, my dear!" he saidai comic wolf's
growl, and she laughed, pulling up a chair so shatcould sit beside
his bed.

'l can see you're feeling better than you did tame | saw you,
anyway!'

‘You should have seen me yesterday! Strewth, | méhaught I'd
make it. I'd have made my will if | could have hée pen to sign it.’

'‘Poor David!' she said, holding his hand and smiahhim. 'I'm very
glad you weren't seriously hurt. | was dreadinging your Mum and
Dad if | had to tell them bad news.'

‘They know | crashed?' David looked rueful.

'‘Not yet. | was waiting to find out how badly yowese hurt. | didn't
want to panic them unnecessarily.’

'‘Good thinking,' he agreed fervently. 'In fact, ddoother to ring at
all. When I'm out of here, I'll send Mum and Dae thdd postcard
from Europe, and I'll tell them about the crash whgetback home.’

‘David, you can't do that!" Prue was horrified, &iedooked sullen.

'Prue, if we tell them they'll make a terrible fusgou know that!'



$he wasn't convinced, her face anxious. '‘But wheg to find out,
they'll be furious.’

'I'll talk them round!" he dismissed, which wasitgb of David, who
was always sure of himself and his ability to tvasth his friends and
his family round his little finger. 'Now, tell mébaut your Dad and
the farm'.'

Prue let him change the subject for the momentalmse she didn't
want to upset him so soon after the accident. Heagtked ill.

She gave him a slightly edited version of her nmgewith her father,
described the farm in glowing, lyrical terms, antdthim how sad
she had been to discover that her old dog hadydias ago.

‘Typical of you to be so upset about it!" he sadiling at her
lovingly.

‘You know you would be, in my shoes.' David lovad dwn dog
back at home in Sydney. '"You'd go spare if youhngohe and found
that Dodger had died while you were away!

‘True," he admitted ruefully. 'He's a stupid oldIfdout dogs do get to
you, don't they? Cats | can take or leave, but uld/aniss old
Dodger.'

‘And your mother would cry her eyes out,’ Prue .s&tthough |

think she loves Dodger because he's your dog.'galve him a
coaxing, smiling look. 'David, | really think | obgto ring her! She
might be hurt if we didn't tell them about the aegrit until weeks
later. They would feel shut out, excluded.’

‘They'll forgive me!" he said with utter convictioand she sighed
uneasily.



'I'm not so sure they'll forgive me!' His motherwia certainly think
that she should have got in touch with them; sheladvblame Prue,
not her own son, and she would be quite rightugha to tell them,
David! They have a right to know.'

His mouth turned down and his face took on thatysldok again.
‘Don't nag me, Pruel’

'I'm not nagging, | just think . . .’

‘They're my parents, not yours, for heaven's sake!'

She bit her lip. 'l know, but . . .’

'I'm a big boy now, | don't want them rushing olere. Mum will cry

over me, and Dad's going to blame me for the creig’s always
saying I'm a rotten driver, you know that. He newvests me with his
bloody car. When he hears there was a crash,thi@k it was my

fault, sure as hell. If they fly over here, theyiint me to go home
right away, but I've come a long way round the dad see Europe
and, accident or no accident, I'm not going honté Lve seen it.'

'‘But, David ... ' she began, and he interruptedHisivoice very loud.
‘Will you stop whingeing? Just do what | say, OK?'

He was flushed, his eyes too bright. Prue stareginaf suddenly
seeing that he really wasn't very well yet; he wabkaving like a
petulant little brat, and that wasn't like Davidadit She should be
humouring him—not arguing with him and upsettingpfaill the time.

Their quarrel had attracted the attention of thesain charge of the
ward. She came over to the bed, eyed David withrodepsional
blankness, then looked reprovingly at Prue.



'l think perhaps you had better go now. Mr Henlgystill under
sedation, and he really ought to get some more rest

I'm not that crook. Nurse!'" David said, at oncesiseng any
suggestion that he might be ill.

'l don't think you're the best judge of that, Mrritég!" the nurse
merely said, her lips thinning.

David made a face at Prue, who got up, under thesetsu
disapproving eyes; feeling gawky and sheepishhasusually had
when she was a teenager, all long legs and urgatiair, confronted
by hostile, critical adults.

David's mouth had a weary droop. Prue bent toikiksit he turned
his head away at the last moment, and she kissathbek, knowing
he had moved deliberately, he was still cross ivith

'I'm sorry,' she whispered, close to his ear. ‘hwong your parents,
don't be cross, darling. Love you.'

The waiting nurse coughed meaningfully; one neaclkblshoe
tapping as she consulted the watch pinned to hhenap

'‘Come tomorrow,' David said, relenting enough tdlesnso Prue

turned and walked away down the ward:-She pausdkeaswing

doors to blow him a kiss, but he was leaning bagekrest his pillows,

his eyes closed, the flush still high on his che€&kgling very guilty,

Prue walked back through the hospital todaepark, to wait for Josh
Killane and his sister, whom she had noticed stiting beside the
old man's bed. Prue hadn't actually looked in tdeection, she had
merely observed them out of the corner of her ey didn't seem
to be talking; she didn't hear voices from the bhad the old man
appeared to be sleeping, so she imagined it wantltherlong before
they joined her.



The car was locked, so she walked around the gam@#inining the
car park. Autumn winds had strewn the wet gradis ledves; bronze,
russet, and gold, a few spectral, like grey lacetced over a fan of
fine bones, all colour bleached out of them byrdie. Prue walked
through them, enjoying their rustle, kicking them and watching
them fly.

She was thinking about David as she walked, wolnietis unusual
mood. The accident had been a bad shock; he hiaoldasl, a lot of

it, he had had an operation, he had broken ribsdrehd injury—she
should have realised how much all that would hdfexted him, but

she had been stupid. She had been insensitive hwith arid she

could kick herself. Why on earth did you argue witm? she asked
herself fiercely.

She shouldn't have been surprised by David's mrati the idea of
his parents being told about the accident. He Idvwedparents, of
course, and she knew how much they loved him. Wheynheard the
news, they would have flown over here, and theyld/bave wanted
David to go back to Australia with them.

He was right about something else! His father waudioubtedly

have guessed that the accident was David's faulwdidd be right,

too, wouldrt he? David had been driving carelessly; it waee luck

that neither of them had been killedWell, luck and the
quick-wittedness of Josh Killanéle could so easiljnave smashed
straight into their car, but he had veered awayhout crashing.
David hadn't reacted fast enough; he had drivem ta into that

wall.

This wasn't the first accident foe had had, eitaerhis father would
have reminded him. He had soaped a wing here, dlenteumper
there, but none of his other accidents had beeouseor even very
expensive on the garage bills. All the same, Hisefawould have a
few things to say about this crash—and David hatsdg criticised



or blamed. He was a sunny character, but onlysg & things went
well; he liked to skate over life's surface, having and enjoying
himself, laid-back and casual, a little lazy, aetuctant to accept
responsibility even for himself. He wanted to limehe sun—he ran
from bad weather.

David's idea of a marvellous life was to laze om bleach all day; a
little swim or a ride on the surf, then a littlerbacue with their mates,
some partying and a few tubes of Fosters and maldep in a

hammock on the terrace in the warm night air. Frad always

thought it sounded a good life, too.

She and David had had the odd argument in thebopgdike his other
accidents, their arguments had never- been sasrausant anything,
and she wished she hadn't argued with him todayvdsm't himself,
she should have left the subject until he wasydmdtter.

The grate of feet on gravel made her turn her head.

Josh was walking towards her, dark hair windblovean body
moving gracefully in the old tweed jacket and gfleynel trousers.
He was alone, and she looked past him towardsahéat there was
no sign of Lynsey in it.

‘That was a short visit,' he said drily, and shetkd, at once ready to
take umbrage.

'‘David isn't very well yet—the ward sister thougrghouldn't stay
long.'

‘Why are you so defensive?'

'I'm not!" She wasn't defensive, she was irritatéglwas commenting
on her private life again. Why couldn't he mind bisn business?



‘Where's your sister?' she asked, to change thecsutather than
because she cared.

'Visiting your fiancé,’ he drawled, and Prue stasgdhim. 'She
noticed you hadn't brought him any flowers, so sfent to the
hospital shop and bought him some."’

He seemed to find it amusing; Prue didn't. '"Howttdful of her,'
she said through her teeth. His sister had somieisofnterfering
tendencies, did she? Prue hadn't forgotten to bayidDflowers; it
simply hadn't occurred to her to take him any. Blacke he would
have felt a fool if she was seen giving him a buatfiowers. His
mates would have teased him about it. Prue wondehed he had
said when an unknown girl came up to him, gave dibouquet and
chatted him up.

Of course, Lynsey was very young and beautiful.i®ayould have
been flattered by her attention; it might have Ipimd back into his
usual cheerful, easy-going temper.

‘You resent it," Josh thought aloud, watching her.
‘No, I'm grateful to her,' Prue said.

'‘Hmm,' he said, unconvinced, then eyed her thoutifntfl rather got
the idea you were having a row with him. Anythingbng?'

He was too observant, thought Prue, fighting td Iblank. '‘Nothing
Is wrong,' she insisted.

'Hmm,' he said again, maddeningly.

Lynsey came sauntering out of the hospital entramsiethen. She
joined them, tilting her chin defiantly at Prue.

'l told her you had taken her fiancé some flowdissh said.



'l hope you didn't mind," Lynsey said in an offhavmice which
clearly conveyed that she didn't care whether Rnneled or not.

‘It was very kind of you, thank you," said Pruee idn't too well yet,
and I'm sure your flowers cheered him up.'

'He seemed to like them," Lynsey said, slidingdiender body into
the back seat of the car, and managing to implyRhae should have
thought of taking David flowers, which so annoyeddthat before
she knew what was happening she found herseleifrtmt seat next
to Josh.

As they drove off, Lynsey leaned forward and saichér brother,
‘Drop me off at the village, will you? | want tollcia on an old pal.'

'Who?' he asked, driving steadily, his eyes ormrrdlael.
'‘Don't be nosy, Josh!' Lynsey snapped.

Prue eyed him blandly out of the comer of her &gsh sensed as
much and turned his head to look at her, his mbatQ. ,

'Why can't you say who you're meeting?' he stiisted to Lynsey.
'Oh, Caroline, if you absolutely must know!

'‘Why all the secrecy about meeting Caroline?' imeadt@led, and Prue
watched Lynsey in the wing mirror, wondering ifwts really this
Caroline she was meeting, or if she had rapidlgimed that story to
placate her brother?

'‘Why do | always have to tell you everything I'mity??’' Lynsey
muttered.

He made an impatient face. 'Oh, well! Don't be b#ek, then!



‘Nag, nag, nag.'

"You know Mother will start worrying if you're ofior hours, and we
don't know where you are!’

A heavy sigh was all the answer he got, and headirosilence for ten
minutes. When they entered the village at the hefthe valley,
Lynsey said quickly, 'Drop me at the post officepuid you? |
promised David I'd buy him a postcard of the viddg

Prue gave her a startled look. David? Lynsey usech&me pretty
casually, considering they had only met for thstfirme today, and
just for five minutes too! Had he really asked Lgydo buy him a
postcard? Or had she offered to? Lynsey ignored demingly
unaware of her frowning scrutiny.

Josh stopped the car and Lynsey got out, slamriagidor behind
her. As they drove on, Prue glanced back and sawsdygoing into
the post office. The Killanes were an interferirgnily! What did
Lynsey think she was doing, chatting David up, rigkinim flowers,
buying things for him? Prue felt guilty because sheuld have
thought of asking David if he needed anything iagtef quarrelling
with him over his parents, and guilt made her angtiz Lynsey for
having the cheek to do what Prue should have done.

'Is your sister in training to be a social worket® asked Josh coldly.
‘Miaow;' he said, grinning, but she decided to rgrihat.
‘When exactly does she go back to her college?’

'‘Oh, soon, don't worry.' He seemed to find all tlesy amusing; Prue
didn't.



'l am not worrying,' she said with dignity, and lae@ghed, which
somewhat spoiled the effect.

'Oh, no?'
'No!' she insisted.

'‘Sure you aren't jealous because she's taking teresh in your
fiancé?'

'She's just a kid," Prue dismissed. 'Does she @®tncrushes on
people? | know some teenagers do.'

'‘Would you call her a teenager?'
‘She's eighteen, what else could you call her?’

He turned in through the gates of the farm, comsigeéhat question.
‘Well, I'd have said Lynsey was a young woman—dbgally of age

and could get married, drive a car or fight for beuntry, so | don't
think I'd call her a teenager.' He pulled up owside house and
turned in his seat to face Prue, his face quizzitake no notice of
her. She's romantic by nature. Your fiancé's nak-lbaking, he's

lying helpless in a hospital bed and he's far afn@y has home and
family—that makes him irresistible to a girl likeyraister! '

Prue listened and watched him, for view of him kneg up and
reforming in a dizzying fashion. Sometimes she wikshe had a gun
to shoot him with, yet sometimes, as now, he wastlgeand
thoughtful and kind. The Killlanes were a puzzlifgntly; an
enigma.

He gave her a crooked little smile, one eyebrowtsig upwards.
‘What's on your mind now?"'



'Sorry?' She started, looking into his jet-black®wand seeing little
golden flecks around the pupil which she had neweticed
before—had they been there? or was it the refleatiothe autumn
sun she was seeing?

'You were staring at me in an odd way," he saitysdboking deep
into her green eyes, his face very close.

'l was thinking," she said in some confusion, fegehot colour wash
upwards to her hairline.

‘Your eyes are the brightest green I've ever seammured, a hand
lazily reaching out to touch her flushed cheek.

She jumped back from that contact, looking away.

‘Thanks for the lift, I'd better find my fatheriesmuttered, grabbing
for the door handle and opening the car.

Josh didn't argue; he swung round in his own sedtgat out, too,
facing her across the top of the car. "Yeun't find him in the house.
He'll have left the key under a flowerpot on thiehken window-sill,

though, so you can get in easily enough. I'll slyow.'

'Where has Dad gone?' she asked, frowning as shedto keep up
with his stride.

'He's up on Windacre Hill, mending walls.'

'Oh, of course, I'd forgotten! Stupid of me, | ddmow how | came to
forget that.'

Josh gave her a wry look. 'Something else on yond® The softly
murmured words had an insinuating quality which enBdue uneasy.
They reached the back of the house, and Josh pigkedflowerpot
on the window-sill and retrieved the key lying ther



‘Thank you,' Prue said stiffly, reaching for it{ e was already at the
back door, fitting the key into the lock. 'l can mage now,' she

insisted, but he took no notice, pushing the dpancand waving her
into the house. She didn't quite like to slam tberdn his face, so he
followed her inside, closing the outer door behimoh, and Prue's

nerves leapt violently.

'‘Well, thank you,' she said, not wishing to be rtalbim when he had
taken so much trouble to be helpful, yet ratheyedmput being alone
with him again in the empty house. Whenever theyewaone
together, she felt this strange sensation: a nexatiheat and rage she
didn't understand. She could not reason herselbfatitthe chemical
reaction was explosive, she felt it happening dr now, an
energy which built up until the pressure of it hadible force. She
had never known anything like it before and itulibed her.

'‘He won't be back until it's dark,' Josh said ggdbhtally unaware of
what she felt, thank heavens.

That's OK, it doesn't matter, I'll be all rightjesmuttered, avoiding
his much too observant eyes.

'‘Why not come home with me and have tea with myhex&t
She shook her head. 'Thank you, but...'
‘She'd be very glad to see you!

'l really must do some washing and ironing,' Praie,sa chilliness
creeping into her voice at the very mention of Miiane.

He watched her, a black frown drawing his browsetbgr. 'What
have you got against my mother?’



The attack was abrupt and unexpected, and heriéges wide and
startled.

'‘Wh-why . . . what makes you think I. . .'

"Your face changes every time she's mentioned.dddlyink you can
hide dislike? You can't, you know—not if it's stgp@nough, and you
really don't like my mother, do you?'

Prue was as pale now as she had been flushed. ddo't—and I'm
sure you know why!" she snapped.

‘You tell me," he said quietly, the lines of hisddaut and angular.

‘Don't pretend you don't know all about it! You'rat stupid, and if a
stranger like me can see it so clearly, then yostrhave noticed it
years ago!

‘What are we talking about? What can you see solgi2

She took a fierce breath, trembling with anger.utymother—and
my father!'

‘Ah,' he said, his eyes black ice.

'l know about them! My mother told me the wholergt@nd when |
saw them together, after | got here, | knew shetbladme the truth,
and you must know all about it, too. You couldtthat blind!'

He stood there, looming above her, staring dowmiencing scrutiny
as if he looked right through her eyes into heyvemnd, and did not
like what he saw. He might know the truth aboutrhisther's long
love-affair with James Allardyce, but he did né&elito have it talked
about. He preferred to shut his eyes to it, no taghis father must
have done for years. But perhaps his father hiadaivn? As a child,
she had often seen the Killanes together, and tletdeen a warm,



affectionate feeling between them, which had paldity struck her
because it was so different from the way thingsensgtween her
own parents.

She had been too young then to know anything ofrtbee intimate
side of love; she wouldn't have recognised phystaaction if she
had seen it, she had no idea what sort of lovethad been between
Josh's parents, but she did know one thing—theycheetl for each
other, they had been happy together, so perhapsyHéllane had
never guessed what was going on between his wifk James
Allardyce?

Josh suddenly swung round and picked up the kéttlieg it from
the tap.

‘What are you doing?' Prue asked, taken aback.

'‘Making some tea.' He put the kettle on the stoitkowt looking at
her, and she scowled at him.

'I'd rather you left now, please!'

'l have a few things | want to say to you, firsg'bit out. ‘And | need
a cup of strong tea before | say them." He fourgl pellow,

earthenware mugs hanging on a line of hooks, op#reeftidge and
found milk, dug out some teaspoons, while Prue mettchim,

seething.

'l like the way you make yourself at home in myh&ats house!
Josh ignored her, spooning tea into the teapot.

'l suppose just because your family own the landtyink you own
all the people who work on it, too!" she threw alygat him.



He spun round, then, blazing with fury; she got fieding he was
going to hit her and stumbled backwards, which madebare his
teeth in a mimicry of a smile.

‘Yes, | ought to slap you! You can think yourseitky | have more
self-control than you do, or | would! Now, just slwp while | finish
making this tea.'

'‘Don't you shout at me!" Her brief flash of feaeovPrue was in a
belligerent mood again, but so was Josh.

'Sit down!" he bellowed, and something about thg v looked at
her made Prue obey. He made the tea and stirrepotih¢hen she
watched him pour the tea. What did he have to salietr? she
wondered, scowling. Or could she guess!

'l suppose you'd like me to pretend not to knowuabeeir affair?’ she
broke out as he turned, a mug in each hand. "daatlf worry, | won't
say anything—I haven't mentioned it to my fathed bwouldn't have
said anything to you if you hadn't made me!

‘You don't have to say anything! You have otherswafygetting your
point across!" He handed her a mug in a very umguracfashion,
shoving it into her hands so that she almost drdgp# don't like the
way you watch my mother, or the look in your eyesrg time you
see her look at your father.'

'Sorry!" she snapped. 'l have my reasons—but It dopect you to

understand! It wasn't you and your mother who wilmeen away

from home—it was me and mine! If I' m bitter, ®ecause | had to
live with an embittered woman for years. All shiked about was
what your mother had done to her. God forgive rhénees | was so
sick of listening that | started blaming her! | tight she was a
neurotic who'd invented it all. But she hadn't madep, had she? It
was all true.’



Josh leaned on the wall, facing her, nursing hig tetween both
hands, his angry, dark eyes fixed on her.

'Is that why you came back?' he asked slowly. tNakee your father
again—>but to find out how much truth there was aurymother's
stories?'

Prue shrugged. 'l came for lots of reasons! | watdesee my father
again, and | wanted to see Yorkshire and the farartlae village, and
everything | remembered, but | wanted to find ¢t truth, too.’

‘Sure you didn't want to cause the maximum amotiglammage to
everyone who'd hurt your mother?' Josh asked eus&ra voice, and
she shook her head, her face resentful.

'l don't think like that! You may be cold-bloodedioeigh to go
looking for revenge, but I'm not.’

'Oh, | wouldn't dream of suggesting you're coldeoled,’ he said
drily, and smiled in a way that made. Prue une8hg. was afraid of
saying the wrong thing, so she silently gave himostile stare. After
waiting a moment, Josh added softly, 'Althoughraftatching you
with your fiancé today, | did wonder!'

That hit her where she was vulnerable! Ever sinoe keft the
hospital, she had been feeling quarrelling with iDavhile he wasiill.
She blazed up, glaring at Josh. 'What do you mgdhdi?"

‘Do you sleep with him?' he enquired in an apparexasual voice,
and she turned scarlet, because he had unerrogthéd on another
painful question. David had wanted to make loveéomonths ago,
but, perhaps because of the disaster love hadtbden parents, she
hadn't felt she could yet give herself, she wagsaity for that final
commitment and, although he had sighed, David had &e
understood.



Josh's eyes glittered with a disturbing triumphhaswatched her
betraying expression. 'So you don't! | suspectedussh.'

‘Mind your own business!" she snarled, hating hinow-lon earth had
he guessed?

‘Does he know?' Josh drawled, perplexing her.
'‘Know?' she stammered, bewildered by the question.

‘That your mother locked you up in deep freeze yego and you
don't know the first thing about loving anyone?’

She threw the tea at him on impulse; she hadehddd to do it, she
just hurled the mug, and Josh Killane must have dwmtl reflexes
because he ducked before the scalding hot teagddin. He didn't

escape entirely, though; Prue's aim was better ghenhad ever
suspected. Swearing furiously, Josh looked dowhistshirt and

jacket—both tea- stained.

Prue wasn't surprised by the language, she had ease. She was
afraid of Josh in a temper, though. He was frigimgrnwvhen he
looked like that, and she was alarmed enough tb ghe hadn't done
it.

'You crazy little bitch!" he called her, reachirg her with violent
hands, and she fled, hearing him right behind &ed, catching up
fast. She slammed the kitchen door behind her aarthged to get to
the stairs before he got the door open again, wipsle her a slight
lead in their race, but he still caught up with barthe landing. By
then, Prue was in a feverish state; half fear, dpailf.

She should have apologised, but as his powerfuldgnabbed her
she panicked and hit him, and this time she digheonwith his face.



The dramatic sound of the slap was probably wdrae the actual
impact, but both of them were taken aback.

Josh swore some more, the livid mark of her finggasding out on
his darkly flushed skin. His hands fastened omrests, yanked her
arms down by her sides, and slammed her up aghieswall. He

held her there with his body; she felt the leangheithe muscles
backing up his insistence. The breath was almastked out of her;
she had to fight for breath before she could geta out.

'‘Get your damned hands off me!' she raged, andragsid back.

'You don't chuck a mug of hot tea over me and getyascot-free, so
don't think it!"

Prue swallowed, her head swimming and a sick ter@i@mping her
stomach. She couldn't free herself and she coudtémit the enforced
contact;the last thing she wanted was a sensual awarenesmof |
but how could she be unaware of his body whenuithed hers so
intimately? She might ignore what he said; she &¢odver ignore
what he was doing. When he breathed she feltetasinost heard the
beating of his heart; his face was inches away,thgh pushed
against her own.

‘All right,' she muttered, eyes restlessly evadimg pressure of his
angry stare, 'I'm sorry! There, will that do? Le¢ go!'

'Is that supposed to be an apology? Why the hellydu throw that
tea over me, anyway?'

'l lost my temper!'

'‘Oh, it's OK to throw things at someone when youb& your
temper, is it?' he sarcastically drawled, blackaAmd.



‘You insulted me,' she said, feeling childish.
'l told you the truth; it was time you faced it.'
'It wasn't the truth!'

'‘Oh, yes, it was! Your mother was a neurotic arelssitewed you up,
too. You're more worked up over what happened yeg to
someone else than you are over this guy you'reosggjoto love!'

'Don't be ridiculous, | ...

‘You ignored your father after your mother took ywwuAustralia!
You didn't answer his letters, although you mustehienown from
them that he loved and missed you, and you didmtechere now
because you wanted to tell him you were sorryo @et to know him
again. Why did you come? | wonder if you didn't @aoubts about
your mother, at last. Did you come to find out wiegtshe was a
much wronged woman—or a hysterical neurotic?'

'In some ways, maybe she was!" Prue muttered,dhhim. '‘But that
doesn't mean she wasn't right about your mothernaypdather. |
don't suppose you like admitting it, but they'redis and have been
for years. That's what pushed my mother over tlyge eBomething
made her the way she was!'

'‘And in her turn, she made you the way you aredh&aid, and she
looked up at him angrily, then froze as she redlis@wv close his face
was, so close that she could read every fine gmery pore in his
skin, the shadows along his jaw where he needstdwe, the firm
moulding of his mouth, the veining on his lids, tilaeck brows and
eyelashes.

'l love David!" she said unsteadily, as though Bntioning David's
name she could erect a wall between herself arld Jos



His mouth silenced the words; she saw it comingrdtswards her
and she could have turned away, but a terrifyinglgnse need
consumed her. It wasn't desire or passion, it wasl@mental drive
like the force that feeds the wind or the tide. $f&t his mouth
angrily, and they kissed like enemies; fightingt meaking love,

again and again, their bodies clamped togetheririahcombat. He
was no longer holding her wrists, and she coulclgot away if she
had tried. She didn't try; she had hold of him,leards attacking him,
her nails sinking into his throat, clutching hisirhayripping his

shoulders, her eyes shut and her body shakind,tbatburning heat
went out of her and she pulled her head back.

'‘No!" she said in a thick voice, feeling sick. '@way! Just go away,
for God's sake!'

Josh let go of her without argument, and beforedudd say anything
Prue dived past him and ran into her bedroom, slagithe door and
locking it. She leaned there, trembling, hatingskdr She loved
David, she had loved him for years; she couldnit teamarry him,
There had never been an instant's doubt about heviel, and there
wasn't now. What in heaven's name was wrong witd Bae hated
Josh Killane as much as she loved David—why, oly, \whad she let
him make love to her?

It had happened too suddenly, and yet at the sanee if she was
honest, she knew it hadn't been any surprise. 8tddit it coming
ever since they first met. She couldn't put a ntomig but it had been
threatening her on the shadowy outskirts of hescimusness, like a
coming hurricane you couldn't see or feel yet, which all your
instincts told you was coming. She shouldn't havé kake her over,
though, she should have fought it; why hadn't slglht it?

Cold tears dripped through her closed lids; shedkheir salt on her
lips and her whole body seemed cold, too. Shesfedtwould never
be warm or happy again. Depression centred onkeesaldark cloud.



She saw David's face inside her head; she had hageany other
boyfriend. David was her first and only one; shedHdways been
totally faithful.. . until now!

What would David think if he ever found out? Hotwea of shame
swept over her at the very idea of him knowingwdeild be so hurt.
What could she ever say to him, how on earth cstlel explain
something so tawdry and unforgivable?

Of course, there were excuses ... she came upthetim grimly,
knowing none of them excuse anything. She was ypisble missed
David, she was on edge because she was back hothe fost time
In years, she was still upset over her mother'thgdehe was disturbed
because of the affair between her. father andsastther.

Oh, yes, there were excuses—but she dismissed dheam feeble.
She was disgusted with herself for acting like soseg-starved
adolescent, especially as she didn't even likeniue!

She heard the sound of Josh's car driving awaywatida sigh of
relief she walked rather unsteadily to the windowvatch him vanish
down the drive. At least he had gone, she couikrety to make her
way back to some pretence of normality before a#refr got home.
She went into the bathroom, stripped, showerethiost cold water,
obsessively scrubbing her body from her hair dowhdr feet, and
towelling herself angrily. She had needed to cleamsrself of the
heat, the sweat, left after those moments in Jashis. She would
never rid herself of the shame of feeling that way.

She put on clean clothes: an immaculate, tailoréitewshirt, a
chunky black woollen cardigan, a pair of black dembelted tightly
at the waist—an outfit which made her look capabtber than sexy
and gave her a safer feeling. After she had blaeddner hair, she
gathered up all the clothes she had taken off aart Wownstairs to
put them straight into the washing machine in tilgyuroom leading



off the kitchen. She didn't stop to ask herself whg felt shenust
wash them at once; she didask herself why she had deliberatel
not put on any more makeup or why she was dresstdswch
neutral neatness. She just threw her clothesetevashing machine
and started the process, then went into the kitemehemptied the
teapot, washed it up, washed up the cups, the spdba milk
jug—everything Josh had touched or used. Her moutsrigad an
obsessive intensity; she was pale and her featwepsrigid.

She made herself a cup of instant coffee in a ngayvand then she sat
down and listened to the silence all around hesljrfg very alone,
and wishing her father would come home.

Josh Killane shouldn't have said she didn't camutaber father; it
wasn't true, he didn't understand. How could sh@a@x to anyone
the complexities of betrayal and loyalty the sbétween her parents
had set up in her mind? If she loved her fathex veas disloyal to her
mother—if she betrayed her mother, she hurt heasealfell as him.

She had come back here to find out how she fefedolve a painful
situation, uncover the reality of a nightmare shd hved with for
years . . . but had she only made things worsedmirgy back?
Should she have stayed away for ever?



CHAPTER FIVE

HER father drove her to see David next day, and Pragenelieved to
find him looking much better. He was looking moheerful, too, and
when she stammered out an apology for their quéneelprevious
day, he shook his head at her, making a wry face.

'‘No! It was as much my fault as yours. | was fegbo rotten, it made
me touchy. | think it's these damn pills they'vé me on; you should
see them, big as horse pills and twice as nastyyan know how |

hate taking any sort of medicine. | hate beingcitine to that! | feel
damn stupid stuck in this bed when | should bera great time
with you, and most of all, | hate having to yelt fonurse every time |
want to go to the toilet.'

'Oh, poor darling,' she said, chuckling. David wasself again and
she felt a great wave of warmth towards him, ariguienderness
which was nothing like the terrifying intensity shad felt yesterday
in Josh Killane's arms. That had left her appabed sick. She
couldn't even contemplate what it would be likelit® with such

emotions, but she knew one things for certain—sbelavalways be
contented living with David.

‘You were right, anyway!" he said. 'That's partlpywt was so mad!
You were only telling me what | was secretly thimdi myself. |

knew Mum and Dad would kick up merry hell if | didfet them

know I'd been in an accident. | just couldn't fdoe thought of them
rushing over here.'

'I'll ring diem right away, and do my best to raasshem!" Prue said,
relieved, and David smiled at her.

'‘No need. | rang them myself an hour ago. Welhng Mum—Dad
wasn't around.’



'‘What did she say?' Prue began to feel guilty agdna should have
rung the Henleys, she owed it to them, and theyladvquite rightly
blame her for not letting them know about the aecidcat once!

'l played it down a bit," David said, grinning wezlly at her.
‘What does that mean?' she asked, frowning witlcexon

'Oh, | said I'd come off lightly—a couple of brokehs and a bump
on the head, that was all. | didn't tell them alibatoperation or that
one of my ribs had pierced my left lung,’

'‘What?' Prue went white. 'Arib . . . pierced yaurg?' She stared in
stunned dismay. 'l had no idea your operation Wwasderious! They
didn't tell me anything was wrong with your lung!'

‘They didn't?' he said without surprise, makingwender if he had
asked the hospital authorities not to tell heredhy lot, aren't they?'
But then he went on, 'They didn't even tell meluhits morning.’

Prue studied him anxiously. The injury sounded ifioybut David
seemed to be breathing OK and he had quite a golagdircnow,
compared with the way he had looked yesterday.

She determined to seize the first opportunity witiahme her way to
talk to the surgeon who had performed the operaiMity hadn't they
told her about this? Why keep it a secret? But,tsba hadn't asked
them exactly what sort of operation they had penfd—she had
been in a state of shock herself, of course.

‘But how on earth did it happen?' she asked.

‘They said I'd got typical steering-wheel injurieavid said
cheerfully. 'When we crashed, | was sort of impadteo the wheel.'

She winced. 'Don't!’



David wasn't listening; he was too fascinated kg dletails of his
accident, in fact, | was lucky we didn't hit thelWsarder, or | might
have crushed my ribcage altogether. As it wasmecaff lightly.'

‘Lightly?' she grimaced, her eyes ruefully admiriigvas typical of
David to shrug off his accident. He wouldn't evaket that seriously.
She smiled at him, then asked with anxiety, "Whdtydur mother
say? Didn't she ask why | hadn't rung?'

‘She asked if you were badly hurt, were you in hakp. ." David
grinned. '"You know my Ma. | told her you'd beerhospital too, but
they'd just discharged you. | said you'd be calleg later, but I'd
wanted to talk to her myself first.'

She smiled at him. 'You're so tactful!' He had gpéehhis mother by
saying that, and made sure that Mrs Henley woulmm'angry with
Prue for not ringing earlier.

'l know, I'm a marvel,' he said modestly, winking.

'‘She did start of by saying they ought to come obet | said I'd be
out of here any day and we'd be on our way to Paris

'‘And she didn't argue?' She was amazed, knowingnbiker.

'She tried to,' David admitted, eyes amused. 'Boidl her she was a
silly old chuck and | was fine. So when you talk#y, don't tell it any
other way, OK?'

'OK," she said, because he did look miles bettm tie had the day
before, and she was feeling guilty about David,sheted to please
him. 'Anything | can get you, darling?' she askiedking at the
flowers on his bedside locker. Those must be tles dynsey Killane
had brought him; they were hothouse carnation, @l cream and
white. At this time of year, no doubt very expemsiv



David saw her looking at them and grinned. 'Heymeo
gorgeous-looking bird brought those in! She sagllgiew you, your
father's a neighbour, or something? Is that right?'

Prue nodded. Lynsey Killane.'
‘That's her!

Her family owns my father's farm,” she said, andvibastared
blankly.

'‘Owns it? | thought he...

'‘No, he isn't the owner, he's the tenant. The Ketahave several
farms; they run the biggest, and have tenantseaottiers. My family
have been their tenants for several generations.'

So your father can't leave the farm to you?' Dagkled, looking at
her with sympathy.

‘No, the farm will go back to the Killane estateabe if | had been a
son, they might have let me take over from my fgthet as itis . . .'
She shrugged.

'Pretty feudal stuff, isn't it?" David said and sioelded wryly.

'l couldn't put it better myself! Feudal is the @oit fitted more than
the situation, come to that—it described Josh Kélaerfectly! From
the minute she'd met him, Prue had resented hisxenahe was
overbearing and dictatorial—and loved to act the paa feudal
overlord. Nobody seemed to have told him what agrthis was!

it must bug you,' said David, and she started.

'What must?"



'‘Knowing that your father can't leave you the faima! said, surprised
by her bewilderment.

'l wouldn't want it, anyway," Prue said. 'I'm nonf@er—but | suppose
itisn't very fair after all the years Dad has ggarming the land.' She
wasn't too agitated about the injustice, howevecabose she had
never wanted the farm or thought at all about ieatather might or

might not leave her in his will.

'I've often thought I'd like to have a shot at fargh David said
casually, and she gave him a surprised look.

'‘Really? You never said so before.’

'‘Haven't I?' He grinned, eyes teasing. 'Well, jug one of my many
ambitions, of course! I'd like to be an astrongada! Do you think it's
too late to start the training?'

'Yes,' Prue said, laughing at him because he wasng the fool.

David often did that; he was light- hearted, yoawgtn't take him too
seriously because he didn't take himself seriouShe had never
heard him admit to having any ambitions at allwented to enjoy
life, not work at it, and most ambitions necessidatjuite a bit of
work if you were ever to get anywhere.

‘Are the Killanes a big family?' he asked, and &haok her head.

'‘Lynsey has a brother, Josh—he was the driver veglyneollided
with!'

‘Yes, so his sister said. | can't actually remerhibar the accident is a
bit of a blur to me. Does he bear me any grudge?said he wasn't
hurt, but | guess he must have been shaken up.’

‘He was a little scathing,' she said shortly.



David eyed her, raising an eyebrow. 'You don't,|iken?’
She shrugged, watching David take a sip of watanfnis glass.

'‘What sort of fella is he?' he asked, putting thesg back on his
bedside table.

‘Formidable," she said drily. 'A tough charactart then he is a
Killane, and they're all very sure of themselves.'

'l suppose you knew him when you lived here asldZh

'l barely remember him, | was too young to have mtiwcdo with the

Killanes in those days. He seems to have a fingerast pies around
here. Even in the hospital, I've noticed, everyeats him like God,

or at least one of God's executives!

David laughed, then winced as though laughing niasle€ibs hurt,

and Prue gave him a worried look. Maybe she shiealk soon? He
was probably getting tired. Prue glanced at thekcldhe time had
flown.

"You know, | can see your hackles from here!" $2adtid, watching
her. 'Did he try to push you around, this divineaxive?' He was
amused, but Prue didn't smile back this time. Sished he would
stop talking about Josh.

'He tried!" she said through her teeth.

She couldn't tell David how she felt about Joshakié, and that gave
her a jab of mingled rage and pain because shel@asving David,
something she had never done before! In the pastwsuld have
told David at once if another man made a pass ratbig for some
reason she just couldn't bring herself to tell himout Josh. Was she



afraid of what David might do ... or afraid of wiglte herself might
betray? David knew her so well!

‘But failed?' David grinned teasingly at her. Wiieey were just kids,
he had got a lot of fun out of watching her fighyane who tried to
bully her; and not much had changed over the y@aoe was still the
one who flared up and fought back; David was tlay,laasual,
easy-going one, who took life as it came and seetnddugh at
things that made her furious.

She shrugged. 'Let's just say | don't much carétfodosh Killane!'

The bell signalling the end of visiting hour bedarring as she was
speaking, and Prue jumped up and made a hurried/édly relieved
that the conversation had been interrupted there.

'I'll see you tomorrow—I'm sorry | can't come bagain today, but |
don't really like to ask drive my father to drivesrhere twice a day,
and the hire car is still being repaired.'

David grimaced. 'Good grief, | hadn't thought ofegge bills! Tell me
the worst—how much is it going to cost?'

‘Don't worry. The insurance will pay, that's allattewith,' she said,
kissing him goodbye.

That was something else she didn't want to tell &oout! Josh had
dealt with their car while Prue was in hospitaldarnhen she'd
guestioned him, Josh had told her not to botheutaibdhe had seen
to all the financial arrangements. Prue had somsa idat the hire car
company insurance covered the accident, but tomostoee would

insist on finding out the exact position. For thement, she did not
want David getting agitated over it. He might wask why Josh had
taken charge like that. Of course, it was utteypidal of Josh to be
thoughtful and efficient, even in the tiniest distaand she ought to



be grateful to him for saving her all that troulldat she found herself
resenting that, too, because it was so typicaltdg& too much on
himself!

What had David said . . . feudal? Yes, the woteditlosh perfectly;
he was a feudal overlord from his black Norman haHis black
boots.

‘Anything | can get you?' she asked David almosagingly, out of
her feelings of guilt and contrition.

‘Sports magazines, anything light to read—a goaliiegh maybe!' he

said. 'No more fruit, darling! No food of any kin@he had brought
him fruit, chocolate, even some speckled brown-feege eggs from
the farm, laid by one of her father's pretty litBantam hens that
morning!

"'l never be able to eat my way through thisdstit is!" David said,
eyeing the collection assembled on top of his locke

She found her father in his car in the hospitalpzak. 'How was he?
When am | going to meet him?' he asked as theyedofv

'He's much better, and why not come and meet hmotwow?' she
said, smiling. "You'll like him.'

He did, of course, immediately. David was easyike,lhe made
friends without even trying, with that lazy, fridgdrin of his; and, in

his turn, David was determined to like her fatiserpf course, he did.
There was goodwill on both sides and each of thas aelighted to
find it so easy to like the other.

‘When they let you leave hospital, you must come stiay for a
while," her father told him. 'I'll do my best taesgou don't get bored. |



suppose a sheep farm isn't the most exciting phattee world, but. .

'I've often thought I'd like to farm,' David saa&f he had said to Prue
and she gave him a laughing glance, still amusetidydea.

It was the right thing to say to her father, thougte was quite
delighted and happily told David all about the farm

Prue hadn't seen Josh for several days now; sheatres relieved
and hoped he would stay away altogether until sldelavid had left
Yorkshire. But, of course, Josh had to work closgth her father, as
with all the other tenants on certain jobs—mendiegancient walls
dividing one field from another, for instance, dnem they needed to

borrow the expensive pieces of machinery Josh caffidd but they
couldn't.

Only that morning James Allardyce had murmured sbimg about
expecting Josh round any day now to discuss atrabbot.

'‘Oh, poor rabbits!" Prue had unwisely exclaimed] her father had
become quite excited on the subject of rabbits thed antisocial

behaviour. They ate the bark off young saplingssdid, they ate his
vegetables and in the spring they made havoc amemnty springing

wheat and barley; he reeled off a long list of oeasfor the farmer's
dislike of rabbits, but Prue still insisted thaedbved them.

‘They're sweet!
‘They're pests!" her father growled, making heglau

'‘Well, | hope you don't catch any of them," Pruml,sgreen eyes
defiant.



She liked to get up very early in the morning aeahlon her bedroom
window-sill in the pale dawn light to watch theldiebeyond her

father's garden. At that time of day it was alivthwabbits, although

if Prue made the slightest sound their quick earslavhear her and
they would all vanish.

How like Josh Killane to arrange to have them hdintewn
ruthlessly, and shot! No doubt he viewed them asspand vermin,
too. His family farm had much better land than thi@ached to her
father's hillfarm. Josh grew crops as well as ragrsheep and some
cattle on his valley land. He had more to lose, fandnore reason to
dislike rabbits!

In fact, Josh didn't show up at the farm for anotfm days, and
when he came it wasn't to arrange the rabbit slaoot James
Allardyce wasn't at home, anyway, he was out on fiduen

somewhere that afternoon, with the local vet, chmeclon some
sheep giving her father anxiety.

Prue was in the farm kitchen, cooking the evenimglma rich lamb
stew, using their own meat, and thick with homegrowinter
vegetables and herbs. She didn't have any warriidgsih's arrival,
but then he didn't knock or ring; he just walkedhrough the back
door, taking her by surprise.

Face flushed, hair disorderly, she swung roundni@sth rounding.
'‘Oh! You!

His dark eyes wandered over her apron-clad figgtee hadn't
dressed for visitors, she wore no make-up at allarder the white
apron she was only wearing a rather old and fartiglat black
sweater and jeans. She stiffened under his ingpechier hand
tightening around the handle of the chopping kstie held. Josh
glanced at the hand holding the knife, then rasezleyebrow.



'‘Are you planning to use that?' He managed to inthess question
with mockery.

'l was chopping parsley,' she coldly informed hikty father is out
with the vet looking at the flock. | don't know whhke'll be back. I'll
tell him you called.' She turned her back on hird bagan working
again.

He didn't leave; he lounged there, very tall, venych at his ease,
dressed as casually as herself and yet managmgke his old green
tweeds look almost glamorous. They had faded endegshabbiness
which matched his surroundings but certainly dithetray the real
wealth she knew his family possessed. That tweidhad probably
cost the earth when it was new, but he had moslyliworn it for
years, and would go on doing so until it simply evout. It had style,
though; she could see it had been cut by a maailer and the
material was the best Scottish tweed.

'How's the fiancé?' he drawled.

She chopped parsley viciously. 'Fine, thank ydue' @&dn't want him
talking about David; she didn't like the tone ofceohe always used.

‘A little bird told me he would be able to leavespial a lot earlier
than they thought at first; he's making such googess.'

‘We hope so.'" She should have stopped choppinghatiea small
mountain of parsley now. What on earth was sheggtmrdo with it
all? She had only meant to chop enough to garhesistew. Josh had
addled her brains. What little bird did he mean? Ha rung the
hospital to ask after David, or had her father told? But of course
he had plenty of contacts at the hospital. Theakigl family had been
around here since medieval times; everyone knew thed they
knew everyone.



‘Are you leaving then, or staying on here for aletiJosh asked, and
she put down the knife and contemplated the red$uler work with
impatience.

'‘We haven't decided yet.'

'You haven't been over to see my mother. She waistpgou would,
she asked me to tell you.'

'I'm sorry, I've been very busy,' she said, swegfie green mass of
parsley into a plastic bag, which she put into fitidge to chill,
slamming the fridge door shut with a little bang.

‘You mean you don't want to see her!" Josh saaddrusque voice. 'l
can hardly tell her that, can I?'

‘And I'm very busy at the moment, too/ Prue saitiasfdedly. 'I'm
afraid you'll have to excuse me.'

‘No!*
She nearly jumped out of her skin at the way hesahat.

'l won't excuse you!' he snapped, and she backag,ataring at him
nervously. 'l won't let you hurt my mother's fegbti His face was
wintry. 'lIf you don't visit her again while you'nere, she will be hurt.
She'll probably ask your father if she has doneetbmg to offend
you.

'l don't want to talk about it,’ Prue said, herefgpale. She hadn't yet
dared to talk frankly to her father, and she wasré hurry to do it,
either.

'l don't give a damn what you want!" Josh snati@dng a step closer,
and she backed, her whole body tense.



'I'm sure you don't!" she muttered, her green &égese and defiant.
‘And that's typical of your whole family—all youreaabout is what
you want, and it doesn't bother you how many pegple have to
smash into the ground to get your own way! Youin@shurs; feudal
landlords out of another century, still trying t@ke the world work
for you!'

He grabbed her shoulders, staring into her eyesid& landlords!
What the hell are you talking about? That's sheeseanse, and you
know it.'

‘Get your hands off me! Don't think you can bullg!'hBhe exerted all
her strength to break his grip, but Josh tightdmedingers, shaking
her furiously.

‘You're thinking emotionally, Prue. Why don't yaiy using your
head for a change? If there was any love-affawbeh my mother
and Jim, why haven't they got married? Why be scetige about it?
There's nothing stopping them. They're both frieey'te both adults
and there's no reason on earth why they shouldnthgrried.’

'‘Maybe my father is afraid he might lose his farfdmie said coldly.
‘After all, your mother isn't the owner of the laitle estate—you are,
aren't you? If you disapproved, you could take tdmeancy away
without needing to give a reason.'

He laughed shortly. 'l wouldn't do a thing likettfa

‘That's what you say now, but my father may sélbfraid to take the
risk.'

'‘He can't care much about my mother if all thathueks about is his
farm!'



'He's lived there all his life! And perhaps shafisid, too. She may
prefer the status quo, to go on as they have lwrgrefirs, meeting in
secret, rather than having a big family upset.’

‘You don't know for certain that any of this iséfurou only have
your mother's word for it, and she was hardly ab# witness.'

Prue paled, staring at him with bitter dislike. tilhcame here, | only
had my mother's word, but I've seen it for mysaatigl I'm convinced
she was right.'

‘What have you seen?' Josh asked.
‘Love,' she said huskily.
Josh's fingers dug into her. 'What?' he groundetween his teeth.

‘Do you know what the word means?' she asked, argldwered at
her; eyes like black, hot coal, a red light glowdegp within them.

'I know what it means—but do you? Would you recegrit if you
saw it, or are you just imagining all this?'

'‘Why do you keep asking me these questions? Ask yather. It's
her we're talking about.’

'Is it?' His mouth twisted, hard and pale. 'Sureaven't talking about
you?'

Prue was not going to take that. 'Don't try to ¢fsatinis into another
attack on me! I'm not standing trial here. You aske why | didn't
like your mother, and | was honest with you.'

'l don't think you're even honest with yourself!'



‘Well, snap!" she hurled at him, and Josh glardaeatfor a second,
then, jerked her violently towards him, his moutming down in

suffocating possession. Prue felt her heartbeakguito a sickening
speed; she was shaking with a helpless reactionhwhias neither
pain nor pleasure but an inextricable entwininghaf two, and she
hated that feeling, hated him, too. She had tcagety, had to stop
him, or she would go crazy, and she fought him boely straining to
escape, but it wasn't her struggle that freed lhevas a sound; a
voice, an exclamation.

‘Hello? Anyone in? | was . . . Oh!'

Josh lifted his head, face darkly flushed, breathmmckly, a dazed
expression in his eyes as he looked round.

Prue broke away as his hands loosened their digps&ung round to
face the back door, which had opened.

Lynsey Killane stood there, staring, mouth openseyery big and
wide. She looked shocked, horrified.

Prue wished the ground open up and swallow her.



CHAPTER SIX

'SORRY, | knocked, but nobody answered,’ Lynsey said in
high-pitched voice.

'l won't be a minute!" said Josh, frowning.

‘That was what you said when you came in here—anivg been

gone nearly a quarter of an hour! It's cold andgatting frozen, and
I'm bored stiff, so hurry up!" Lynsey gave themlbattwisted little

smile. 'Whatever you're doing can wait, can'tsti®® murmured in a
tone that sent a new wave of hot blood to Prues,fthen she
vanished like a rabbit going back down a burrow.

The door banged behind her, and Josh stared dbheossom at where
his sister had been standing. He said somethingy amgder his
breath; Prue was glad she didn't quite catch thesvo

'Her face . . ."' she groaned.

‘Take no notice of Lynsey!" Josh said roughly. 'Dgau remember
your own teens? There's nobody as censorious asaescent!'

Prue wasn't comforted by that thought. ‘It wasmsbarassing!" she
muttered.

'‘Oh? for heaven's sake!" erupted Josh, black- @rovidon't make
such a song and dance about it! The way you'rgiogron, anyone
would think Lynsey had caught us in bed together!

Prue went crimson, and he eyed her ironically. Wfiehe thinks ..,?
| mean, she might.. and if she tells anyonePrué stammered.

if you were a little more coherent | might know witiae hell you're
gibbering about!" he drawled.



She repeated sharply, 'What if Lynsey tells somedms she saw?
‘She won't!'
‘How can you be so sure?'

'I know my sister, and, anyway, I'll have a wordhwher and make
quite certain that she doesn't talk about it.'

'l suppose you mean you'll bully her into doing wéize's told!" Prue
said with a sudden sympathy for the younger giti be gave her a
narrow-eyed glare.

I don't bully my little sister, any more than | uyou. Stop inventing
fantasies for yourself.'

'‘Hadn't you better go?' she pointedly asked, tgraivay. 'Lynsey is
still waiting, and heaven only knows what she tBirkhappening in
here! When you talk to her, you might make it clézat there's
nothing going on between you and me!'

‘After what she just saw?' he enquired softly, stimel kept her back to
him to hide the high colour in her face.

‘Tell her you made a casual pass at me, but ittcdegan anything!'

‘When | make a pass at a woman, it always meanstborg,’ he said,
it means | fancy her.'

Prue bit her lip. So he fancied her, did he? Shghoto be furious,

resent the attitude that let him think he only badeach out to get
what he fancied, but although she was angry shidc'dhelp a secret
little jab of pleasure. It was flattering, aftef,ab know Josh's pass
had meant more than a passing impulse.

‘Well. . . please, tell your sister to forget whhe saw!' she pleaded.



'I might,' he drawled. 'And then again, | might.hot

'‘Oh, don't be so maddening!" Prue felt like hittmm again; except
that from now on she meant to keep her distana# tatnes. She was
never going to give Josh Killane another chanckyoa finger on
her!

'If you want me to do you a favour, you'll havepromise to do one
for me,' he said, smiling, and she eyed him suspsty.

‘What?'

'l want your promise that you'll come and see myhmQ and make
friends with her.’

Prue was faced with a dilemma. The last thing sheted was to get
to know his mother any better! But she had hatedwly his sister
had looked—that incredulous, shocked face! It hadienPrue feel
about two inches high. Josh had to talk to Lyns&plain ...

"You will make Lynsey see that she mistook what \gasg on?
You'll tell her that we were quarrelling, not .nat . . .'

'‘Making love?' he softly suggested; she lookedimt With intense
dislike.

‘Yes. Tell her that it wasn't what. . . what it mig . . have looked
like," she muttered uncomfortably.

'I'l do mybest," he said, his smile sardonic. 'I'll lie tp srster if you'll
be nice to my mother? Do we have a deal?'

'You won't have to lie to Lynsey!" Prue burst otgsentfully, it's the
truth—we were fighting . . not...’

'‘Not?' he silkily asked.



‘Not making love!" she reluctantly got out. 'Tedirtwe were fighting.'

He narrowed his eyes at her, a mocking light imhélove the way
you fight!'

Prue ground her teeth, but resisted the instinctetaliate. He
watched her and waited, then laughed.

'So we have a deal?' he insisted, forcing heryatsa
‘All right,' she muttered.

Her capitulation was not enough, it seemed. "Whidlryau visit my
mother?' he demanded, and she turned on him, blaiith
resentment, her hands screwed into fists at hessid

'l don't know—some time tomorrow, OK?'
‘Come for tea.'
'‘Oh, all right! Now, will you just go away and leawme in peace?"

'You have a hair-trigger temper, don't you?' he roemed, as if
curious about her, and her green eyes leapt wggh. ra

‘That's right, and you're pushing it to the lin\i; Killane! Get out,
will you?'

He wandered to the back door. "You know, you céedan a lot from
my mother.'

She laughed scornfully. 'l doubt it.'

'‘She has good manners and a kind heart," Joslysiaitly; and then
he was gone, leaving her flushed and oddly hurth&teimplied that



she had neither good manners nor a kind hearthiarahrk eyes had
made her flinch.

Prue went back to her cooking, arranging scrubbmdtpes on a
baking rack to pop them into the oven. Her fathked baked
potatoes; they would be the perfect accompaninoghitlamb stew's
richness.

How dared Josh talk to her like that? He barelyvkiner; it was
unfair to make wounding personal remarks which wgqtate
unanswerable. You couldn't yell back that you davéeh good
manners, so there! Or insist that you had a kirerthelamn him,
whatever he might think!

She finished her preparations for the evening nteah went up to
wash and change into something pretty before hberfagot home.
He liked her to make an effort for him—she enjogeeing the way
his face lit up when he came into the house to fiad waiting for
him, music playing on the stereo, flowers in vaies,smell of good
food in the air.

It was a very long time since James Allardyce had hnything
approaching a home life, and he was enjoying hiaglter's
company.

Prue was enjoying being with him, too. At first,ilgkhe was out, she
had found little to do, because Betty Cain keptrging in the
house scrupulously clean and, Prue soon realisedldwesent any
attempt she made to help. Perhaps she was afrkidiog her job? It
wouldn't be surprising. There wasn't much work ¢éofdund around
here.

Not that she was unfriendly, but one of her favieuphrases was 'l
keep myself to myself!" Betty Cain was no gossig aever had time,
so she said, to talk to Prue.



It wouldn't be difficult for a stranger to guessttla man had been
living here alone. The rooms were spotless and adg her father
had taken the trouble to add a few touches to wedcder
home—vases of autumn flowers, a few pictures, |amg cheerful
fires. She had thought, at first, that it was wafuleo find the house
just as she remembered it, but now that she hadimmadto look,
more closely she saw the shabbiness, the fadedialstef curtains
and upholstery, the worn carpets and rugs. Shételthill on the air
in the upper storey, the unlived-in feel of mosins, the sadness of a
house which was often empty, and she became imcghas
determined to turn this shell of a house into Alteme while she was
here.

Her father came in late, glowing from his battlehaihe moorland
wind, apologising. 'I'm sorry, love, we trampedtfier than we'd
intended, and we stopped off at Charlie Ruddodésepfor a chat
and a drink.'

‘Just one?' she asked tartly, and he looked shreepis

'‘Well, we might have had a couple, but no more thaty Prue! When
we saw how late it had got, Charlie drove us hdrhepe the dinner's
not charred to cinders!'

‘Nearly,' she said, pretending to be annoyed, #maifed, relenting.
‘But never mind. Go and wash and get out of youdaguhings.'

He was in thick woollen socks, having left his boetshe little porch
at the side of the house where he kept them. Hmegli at her, and
padded off upstairs, while Prue began to servdegtvening meal.

The scent of lamb and herbs filled the kitchen aviten Jim
Allardyce returned he sniffed appreciatively. 'Himt smells great,
lass! Looks marvellous, too! Baked potatoes! I'myveartial to a



good baked potato.' He sat down and gazed ovdabkhe at all the
food. 'What's that in the jug, then?'

‘Sour cream with chives, Dad. For the baked pogatoe

'‘Oh, aye? Chives from our own herb patch? Pargl&y, Your
mother laid out the herb garden, you know, yeacs afpen we were
first wed! She pestered me for months till | setd@asome ground,
then she sowed packets of seeds—I'd no idea whdhah in there
until it started coming up. All sorts, she'd boygind a fair lot of it
came up; beginner's luck, 1 told her. First bigafdening she'd ever
done, and she had no interest in any more. I'veikgping since she
left, though 1 didn't use the herbs much, I'm dfrém happy enough
with a salad or a chop with a few vegetables, Itduten bother, with
any refinements. I'm not fussy about my food.’

‘Well, 1 hope you'll like this!" Prue took the lidff the heavy
earthenware casserole dish which she had pladbeé icentre of the
table, and began to dish up the lamb stew. 'Jo&mi€iwas here,' she
said, placing her father's plate in front of him.

'‘Was he looking for me? Did you tell him where Isia

'Yes. He was in a hurry, he had his sister with.hiPnue served
herself lamb, took a baked potato and a little sssaam. 'He asked
me to visit his home again tomorrow,' she said algsunot looking

up.
Her father's voice had a husky note. 'And shall?you
'Yes, I'm asked for tea—will you come?’

James Allardyce hesitated, then shook his head. yNo go by
yourself this time, lass.'



Prue wished he had agreed to come, but perhapsiitihe easier for
both her and Lucy Killane if her father was notganet, so she said
nothing, and her father took his first mouthfultioé stew and closed
his eyes, savouring the flavour. Prue watched, athude took some
more and ate, then smiled at her.

‘Where did you learn to cook like that?'

'I've been living alone in a flat in Sydney for agehad to learn how
to cook, or starve, and, since | was the one whilocbh@at whatever |
made, | learnt how to cook well while 1 was about i

‘Same with me,' James Allardyce said. 'But I'm a@ambitious as
you are, a chop or a steak will do for me. Andtlea# from time to
time, of course.’

Did he eat out with Lucy Killane? she wondered. baloften visit
her home? And if he did, how come Josh Killanegded to be so
unaware of any intimate relationship between hdéhnefaand his
mother?

Prue didn't believe that anyone could be blincheoway they looked
at each other. Josh Killane was a liar—but whytaidie? She did not
understand his motive, but perhaps he was hopatgfthe pretended
not to know how they felt about each other he migfiapp them

marrying?

She visited David in the morning and found himisiftup in a chair
beside the bed, reading a murder story with a ntatever; a blonde
in a bath with a knife in her chest.

‘Great plot, this!" said David, after she had kiskan and sat down,
it's the best of those you brought me.'

She looked at the cover again, 'l didn't buy time!'o



David looked at the author's name. 'Oh, no,' hé. seborrowed it
from someone.' He pushed the book under his pibow leaned
back, yawning a little. 'Talk to me; I'm bored. Hewfe on the farm?
Anything exciting happen in the haystacks lately?'

'Idiot,’” she said, laughing, but thought that heokkd very
flushed—was his temperature still high?

She told him she had rung his parents, and theylwssh very
cheerful. They had sent all sorts of loving messaged David
listened to them, smiling.

And you didn't tell them about my lung?'
She shook her head. 'How is it now?'

Doing fine. | think the surgeon's got a swelledcheger the way I'm
healing. | told him it was my tough Australian skihat was
responsible, but he seems to think it's all hisgoi

'‘Poor man, I'm sorry for him, having to put up wytbu teasing him

like that," said Prue, but David's high spirits &@argood omen. He
was definitely well on the way to recovery, in spitf that flush, or

were his bright eyes and frenetic chatter moremapsym of fever

than of good health?

She didn't tell David she was going to tea withKillanes. It slipped
her mind until after she left the ward, but she we®ved that she
hadn't mentioned it because David might ask abmsh Killane and
she didn't know what to say about the man. Herirfgel were
becoming quite explosive and it would startle Davishe betrayed
that.

It startled her at times. She was disturbed by way she kept
thinking about Josh, even though she hated him—dhaterything



about him, from his wild good looks and that rakishsolent air to
his feudal attitudes towards everyone who cameinviits orbit.

Mind you, his whole family seemed to have the sattiaudes. They
really thought they were a breed set apart, thadani€s. Centuries
of arrogant possession had made them like that,itamduriated

Prue—especially the way' Josh rode over the laridanvalley with

an air of being master of all he surveyed.

Look at the way he took domineering decisions arghing—from
who should mend one of the local drystone wallsvteether she
should have tea with his mother!

Josh assumed too much—and that included somethirgpweemed
to come close to being droit de seigneur! He mastle to her with
disturbing assurance, and Prue despised hersd#tfmrg it happen.
She must make sure that Josh never got anothecehanlo that to
her!

She had asked her father a few casual questiong absh's private
life without getting any clear answers, and sheesdarot seem too
Inquisitive in case her curiosity was misundersidnd she couldn't
help wondering if Josh made passes at every womanet!

How on earth could she ask her father that, thougjin® certainly
couldn't ask Josh. She would just have to picknypcdues she could,
and again she regretted the fact that Betty Cai swareluctant to
talk. If Betty had been the chatty type, Prue miggnte picked up all
the local gossip. The Killanes were the most imgdrttamily for
miles; most local people were probably fascinatethiem and their
affairs, especially their love-affairs.

It was bad luck that the woman who worked for laghér should be
so taciturn. Only that morning, she had said to fa#iner, 'Betty



doesn't say much, does she?' and James Allardytdahnghed,
shaking his head.

‘Why do you think | have her here? She doesn'taspseandal about
my affairs, and one look at her and nobody thirlesd's anything
immoral going on betwixt me and her.’

She chuckled at that idea. ‘No, 1 don't supposedbe

Her father took her to lunch near the hospitalairpretty little
restaurant with red and white checked curtainstahtkcloths. The
food was home-cooked and excellent; Prue had saigwid by a
vegetable casserole topped with grated cheesefatiear had the
roast of the day, beef, with Yorkshire pudding. lré&l a plum pie
dessert, too, but Prue skipped that and just htideco

Her father had nodded to several other customers kebt staring
across the little restaurant at their table.

‘They're wondering where | picked up the pretty galf my age!
James Allardyce said complacently, winking at her.

They probably knew she was his daughter, thoughé.P8he was
beginning to know these people! Gossip moved aspleed of light.
A secret whispered at one end of the valley atkfesahad reached
the other end by lunch time; no doubt wildly distoit

Did they all know, or at least guess, about hehdatand Lucy
Killane? And if not, how on earth had the two céntinkept their affair
a secret for so many years? Or was it simply thaty@ne took their
relationship for granted after so long? Had timelend respectable?

Her father dropped her off half a mile from thel#ie house. He had
wanted to drive her all the way there, but Prue @aaky and preferred
to walk the rest of the way, to arrive exactly one.



'Sky looks nasty,' her father said, glancing upwaatithe mass of
cloud moving their way.

‘It won't rain before | get there!" Prue said figmnd he shrugged.

'‘Maybe,' he conceded. 'Give us a ring and I'll camé:fetch you after
tea.' He re-started his engine, then looked atlhétle pleadingly.
'Enjoy yourself," he said, but what he really meaas . . . be nice to
Lucy Killane!

She smiled without promising and he drove on. Rrag in no hurry
to cover the half a mile of meandering lane. Shéedha slowly,
admiring the sculpted contour of the green and hriwils which
made up the skyscape; the line of them ratherthikeoutline of a
woman lying down, the proud peak of a breast hitieny the deep
hollow of the waist in a green valley, rising spftb the smoothly
undulating hip, and all of them cut clear and shagpinst the sky
which was gathering clouds; grey, misty, thickenwmith rain.

Closer at hand the countryside was starker: thglhrg@asture veined
with grey drystone walls, sheep ambling in thenmy\few trees and
most of them bare black skeletons rattling in ieang wind. Thorn

trees bent in agonised attitudes from a lifetimthefprevailing wind,

all one way, their long fingers scratching the skige colours here
were all quiet, muted, with the faded harmony @f filwrniture in her
father's house.

She stopped to watch a ewe scrambling up the wlly, to tumble

back again. They were always escaping on to that sbee knew from
her father. Stupid creatures, sheep,' he saidy évee he got a call
that some of his sheep were straying, or had hade ssort of

accident. 'l don't know why | don't just give up them and breed
budgerigars!



Prue didn't look at her watch until she was witsigiht of the Killane
house, and then she was surprised to see howtlbag taken her to
walk the half-mile from where her father had dropper. She was
going to be late! She quickened her steps justcas aame shooting
down the drive, heading her way. Recognising itieFelt a jab of
pure nerves. She had hoped Josh would be outhisuias his car.

He pulled up with a squeal of brakes and leaned twv®pen the
passenger door. 'Get in!'

Prue resented the brusque tone. 'l can walk, theoeneed to stop for
me. You're obviously in a hurry to get somewhere.’

'l was in a hurry to find you!" he snapped. 'As yadn't arrived, |
rang your home and your father told me he had d&rdpmu at the
crossroads and you should have got to our houseWwy Where the
hell have you been?’

'l was enjoying the view!
‘And in no hurry to arrive!' he accused.
'l just didn't notice the time!

'Is this the way you keep your promises? To thteldgbut not abiding
by the spirit?'

She bridled. 'What about you? Have you kept yoommse? Have
you talked to your sister?"

‘Yes,' he said, tight-lipped.
Prue frowned at his glowering expression. 'Did goavince her?'

He gestured impatiently. 'Look, get in, will you?/Mngine is idling
away here, wasting fuel. We can talk as we drive.'



She reluctantly climbed into the car; and Joshnaeaeversed and
drove back to the house at around sixty miles am.ho

‘Lynsey was in a very difficult mood when | talkexher,' he said,
staring straight ahead.

'‘Well, that seems to be her usual mood, so I'msngbrised,” Prue
said, grimacing. 'But did she seem to believe you?'

'Frankly, no,' Josh said tersely.
‘What did you say to her? Did you tell her...'
'l told her what you wanted me to tell her—a lotie$!" said Josh.

'‘Oh, well, if you weren't even trying to sound cmoing—' Prue
scornfully said.

Josh slammed on his brakes and Prue nearly weatighrthe
windscreen. When she had got her breath back apged shaking,
she flung round to glare hatred at him. "You manYam scared the
living daylights out of me. Isn't one car crashugiofor you?"'

He showed her his teeth in a wolfish snarl. 'Naek| | kept my side
of the deal—I talked to my sister, | said all thangs you asked me to
say. Can | help it if she wouldn't buy it?'

Prue was sure it was somehow his fault; if only sbeld prove it!
'‘What did she actually say to you, though?'

'Not much.'

Prue didn't like something in his dark eyes; amyroa hidden
amusement.



'‘She must have said something!" she insisted asidchmsidered her,
his head to one side and his mouth twisting.

‘She laughed.'
Prue's green eyes opened wide. 'Laughed?' sheembisp
He nodded, in my face!'

It was bad news. Prue didn't like it. If Lynsey hadghed in his face,
it meant that she hadn't believed a word he said.

'Oh, dear,’ Prue said.

inadequate,' said josh, and then he laughed; laLighelly before he
started driving on while Prue sat beside him, gumgewith rage.

As she got out of the car Mrs Killane appearednansteps, her face
concerned. 'Josh found you—good! We were worriednadim told
us that you should have got here long ago! Didgetuost?'

'I'm sorry," Prue stiffly said, joining her. 'l wasst wandering along
in a daydream.' She pretended not to feel thestall of Josh's eyes.
'You have such beautiful views,' she added ratbéawtly, and Mrs
Killane gave her a brilliant smile, nodding.

'‘Haven't we? I've often got lost in a daydreamkiog at the hills.’

She swept Prue into the house, talking about hewufite local
beauty spots, then smiled at her a little shyly 8o glad you could
come,' she said. 'Lynsey is out, and Josh has totgagown to buy
something so it will just be you and me. | hope yamn't be bored.'

Deeply relieved to find that Josh wasn't goingeglkesent, Prue said,
'Of course not!" following Mrs Killane into a sunngom.



'How's your fiancé?' Mrs Killane asked, gesturiadgnér to sit down

in one of the deep, comfortable armchairs on etk of a low table

which was already laid for tea with thin sandwiclse®nes and small
home-made cakes.

'‘Much better, thank you. I'm hoping he will be afthospital in a
week.' Prue was finding it easier to talk to Luaifd€e than she had
expected; partly because they were alone and shé tave to keep
remembering the reason why she should dislike Jush's absence
oddly made it easier, too. Whenever he was arothnde found
herself charged with angry energy, but now shepeticeful and at
ease.

'Oh, that is good,’ said Lucy Killane. 'Such a pityhave an accident
when you're on holiday, and having come all thag'ilamust have
been very expensive for you, this trip.'

'‘We came economy,' Prue admitted. ‘Neither of dsnach money.’
David had some savings, and she was using sontee shbney she
had inherited from her mother; it had seemediaditivay to spend it,
discovering her roots and mending fences with atefr.

Mrs Killane sat down and talked for several minwbsut holidays,
then got up, saying, 'I'll make the tea now, exeusdor a moment.’

While she was out of the room, Prue wandered ardankling out of
the window at a rose garden where the wind rudtst] defiant
blooms; they had a melancholy look and Prue sigtueding back to
the room arid went to inspect a bookcase full ofi-wead books. It
was always fascinating to see what other peopl@, i@ad she soon
realised the books did not belong to Josh. There weme cookery
books, gardening books, but most were novels. aegnised many
of her own favourite authors: childhood classié® IAlice or The
wind in the Willowsmingling with more adult writers like Jane
Austen, the Brontes, Georgette Heyer, Angela THjrB#ly Cooper.



Mrs Killane came back with a tray on which wereaaged a teapot,
covered with a hand-knitted teacosy, a sugar bowlraatching jug
in flower- sprigged bone china, cups from the sasBe and a
tea-strainer over a small matching bowl.

Prue quickly turned, a book in her hand, makingapologetic face.
'I'm sorry, | couldn't resist.. .'

‘Not at all!" Mrs Killane said eagerly. 'I'm juitet same, if | see books
in someone's house | can't help taking a peek.a#i'good as a
character reference, isn't it? You know so muchuabomeone from
what they read." She poured the tea and Prue sah dgain,
accepting a cup of tea and one of the tiny, wdfar-sandwiches
filled with a crisp medley of salad chopped up vemall.

'Did you make these?' she asked, taking a homesta® next and
refusing any of the thick, whipped cream, althousgje took
home-made strawberry jam..

'Made from our own strawberries,' Mrs Killane tdidr, and said,
'Yes, | love to cook.'

'l saw you had quite a few cookery books.' PruéesmiAnd that you
like romantic novels?'

Do you?'

'‘Love them! Prue said. 'Which do you prefelanre Eyre or
Wuthering Heights?'

'‘Oh, heavens! What a question," Mrs Killane saga@ning back to
think it over. '‘Well . . ." she began, while Proek a bite of the slice
of chocolate swiss roll that had just been placetier plate.



They talked quite freely after that; keeping ontredisubjects which
offered no danger zones. Books were the easiesivieee each
happiest talking about their favourites, and itleded all mention of
either, James Allardyce or Josh.

He walked into the room an hour later, and they otned laughing
countenances towards him. Prue stopped laughingh whe saw
Josh, but his mother beamed.

"You're back, then! Did you get the tools you wdfite

'‘Some of them,' he said, his dark eyes glintingPone's cooling
expression.

Prue hated the smooth voice, the edge of deridiaarried. She
looked at her watch and got up hurriedly.

'l must be going. Thank you for tea, Mrs Killarie...

'‘Call me Lucy, Prue, and thank you for making mtemfoon so
pleasant. We must talk about our favourite authgesn soon.'

Il run you back," Josh said in the hall, but €hook her head
firmly.

'I'd rather walk, thanks. | need the exercise. @reagain, Mrs . . .
Lucy!

Mrs Killane looked anxiously at the sky. 'It's alshdark, and it looks
like rain.’

'I'll drive her," Josh said, but Prue began to wadfkdown the drive,
bristling at the way he talked about her as if alas a child or a
half-wit. But then, that was how he saw women—Inatted children
who needed his feudal mix of bullying and protetti8he had seen



the way he ordered his sister around, and he hed the same
approach with her any number of times now. Prueniv@aving it.

'‘Oh, suit yourself!" he snapped, his engine roaasbe shot past. She
watched his tail-lights disappear in the gloom teidstupid. It was a
long walk back to the farm, and it might have be®re sensible to
accept a lift, but she just couldn't face the peaspf being alone with
him again. Last time, she had promised herselbiild never happen
again; she was avoiding him in future. She was ggéinkeep that
promise.

Thank God she and David would soon be on their &g would
miss her father badly, she loved the farm and #fleyand the stark,
breathtaking landscape she saw each morning frambédroom
window. But she had to get away from Josh Killane.

She had been walking for ten minutes when the started; little
drops at first, then a torrential downpour whicpiddy reduced her to
a sodden rag—her red hair darkened, flattened stgfaém skin like a
skull cap, her clothes soon saturated and her s¥egem to let water
In at every seam.

There was nowhere to take shelter; she had to éraag her head
down into the wind and rain, praying now that Jasluld turn round

and come back for her. He must know that she wasesdldrowning,

fighting with a wind blowing right into her face @nrying to blow

her back to Killane House—surely he would comedpriascue?

She grimaced, staring into the rain-slashed nig#ity should he?
She had refused a lift offnandedly, said she watdedalk—why
should he come back for her?

When the headlights cut through the darkness, slve g sigh of
relief and slowed, looking into the car.



It wasn't Josh; it was someone else, a strangekstt and slightly
balding. 'Bad night to be out walking,' he saidistrong Yorkshire
accent. 'Want a lift?'

Prue hesitated, trying to sum him up from his fatkeank you,' she
said uncertainly. He looked OK, and anyway she wa$ and
exhausted after the battle with the weather.

She got into the passenger seat and he drovelonga¥Vhere shall
| drop you?"

She told him and he gave her a quick look. '‘Oh’rgalim Allardyce's
girl, are you? | heard you were home. Bet theytdwave storms like
this in Australia.'

She laughed. Australian weather could be far wars&ct, but she
knew better than to say so. She was relieved thahbw her father;
at least she hadn't been picked up by a strangerasSked him his
name and where he lived, and by the time he hashid telling her
they were at the end of her father's drive, andranas turning our
and blocking the entrance.

'‘Probably Jim out looking for you,' said the oth&n, but Prue took
one glance and knew it wasn't. The driver realisedo, a second
later. 'No, it's Josh Killane,' he said, and theshJeapt out of his car
and came round to pull open the door beside Prue.

'l was just coming to get you,' he said, then thadwusque nod to the
driver. "Thanks, Bob. Good of you to stop.'

‘Thank you very much,' Prue said to the driver Jiagniat him.

That's OK,' he said, and she got out. Josh slantheedoor behind
her, grabbed her by the waist with peremptory f@wé rushed her
across to his own car. She found herself being mrdninto it



roughly, and then the door closed and Josh camerand dived in
beside her.

The other car drove off but Josh did not staremgine; he turned to
glare at her, temper making his face tight.

‘Have you met him before?"
'No,' she said. 'Can we go? I'm dripping all ovauryupholstery.’
‘You got into a total stranger's car and let himealoff with you?'

'l was getting wet, and | still am wet, very wéd.llke to go home and
change into some dry clothes, please.' She addefpldase' as an
afterthought, reluctantly, because the way he wakithg at her and
breathing hard was making her nervous, and shi feight be wiser

to placate him a little.

‘You refusedmy offer of a lift, then got into a stranger's car?

‘Are you having trouble understanding the obvious?' Rasieed
aggressively, since placation had nairked.

‘You're the most stupid, the most irritating femke ever met!' he
snarled, and Prue decided she did not like beiflgdcéhat, so she
snarled back.

'‘Don't you yell at me! People keep telling me abthig mythical
being they call a blunt Yorkshire man; | suppose'ymit? Well, I've
had about enough of your insults and personal fesnao either
drive me home right away or I'm getting out agdich.rather swim
home that sit here while you pull me to pieces.'

'I'm tempted to let you walk, too!"



Prue reached for the door-handle, although shedddethe idea of
going back out into that rain."'

‘But | left you to walk back earlier,' he bit otAnd found myself
coming back to look for you, so this time I'll makare you get
home.'

Josh started the car so fast that she was thradeways to collide

with him. Her nerve-ends were jittery as she saagain, avoiding

his angry stare. Josh drove to the farmhouse htdpged. He braked
just as suddenly and swung round to face Pruegyas fierce and
very black.

‘Don't!" she whispered, shaking helplessly. She iexkr been so
afraid in her life. Josh sat there, staring into faee, then he turned
away, put both hands on the steering wheel, hiderbhady stiff with
tension.

Prue got out of the car and ran away as if purbyeldeadly enemy.



CHAPTER SEVEN

OVER the next week, time seemed to drag. The hire adrlbeen
repaired and she had that back, so she was athtevéoherself to the
hospital each day to see David, but for the resazh day she had
very little to do. She tried to keep busy, goingwith her father if he
was working near the house, to watch him and giverd with
whatever he was doing; or, if it wasn't possiblehfer to go with him,
she worked indoors, cooking or preserving somehef ltscious
autumn fruits she found around the farm—Dblackbsraied sloes and
crab apples in the hedgerows; and, in the orclagoles and pears.

She did not see Josh all week, but Lucy Killaneeawer to see her
one day, bringing grapes grown on an indoor vinkildne House.
They were a little sharp but had quite a palatdlaeour. Lucy
Killane said she made wine with them most yeare. Vihe had been
growing in the hothouse for years; it had beentpldby her husband
when they were first married.

Prue was able to see her father's unguarded faea Wwhcy first

appeared; his eyes lit up and his mouth curvedtenderness that
made her absolutely certain that he loved Lucy. 8atched Lucy
talking to him, but wasn't quite so sure about Isbe felt—fondness,
yes, that was there, but was there more than that?

'‘Has your daughter gone back to college?' she askedl Lucy
sighed, shaking her head.

'‘Not yet. She can be very difficult.'

Prue could believe that! She hadn't seen much o$éy, but she had
a shrewd idea that the other girl had a strong aviti something of
her brother's tenacity.



'Is she still quarrelling with Josh?' asked Jamksrdyce, and Lucy
gave him a wry smile.

'‘Afraid so!"

‘Josh should be more understanding!" Prue's fathiel, and Prue
laughed.

'‘And pigs should fly!
Lucy gave her an astounded glance, and her fatbketl shocked.
‘Pruel’

'I'm sorry, but it's true . . . expecting Josh &éounderstanding is as
realistic as asking a pig to fly. He doesn't underd women and he
never will.'

'‘Don't you think so?' Josh's mother said, starihcher with a
thoughtful expression.

‘Well, | don't expect you to agree with me, you laiemother, after
all,' Prue said defiantly. 'But it doesn't surpnse that he tries to push
his sister around, or that she quarrels with hinthal time. If | were
her, so would I

*You quarrel with Josh a lot?' his mother asked, Rrue went a little
pink, her green eyes restlessly moving away fromyLKillane's
curious gaze.

'If he tries to ridge roughshod over me, yes! Maybdecause | grew
up in another country, with different rules andtattes—but | won't
put up with a man giving me orders."

'‘Oh, dear," Lucy said, smiling. 'l can see Joshrbhbbed you up the
wrong way.'



When she had gone, James Allardyce said to Prierdatiskily, 'I'm
so glad you and Lucy are getting on better nowas sure you would
like her when you got to know her.’

Prue smiled, sympathy in her eyes. She was suretmatvher father

loved Lucy Killane, and almost sure that Lucy dat feel quite the

same way about him. Her affection was sisterlyeRuspected. She
was fond of him, but had never been in love. Mymotwvas wrong,

Prue thought; well, half wrong, anyway! But woultht have been
any comfort to her mother, since it was true tlatds Allardyce did

love the other woman?

'l like Lucy very much,' she said gently, and heghér glowed with
pleasure.

'‘Good."' He gave her a faintly mischievous look.dAnaybe one day
you'll start to like Josh, too!

Prue stopped smiling and glowered; green eyesegtity in her
flushed face. 'That is never going to happen!

David was due to leave the hospital very soon. foHewing day,
Prue stayed within earshot of the telephone in shsavas given the
word to come and collect him. His specialist wastwvig him that
morning, and the ward sister had told Prue thanight decide that
David was fit enough to go home, so Prue had paekedse with
clothes for David, and taken it into the hospite previous day. If he
was given the go-ahead, he could be dressed atidgviay the time
Prue arrived to pick him up.

James Allardyce was working in the field neare& hiouse that
morning. If the call came, all she had to do waktgeher father then
hurry and then drive to the hospital to pick Dawd



She was feeling oddly edgy as she waited for tlmneho ring. On
the one hand, she couldn't wait for David to refeen, she was aching
to get on with their holiday, and then with théfie together. She had
loved him for a long time, nothing could ever chauigat.

On the other hand, though, she would miss her fadrebly; she
loved the farm and the landscape she saw eachmgonfien she got
up; and she was rather nervous about going awdy Batvid. It
would be crazy to say he seemed like a strangersdiething had
happened to them both since the crash. His week®spital had
separated them somehow. David had lived througéxparience she
hadn't shared, and at the same time she had bé&emgehe
childhood he hadn't known, rediscovering her fatihealising she
belonged here, after all. She had found out adotiaherself in the
process, too.

She had seen David every day, of course—but shenkceghasingly
felt like a stranger; they had talked in a cheesfay, but so politely, a
distance between them, some barrier she didn'trstachel. Prue
frowned, telling herself fiercely that when theyrev¢ogether again,
and far away from here, they would get back togetiygmin. They
still loved each other just the way they always'!'h@de couldn't
imagine marrying anyone but David—why, their frisfthd always
said that theirs was a marriage made in heavesg!fat

Prue made herself some coffee and stared at theepldlling it to
ring. Betty Cain had whisked around the house aftd éverything
was tidy and she had nothing to do but wait.

Fifteen minutes later, she was washing up her eeftgp and spoon
In an obsessive need to do something to pass e wihen Josh
walked into the kitchen from the garden, wearindl-washed old

blue jeans which fitted him like a glove, and anskght black ribbed
sweater over an old grey shirt.



Prue looked over her shoulder, with a stifled ditjasp, her eyes
restlessly skating over his lean figure, surprid®ed a faintly
dishevelled look about him. He was usually so wetlomed: hair
smoothly brushed, nails immaculate, clothes exacijht for
whatever occasion he was attending. Today, shedéhat he was in
too much of a temper to bother how he looked—he pvabably a
hazard to anyone who was foolish enough to crasgdth, too, but
he was here, and short of running away there wasayoshe could
avoid him, so she nodded warily instead.

Josh nodded to her, his brows black as night,yas blacker.

'‘Dad's in Lark Meadow, if you want him,"' she saicihurry, hoping
he would go in search of her father.

'l came to see you.' His tone was uncompromisimgséue wondered
nervously what was wrong. Had his mother repeateat whe'd said
about him? Oh, good grief! Prue inwardly groanediefpe not! She
could have sworn that Lucy Killane wouldn't do that

'I'm sorry,' she said, drying her hands and tryimgook busy. 'l
haven't got time to talk, I'm off any minute to lpigp David at the
hospital!’

‘No, you're not!" His peremptory voice put her bapk she threw the
towel down and glared at him.

'‘Whatever you want to say will have to wait!" shattared. 'They'll be
ringing me any time now, and then I'll be drivirgthe hospital.'

"Your fiancé has already left," Josh said, his éyd and watchful.
She stared at him blankly.

‘What?'



'He left two hours ago.’

Prue looked at the door, as if expecting David &dkwhrough it any
moment.

'No!' Josh said in a flat voice. 'He isn't here.’

‘Where is he, then? What's happened? Why did ke k& hospital
without letting me know . . .' Her voice died awas/she stared into
Josh's furious eyes, and she became afraid.

'l don't know where he is—yet!" Josh said throughtdeth. '‘But I'll
find him—and when | do, I'll break his neck!

The violence in his voice made Prue flinch awaytfiam, her green
eyes huge and troubled. 'What are you talking &out

'He's run off,' Josh said hoarsely. 'And he's takgrsister with him!'

Frozen, Prue whispered, 'Run off? David? But wina® he gone? |
don't understand what you're talking about! What y@ur sister got
to do with David?'

'l told you,' Josh said, his dark eyes stabbirgeats if he blamed her
for whatever had happened. 'They've gone off tageth . Lynsey
and that bastard!

'l don't believe you!" Prue said, but she begdadbcold, her skin lost
all its colour and her eyes darkened with fear.

Josh gave a rough sigh of irritation, shruggingvidh it wasn't true,
too, God knows! But it is. Look, | only heard bycatent—my
shepherd cut his hand on a scythe early todaynguiack brambles,
and his wife drove him to the hospital to havetittked and to get
tetanus jabs. When they got back, | went to thettage to check that
he was OK, and they mentioned seeing Lynsey driaimgy from the



hospital. That rocked me, because she hadn't nmeatigoing to the
hospital, so | asked if they were sure and they gas, they'd know
her car anywhere. It's an old banger of mine; legavo her for her
last birthday, to help her pass her test. I'd hddriyears, so they
weren't likely to be mistaken.’

Prue tensely interrupted, 'But you said she lefi\Biavid!
'She did!" Josh irritably told her.
'‘But how could your shepherd know that? He doésm@tv David.'

'He didn't know who the man was with her, he just\k there was a
man in the passenger seat, but his wife, who hdddsit in the foyer
while he was seeing the doctor, had seen Lynsdgatdhe man the
from one of the wards.'

'‘But why on earth jump to the conclusion that isvizavid?' Prue was
disturbed, but she couldn't believe that any of tis true. After all,
Lynsey had only met David once, and anyway, she juas a
teenager! David wouldn't run off with some eightgear-old!

'l rang the hospital! They told me Henley had Veith Lynsey,' Josh
said harshly, and she stared at him, her stomaatmicig, and heard
the clock ticking, heard water dripping in the kién sink, and
outside a bird singing with melancholy persistersmanewhere
among the leafless wintry trees. Such small domsstinds, yet they
were like nails being driven into her flesh.

‘Then she's bringing him here,' Prue said in g i voice, through
lips turned white and shaky.

Josh watched her expressionlessly, shaking his, laealdshe picked
up a flash of pity in those dark eyes, and it magieeven wilder; her
voice taking on an edge of desperation.



'She must be . . . they'll be here soon . . yoeragy, jumping to
conclusions...'

'l know most of the staff pretty well," Josh saiatlf/, interrupting.
‘My family built the original hospital...'

'l know," she said bitterly. 'l went to school heril | was thirteen,
remember? | don't need a local history lesson abowrtthe Killanes
gave the money to build the cottage hospital. Tth&yus all about it,
and told us how grateful we ought to be!'

Her very obvious lack of gratitude didn't seem tghler Josh too
much, although he did give her a faintly wry glance

‘They still call one of the wards Killane,' he safhd I'm on several
committees concerned with the day-to-day runninthefplace, so |
knew that all | had to do was ring the head poiér| Maley—he

knows everything that goes on in the hospitalkedsf Lynsey had
arrived yet, and he cheerfully told me she'd alyeemllected your
fiancé.' Josh smiled; it wasn't a very pleasantesamd Prue winced.
'He thought | knew all about it, of course! He krsoyour father is my
tenant and it seemed very natural that Lynsey shdrile over to

pick your fiancé up.'

'Well, isn't it?' Prue burst out.
Josh shook his head. 'No, that...'

She broke in angrily, 'Why not? Why shouldn't sheéhcalled in by
chance, discovered that David could leave at camoe poffered him a
lift back to the farm? That must be what's happénddr voice
picked up, she almost smiled. 'Yes, that's it! Rl your sister is
taking the long way round from the hospital . ightseeing . . . she
may have called in somewhere else, on friends,realising that



David is still weak and should go straight to bledi say that that is
the most plausible explanation.’

Josh gave her a wry smile. 'Plausible maybe, bignit true, I'm
afraid!’

‘How can you possibly know?' she asked, dreadisgimswer.

Josh pulled a crumpled letter out of his pocket &mnde's eyes
focused on it blindly, her face growing even whiter

'Lynsey gave this to a nurse to post. When | west to the hospital,
they gave it to me.'

He held it out but Prue didn't take it, shaking ihead. 'l don't want to
read your letter! What does she say?'

'It wasn't addressed to me, and it isn't from Lyrise
'You said Lynsey gave it to a nurse to post!

‘She did, but she didn't write the letter. He didey meant it to be
posted, so that you wouldn't get it until tomorromorning/ His

mouth was cynical, distasteful. "'They wanted to ensilire of getting
away before anyone found out what they were planhkte pushed
the envelope at Prue, and this time she took ft w&mbling fingers
and turned it over and over, staring down at it.

‘You've opened it!"
‘And read it," said Josh coolly. 'l had to know whaaid.'
'You had no right to open a letter addressed t6 me!

'l was in a hurry. | didn't know what was going bjust knew that my
sister was up to something. | even wondered if od your fiancé



had both gone with Lynsey, if you were in some sbdonspiracy to
spirit her away so that she didn't have to go daadkniversity! But
when | was given that letter, | realised they waililde writing to you
if you were going off with them, so | opened thiéedeand read it.'

Prue unfolded the crumpled paper and stared atd@asprawling,
untidy handwriting. She was in such a state that abuld hardly
make out one word in three, but the word sorrytieap at her over
and over again. She read it, and lifted her headfdte stricken.

'He says they're in love . . .’
'l know, | read it, remember!" Josh interrupted atngntly.

‘They're getting married right away, as soon ag tla@ get a licence,’
she said over him, as if he hadn't spoken, andsherlaughed with
bitter irony. 'We've been engaged for a year! Foe oeason or
another, it was never the right time to get marraadl we were quite
happy to wait; after all, we had all our lives athehus.' She held up
the letter, staring at Josh. 'But he wants to maeryat once!'

‘Not if | can stop it," Josh said, watching herst.

‘But | don't understand any of it,’ Prue said, lggeen eyes
bewildered. ."They barely now each other! Davidsrbin hospital
ever since we got here - and I've been visiting éuweary day. How
can they be in love?'

Josh's face was dark with angry blood. 'Lynseydesh visiting him
too, ever since that first time, when she took those flowers. She
obviously took one look and fell for him. My God,I'd known I'd

have packed her off to university again beforeféer could touch the
ground, but then she knew how I'd feel if | evaurfd out. She took
great trouble to hide:, what she was up to!" Jaslea thick groan.
'‘She seems to have made the running, it may nlislfault as much



as hers.' The admission was reluctant, irritated,then he burst out,
‘Although how he could dump you to run off with ar
eighteen-year-old girl, God only knows.'

The word 'dump’ made Prue wince; her pallor growmgre
pronounced and her green eyes all dilated pugtkoith pain.

'He was probably flattered," Josh said, mouth tagst'Most men

would be—Lynsey's beautiful, even if she is Jukida Having her

throwing herself at him must have turned his heaat, that that

excuses what he's done. He should have known paté&r years
older than her, and they hardly know each otheanefshe has been
visiting him every day for the last couple of weéks

Prue had been thinking about that, and a suddee whviolent hot
colour ran up her face. 'Oh, she really meant tdgpe, didn't she?’

Josh shrugged, his mouth indented. 'She's theoagd$essions; for
seeing things just from her own angle.’

'‘Don't blame her age!' Prue said bitterly. 'Sh&dlane—that's why
she did it!"

Josh looked at her sharply, eyes narrowed.

'‘She's her mother's daughter,' Prue flung at Itisithe same pattern,
Isn't it? Your mother stole my father, even thowstie didn't really
want him at all. And David was mine, so your sistad to have him!
| don't suppose this is even the first time shefseegafter another girl's
man. With some women it just makes it more excijtikigowing

they're stealing a man from someone else. He's \asnill and he

still isn't back to normal; he doesn't know whatshdoing, she's
bewitched him into going away with her . . . it'tddavid's fault, any
of this, it's hers.' She was talking in a high,kshg voice, her eyes



feverish and her body trembling, and Josh wasrgtat her fixedly,
his brows black above his black eyes.

‘You're hysterical; stop talking like that!" he daturtly, but she
wouldn't stop; the words kept pouring out of heaimolten lava, and
she felt confused about why she was so sick andyaBgpe didn't
know if the pain was over her father or over Dawaialy that the echo
of an old betrayal was sounding in her ears liké isua sea shell.
Talking helped her to stave off tears, so she tadking.

'I know now how my mother felt!" she said huskisyyallowing.
‘When | remember how fed up | used to get witlehstg to her . . .
but | hadn't been there then, | didn't know! Shakb off, biting her
lower, lip to stop it shaking. 'l should never haeene back here, but
it never entered my head that I'd lose David, ithatight all happen
again. | remember being surprised that day sheDaskd flowers, it
seemed an odd thing to do, but | misunderstodehught she did it to
score off me, make me feel thoughtless and stupcddsse | hadn't
thought of giving him flowers, and all the time dineed made up her
mind there and then to steal him from me, the way ynother stole
my father . ..

Josh slapped her face and the wild, hoarse wooggeatl in a gasp.
She stared at him, green eyes huge and blankdec@nd, then the
tears welled up in them and Josh grabbed her,rms sound her,
while she began to cry, shaking and sobbing.

She let him hold her, her face buried in his chist,ribbing of his
sweater pressing against her skin, although sha'tasareof it at
the time. His han@upped the back of her head, slowly moved ov
her hair, gently stroking it, comforting her, whdke cried out all the
rage and pain which had made her close to hysterica

She gradually stopped crying but she didn't mowes, body still
quivering with the hurricane of emotion which haegept through it.



Face hidden against Josh's chest, she fought tootber breathing,
sneaked up a hand to brush over her wet face,aggslveddering sigh.

Then the hand stroking her hair suddenly clenchred bandful of it
and pulled her head back.

‘Don't!" she protested. 'That hurts!"

Josh didn't let go; his hand ruthlessly enforcirgspure, he made her
look up at him, his dark eyes probing her face.

'Isn't it time you were honest with yourself?' feked, his mouth
sardonic, and she frowned, the tear-wet lashespdrgdo hide her
eyes from him.

‘Don't you talk to me about being honest. One afryfamily has no
business mentioning the word honesty to one of mine

‘You don't love him!" Josh said tersely and shevcaesharp, appalled
breath.

‘Let go of me!" She fought him breathlessly, hendsacurled into
fists, punching him, and Josh had to let go ofttar, but only to put
both arms around her again, making it impossibtengér to get her
hands free.

‘You . ..you. .. Killane!" she raged. 'Stopdmg me like that—I
hate it!"

He put his head down close to hers and she hwraedirted her face,
but could not stop his cheek touching her ownjlense his whisper
against her ear. 'No, you don't—and you don't luue either!

Her face burned, then went white again. 'Do ydunkt| don't know
what you're doing?' she muttered, staring at tteh&n window over
his shoulder, watching the sun shine through taédss branches of



a thorn tree, and hating Josh even more than sbd he sister. "You
want me to give David up without a protest. Yotitdisister wants
him, so | must be convinced that | never loved Mvie. must make it
easier for Lynsey, mustn't we? She's a Killane,thacillanes must
always get what they want!'

"You must be fond of him, I'm sure you are,' saishJcoolly, ignoring
her accusations. '‘But love is very different, Priyga-know that, so
don't lie to yourself, even if you feel you must to me.' His cheek
was against hers, his flesh warm, his skirt roudtmen her own as he
rubbed his face backward and forward against heelkchShe could
smell the musky scent of his aftershave, and hisaoreathing, feel
his chest rise and fall against her breasts alsihgs drew in air and
exhaled it. Their bodies were breathing in the sahythm, their
hearts beating with the same over-rapid excitement.

'‘Don't talk to me about love!" she broke out, angrih herself as
much as him because he was getting to her, juseadways had,
right from their first meeting The violence of h&actions to him
scared her as much now as it had then, and shdesasrate to stop
him saying any more. She didn't want to hear thegthhe was
saying; she didn't want them to be true.

'‘Why not?' he asked softly, a thread of mockeryignvoice, turning
his head a little so that his mouth moved on hdpba, the warmth
of his breath and his lips making her shudder. 'Wiustn't | talk
about love, Prue? Why are you so scared?'

‘You're all the same, you Killanes, aren't you® shid thickly,
shifting her head to escape the teasing brushsahbuth.

‘Sooner or later you've got to face the truth.'lidistouched her neck,
as gently as a feather gliding over her skin, mgkiar shiver. The
kiss drifted slowly down her throat towards heraanflicting pain
and pleasure, coming closer and closer to her goiyemouth;



insidious, seductive, tormenting. She tried to wgieg free but
couldn't; his hands held her prisoner.

Josh was stronger and he had no scruples abogthisistrength. He
wasn't hurting her, she almost wished he was, ildvinake it easier
to bear, make it easier to fight. As it was, she toaforce herself to
struggle, to free her arms. She was strugglingee her senses, too,
from the spell he was weaving around them, buthslped he didn't
know that. She would hate Josh to know he had dlbezgten her.

Tensing herself from head to foot, she said futiguket go! | don't
want you touching me, | don't want you kissing nndlicting with
me—any of it! You're just like the rest of your féyt

He stiffened, his hands releasing her for a seematithen catching
hold of her again, gripping her shoulders so tigtttat she winced.

‘What are you accusing me of now?' he asked wkimé of weary
impatience.

'‘Don't think you fooled me for an instant, not earthe start!' she
said, her green eyes full of hate. "You were vdryiaus! Once you
knew | was engaged, you started chasing me, theyaualittle sister
chased David . . . you're all the same, you Kilkaréhe grass is
always greener on the other side of the wall! Yoly avant what
other people have!'

‘That's not true,' he said, his face all anglesthade dark eyes filled

with angry heat, and a sort of surprise, but treehddn't expected her
to work it out, to realise why he had made passégeven though

he knew she was engaged.

'Oh, yes, it is! | suppose you thought | was tomduo realise what
you were doing? Well, I'm not! You didn't take ne nhot for a
second.'



'Stop talking nonsense!" Josh said, through tigist |

it isn't nonsense; it's the truth and it's no gdendying it! Your mother
flirted with my father, but she hasn't married hiviou knew | was
engaged, but you've flirted with me. Your sisteewnDavid was
engaged, but she flirted with him. The only diffece was that David
fell for it—he took it seriously and she's hadd&e it seriously, too.
She's run off with him. But how long will it lasWill she get bored
with him before they've actually fixed a weddingy@da

'‘What if she did?' Josh asked, his eyes narrowmiges.

'‘What if she did?' Prue repeated, staring back wdisttaste. "Who
cares, is that it? She'll have her fun, and thexilghet bored, she'll
walk out on poor David, and she'll come home wagging her talil
behind her!" She began to laugh wildly, her eyadevand glistening
with unshed tears, and Josh watched her, his fate g

‘That wasn't what | meant! If she does leave hiit,you take him
back? That was what | wanted to know!

Prue hadn't even thought of that, but she thought then, eyes
shadowed, and knew that she wouldn't, that it vilasvar between
her and David. She never wanted to see him agaihat humiliated
her, betrayed her, just as her father had betragedother. It might
be David who had jilted her, but it was she whotfe¢ shame and the
guilt. She could never look him in the face again.

'‘Well?' Josh insisted, his eyes fixed on her fand,she pulled herself
together and looked coolly at him. He was the Vasy person in the
world she would confide in; she wasn't telling hwhat she was
thinking, he could ask until he was blue in theefac

‘Mind your own business,' she said, and got a I®egying stare
before Josh turned on his heel and walked outeokiichen into the



garden. If he had slammed the door she might heltedme sort of
angry triumph, but he didn't. He closed the dodrife him with a
quiet finality which left her feeling very cold atided.



CHAPTER EIGHT

PRUE was too shocked to be capable of thinking cledNizen Josh
had gone, she went upstairs like an automaton ¢k, fgeefore her
father got back. She had the hire car; she couldiles away in a few
hours, and then she wouldn't have to put up with @i sympathy
from her father, she could leave all this muddleiibe.

But she couldn't make up her mind, she switchedsp&very five
minutes as she sat in her bedroom in the farmhdwesesuitcases
open and her clothes strewn all over the bed. Whatld she do?
She must decide!

Think! she told herself angrily. What should | db® | stay on
here—or leave? And then, if she left Yorkshire,idd®she go off on
that long-planned trip around Europe, visitingta# places she and
David had dreamt about and talked about for mortasywhich she
would be seeing all by herself now? Or should ghstfaight back to
Australia?

She looked at her suitcases, biting her lip. Houwldshe go back to
Sydney and her job with her old firm, see her olenfds again, after
David had walked out on her? It would be humiligtithey might be
sympathetic to her face, but some of them wouldjlgidpehind her
back, or, at the very least, whisper and gossgihsgy with curiosity.
She didn't know which she would hate most—the pityhe secret
glee.

There was another reason why she was reluctanbtbagk to

Australia. David would probably take Lynsey backSygdney after
they were married. Where else would they go? Dadrents were
there, and she and David had always planned tcagk &fter their
lengthy tour of Europe. It was quite the thing agndimeir friends to
see the world and then come home to settle dowrstantla family;

they had never intended to stay in Europe.



She had looked forward to living close to Davicdsgnts; she was
very fond of them, and that would be another bitss to her. She
would probably never see them again. When theydntee news,
they would be very upset, they would be deeplyystor her, and
angry with David for jilting her. Knowing them, shweouldn't be
surprised if they chose to side with her againsir town son, and she
didn't want that!

She wasn't sure yet how she felt about David himSéle ought to
hate him, but she couldn't. She loved David too hmiachate him;
nothing he did would ever alter that. She coulewén blame him. In
fact, she had a sneaking fellow feeling for himw#es another victim
of the Killanes and their insidious glamour; likertfather and her
mother ... and herself.

The slam of a door downstairs made her sit up; fede and alert.
Was that her father? She hadn't been expectinghbime for ages
yet.

Hello? Anyone at home?'

It was a woman's voice. Lucy Killane, thought Prineywning, and
not answering, hoping that the older woman wouldag@y. Josh
must have told her. She must be worried about &eglater, but why
had she come here? What did she want?

She wants something, you can bet on that! Pruegtitocynically.
Maybe she has come to soft-soap me, get me tovéolgr daughter
and promise not to make a scandal, cause troubléh&Killane
family?

‘Prue, are you there?’

Footsteps creaked on the stairs; Mrs Killane wasiieg up and Prue
got off the bed, closed her suitcase, flung theth Wwer clothes back



into the wardrobe and shut the doors on them. 8liegl anstinctively.
She didn't want Lucy Killane to see that she hadest packing, that
she was thinking of leaving.

Not just leaving, she thought grimly. Running awddsn't that what
she would be doing if she left now? Her mother hadaway, as far
as she possibly could, right across to the otluker af the world—but
what good had it done her? She had wasted yeaherofife in
bitterness. Prue didn't want to do that. She had 8& consequences
of brooding over a wrong done to you—you endedaipgifar more
damage to yourself than the original injury.

She wasn't going back to Australia, she decided,timea flash of
self-knowledge. She wasn't going to let this ovadsiw her whole
life. Damn the Killanes! Who were they, anyway?was time

somebody taught them that they couldn't just reatland take what
they wanted, wreck other people's lives fovram!

Shehad left her bedroom door slightly ajar. Lucy Killane tagpm
it before pushing it wide open and looking acré&srbom at her.

Prue stared back, sitting there immovably on het, Iteer hands
clasped together in her lap to stop them shaking.

'‘Oh, Prue,' Lucy said huskily. 'l ... I don't knevhat to say to you!
She was as pale as Prue herself; her eyes hacheztitigs, she had
been crying. She looked drawn and haggard, andd@uldn't help a
twinge of compassion for her, because, after alhsey was her
daughter and only eighteen, but Prue didn't sofiershow any
sympathy, it would have made it harder to hangpdrer self-control,
so she put up a pretence of icy composure, usigat shield.

‘There's nothing useful you can say," she told Kiltane. '‘And 1
would rather you didn't say anything at all.'



'l know how you feel. . ." Mrs Killane came furtheto the room, and
Prue frowned.

'l don't think you do, Mrs Killane! Please go, thierno point in
talking about it.'

'‘Oh, Prue, I'm sorry, so very sorry . . ." Mrs &ile put out her hands
to Prue, her lovely eyes glistening with tears, imeuth quivering,
'I'm no good with words, | don't know the rightrtgito say, but | feel
so badly..about this . . . it's terrible. How coulghsey . . .?' Her voice
was shaky and thin, it kept dying away, and thegtlear little burst of
words would burst out. 'l don't know how she couldWe had no
idea, Prue, | promise you that! Josh didn't suspesther did |I. |
couldn't believe when he told me. He asked if Hdwn, but if 1 had,
I'd have done something to stop it, and so wousthlJo

She had seized Prue's hands and Prue couldn'tagunteherself to
push her away or free herself forcibly; she haditohere while the
other woman clasped her hands, tears running fresdy down her
pale, haggard, yet still hauntingly lovely face.

'She's just a child,' she sobbed. 'Just eighteershe doesn't know
what she's doing.'

Prue's face tightened. Oh, no? she thought, ang Kiliane read the
angry cynicism in her green eyes and flinched &ut had hit her.

‘She's in love with love, that's all,' she whisples if begging Prue
to agree with her. it can't be the real thing, Istasely knows him.’

Prue laughed angrily. 'The real thing? Of coursenit!'

Lucy looked at her with pity and anxiety, and Psulckles rose. She
didn't want either emotion from the woman who hadead her
mother's life.



It's just a crush, isn't it?' said Lucy, noddirghe's too young to
know what real love is! This is because he wasanger, from the
other side of the .world, and in hospital—it seemechantic and
exciting, and she mistook what she was feelingstimething else!
Having to keep her visits a secret probably matleite as romantic.
But I'm ashamed of her, she should have realised iwtvould do to
you!'

'‘She doesn't care what she does to me!' Prue azagaly her green
eyes flashing. She pulled, her hafigde and walked to the window,
fighting her temper, but in the end she couldnltdHmack her real
feelings, they burst outf her. "You know very well . . she only
wanted David because he belonged to me. If he bad bnattached
she probably wouldn't have looked twice at him, bhe's your
daughter, and she prefers to take her men fronr atbmen.'

Lucy Killane stood there in a frozen silence, stgrat her.

'‘Oh, don't pretend to look bewildered,' Prue sndpp@u don't fool
me, any more than you fooled my mother!'

'She told you . . ." Lucy began, then took a daepth. 'What? What
did she tell you?'

‘The truth! She thought | was old enough to knovattad ruined my
parents' marriage ... or rather, who had!

Lucy put a hand to her mouth, whitening, then aevafvred flowed
up to her hairline. 'Oh, so that's why ... why yere so offhand with
me when you first arrived?'

‘Until | was stupid enough to let you charm me ifitogetting
everything my mother had told me! But that's what'se good
at—you and your daughter, and your . . . your witamn family!
You have a genius for charming people into forggttihings . . .



little, unimportant things, . . like loyalty and aecy and common
sense!'

‘But it wasn't true!" Lucy said huskily, still vefiushed. ‘My husband
meant everything to me; | loved him very much, Vereonce looked
at any other man. Your father and | were friendst as he was my
husband's friends You ought to know your fathertdoethan to

believe he would betray one of his oldest friertasgd known my

husband far longer than | had.’

'‘But you knew what | was talking about at oncetid”said coldly, and
Lucy sighed.

'‘Oh, your mother accused us ... one day she cartieetbouse and
made a very unpleasant scene,, shouting and ciyivas very upset,

| tried to tell her the truth, but | knew that slvasn't very stable, |

didn't take her seriously. Jim told me to forgeh# said she hadn't
really believed the things she said, she was paginzdlly jealous and

given to these outbursts. He said she was eveougalf his dog.’

Lucy paused, face hesitant, worried, then plunged '8he was

jealous of you, too, Prue. It drove her crazy & fought your father
loved you more than her.'

Prue's green eyes opened wide, her pupils verk bldmat was true;
although she had forgotten it until now, she hadags known her
mother was jealous whenever she and her fathertagether. What
else had she forgotten about those childhood yesirs2vondered,
and oddly remembered Josh teasing her by sayindpéhlbad kissed
her years ago. Had he lied? Ever since he haditsadme faint
memory had been trying to surface; she felt it atwathin reach for
a second . . . then it was gone again on dragnfigs.

Lucy was unaware of her reverie. 'And after shetvaaray, and took
you with her, Jim said she had taken you to make gou grew up
hating him," Lucy went on, and that was true, tder mother had



wanted her to hate her father; that was why shedidder so much
about the past, blackening his name. That was $wmgePrue had
worked out for herself years ago, but her mothedkus nature and
instability didn't mean that there was no truth alb her wild
accusations, did it? There must be some fire bedlirtiat smoke.

"Your two children must have got it from somewhehaugh!" Prue
said bitingly, and Lucy Killane looked dumbfounded.

‘My two..."'
‘Lynsey . . . and Josh! Yes! They're as bad as ethah!’
‘Josh?' repeated his mother with incredulity.

‘Yes, Josh," Prue snapped. 'l know how Lynsey nethég seduce
David, because her brother tried the same gamemettlirting with
me every time | saw him, trying to kiss me andhlyde didn't take
me in the way your daughter fooled poor David.'

Lucy Killane stared at her. 'Josh has been flirimgh you?' Her
voice was slow, almost dazed, but there was a titfuldook in her
face.

'‘Don't pretend to be shocked! | can't stand hyggtrPrue said with
contempt. 'He's your son, we both know where hetdam!’

They had been so absorbed that they hadn't heardréak on the
stairs, and weren't aware of the man in the doomwvdy he spoke,
making them jump.

'‘Prue!" he said sharply, and they both looked rowstdrtled and
shaken.



Lucy Killane flushed up at the sight of him; shented hurriedly
away, her face distressed. By contrast, James diltar was
white-faced and hisyes were appalled.

'‘Don't talk to Mrs Killane like that!" he said, &nue laughed angrily.

'‘Mrs Killane? It's a bit late to be so formal, Dadknow about you
two, I've always known. Mum told me.’

Hot blood rose up in his face and he glanced quiakLucy Killane,
who begged him, "Tell her it isn't true, Jim!" [slte couldn't look at
him, all the same, and Prue read guilt in her adegtyes.

‘Yes, lie to me, Dad," Prue said. 'Tell me you diowe her!

He looked grim, his head bent, a frown pulling brsws together.
‘Your mother was sick, she invented grievancesive gerself a
reason for hurting me, she lied to you, Prue. Thexg nothing going
on between me and Lucy, we were just friends. ¢ gou my word of
honour that that's the truth.' His eyes lifted ahd looked into them
and believed the level stare, believed even ma@etihappiness, the
distress, because the truth he was telling wagquitg the whole truth
and he knew it. She knew it, too, and was suddeaty sorry for
him.

She didn't know exactly how it had been, of coukis.face had a
dignity which made her believe he half spoke thhtrPerhaps he
hadn't been in love with Lucy Killane at first? Meeyhe had simply
no longer been in love with her mother and unableaunterfeit a
feeling which had died? Prue knew just how difficadr mother had
been; how hard to love or convince you loved her!

But, however it had come about, James Allardycefabeh in love
with Lucy Killane in the end. Perhaps when her motiiccused him,
she had unknowingly put the idea into his head¥elhadn't taken



that sort of interest in Lucy Killane before, it wd have made him
see her in a new light after his wife became jesalou

Whether or not it had been true then, it was théhtnow! Her father
did love Lucy Killane; the silent admission was his troubled
glance, whatever he might be saying aloud, but Poukd see more
than that in his eyes. Lucy did not love him anchkd no hope that
she ever would, except as a friend. Did Lucy knaw e felt? Had
she guessed long ago, or had he somehow manadpdetd from
her? That Prue couldn't guess, but his eyes hadelanaholy
resignation; a sadness which had accepted thehwaystWere.

Prue ran a shaking hand over her ruffled red ging to think of
something to say, but she couldn't get a word xce@ a whispered,
‘Sorry, Dad.'

He knew she meant more than a simple apology fangaipset Mrs
Killane, but all he said, rather gruffly, was, 'Dicsay that to me—say
it to Mrs Killane!'

Prue turned, the words on her lips, but Lucy Kidlamhook her head,
smiling at her wistfully.

'It's all right, Prue, no need to say it, | undamnst . . . she was your
mother, of course you were upset. In your plackh#ve felt the
same, and I'm not angry, although it wasn't trog,d it! I'm just sad
for her, and for you, too. It can't have been dasyou, coping with
all thatwhile you were so youndput don't forget how sick she was.
don't suppose she knew what she was saying hdiitlee

Prue gave a long sigh and nodded.

It had been a relief to her when Harry appeared feardmother
married him; Harry had taken some of the weight leéf own
shoulders and she had been grateful to him, bunbérer had never



really been a happy woman and she hadn't put kerress behind
her. She had lived with the bad memaories every dag,made Prue
and Harry live with them, too.

‘She was sick,' Prue said, in wry forgiveness &rrfow, recognising
how wrong she had been and yet how sad her lifdobad.

'l was horrified when your mother accused me,' Lsayl, ‘it wasn't
true, not a word of it, but when she talked aboetfimting with Jim,

| found myself wondering if | unwittingly ever hadif you smile at a
man it can be misunderstood, can't it?' She gawe &rueful smile.
‘Well, you know that, Prue! Every woman does! Wekabw how

easy it is to give a man the wrong impression.'

Was she talking about Josh? thought Prue, highucolshing up to
her face, but Lucy went on talking in a voice whied no double
meanings.

‘Try to be friendly and some men will jump to theazest
conclusions, and | had a bad time for a while, vesimd) if I'd missed
something. But Jim reassured me, he told me if alasn your
mother's head, not his!" She smiled at him warrslglee added, 'That
was a big relief!’

'‘Well, thank you!" Jim Allardyce said cheerfullydabucy laughed.
'You know what | mean, Jim!

'Of course | do—I was only teasing,' he said, anchL.smiled back at
him, then her face sobered again.

‘With all this, I'd forgotten . . . Oh, Jim, havewheard? Such terrible
hews . .. Prue's fiance . . .'



'Yes, Josh met me, he told me," Jim Allardyce saoking at his
daughter anxiously. 'Prue darling, I'm sorry...'

She had herself under control now; she felt oddilytér, as though
discovering the truth about her parents had lifteckight from her.

'‘Well, better that he should walk away now thareraftve were
married," she said lightly, her head held high, hadfather's eyes
searched her face for clues to what she was riegliyng. Prue smiled
at him defiantly.

‘That's my qirl!" Jim Allardyce said with the gesrtess she
remembered from her childhood.

'If only we knew where they had gone!' said Lu@cd bleak. "You
can't just walk in off the street and get marrieden today. They
would have to get a licence, make arrangementsyddahink they
can be in London? Josh seems to think that's whesed go. What
do you think, Prue?'

‘Maybe," Prue said wearily, wishing they would geéuse she didn't
want to talk about it. 'David likes London; helsig city boy, grew up

in Sydney, lived there all his life. He loves tleashe swims like a
fish and surfs whenever he can, but apart frombtteech he never
cared for much for the countryside; | could seavhen't much struck
by Yorkshire while we were driving up here. It wias isolated for

him. He prefers bright lights and having a goocetiso | wouldn't be

surprised if he hasn't headed back down south hol&wo.'

Her father grimaced. 'But where do you start logRityou can't call
in the police to hunt for Lynsey. She's legallyaatult, she's free to
come or go as she pleases and the police won'ttevknbw.’

'l think Josh is considering getting a private dete,' Lucy told him.



‘Josh ought to let it go. It'll be like looking fameedle in a haystack!
said Jim Allardyce bluntly.

Lucy groaned, moving restlessly towards the dd®hall we go
downstairs and have some tea while we talk? I'nmglyf thirst,
aren't you, Prue? All this agitation makes onestijrdon't you
think?'

Jim Allardyce followed her, but Prue was reluctantalk any more.

"You know," said Lucy, over her shoulder, ‘whaill san't believe is
how Lynsey could act that way. Sneaking into tledital every day,
secretly visiting a strange young man she knowegrnigaged to
someone else! | didn't know my own daughter, didDi@ anyone?
I've never seen Josh so angry, he's like a thutodersn the house.'

Prue sat down on the bed abruptly, her knees tad ¥eehold her up
any longer. When Lucy talked about Josh she alsesthim; that
dark, angry face, those glittering eyes flashingeat—the mere idea
of him made her stomach cave in and her heart @gaimst her ribs.

His mother had hit the nail right on the head whkka saidhat he
was like a thunderstorm in the hou$eat was just what Josh was ..
an elemental creature of darkness and storm!

‘Are you OK?' Her father stood beside her, lookiog/n into her pale
face with anxiety.

"Yes, I'mjust. . . tired,' she lied.

‘Tired,' he repeated, frowning, and Lucy turnedkbiato the room,
her face guilty.



'‘Oh, poor Prue, you do look tired. You've had ackhgou should be
resting. Lie down on your bed and I'll come up vatinay in a minute.
Something light, an omelette; a glass of milk?"

‘No, nothing!" Prue said, and heard the sharpmes&n own voice,
sighing. 'Sorry, | didn't mean to snap, it's jinstttl'm not hungry and
I'd like to have an hour or two on my own.'

'Of course,' they said, and tiptoed out as if she achild. The door
closed and Prue lay back on the bed, staring tigateiling. She had
often lain in this room during those long ago chddd years,

listening to the wind blowing over the moors, thg of birds, the

distant barking of a fox somewhere on the hillth@ angry voices of
the adults downstairs. She shut her eyes , arimedack vividly;

that feeling of helplessness and misery.

She tried to think of something happier; she deditedy conjured up
memories of running through the fields on a warmser morning
watching the larks high up above; suspended in in&ven and
singing like angels.

She must have drifted off to sleep soon afterwabdggause she
dreamt of being at a party, a children's party ilaife House. Prue
was wandering through the maze of passages andsrdoghntened

by the boom of the wind in the chimneys, wondeiggre everyone
else had vanished. They were playing some chilgisshe; hide and
seek, maybe. She heard a sound in a cupboard aneajt; it was

dark inside but somebody moved in the darknessebody's hand
reached out and grabbed her, dragged her into tipboard,

slamming the door behind her before she could esagpin.

'‘Got you!" somebody whispered, and Prue screanigh,amd shrill,
but before she could scream again somebody kissed h



She had never been kissed like that before; highmeas warm and
moist, it tasted of cider, which some of the olodeys at the party had
been drinking. Prue was too startled to kiss hickla to fight him
off; she just stood there, wide-eyed and breathless

'Who . . .?" she whispered, unable to see his ifatke dark little
space.

'‘Who? Twit twoo . . ." he mocked, and then suddenished her out
of the cupboard again just as. a little crowd aof fnends ran past.
Prue was carried along with them and the dreanoldisd into
another dream of being chased across the moor®rmgame she
couldn't see, someone who terrified her.

'‘Wake up,’ someone said, far away, and she tosgethimned.
'‘No, leave me alone.’

‘Wake up,' the deep voice said again, nearer now tlzen she was
back in the dark cupboard, his mouth closing ovenshwarm and
hard, the contours of it familiar yet strange; &nde jack-

knifed upwards, gasping and panic-stricken.
'‘No!

Her eyes flew open and she looked into Josh's\gitea sense of
terror; yet she had known it was Josh before sbkeld, she had
known all the time; she had known in the darkdittupboard in her
dream—>but why had she dreamt that she was a child?

'You were having a nightmare,' he said. "You wotildake up when
| called you.'

He was on the bed, leaning over her; too close hnoe close. She
stared into his eyes and saw that their darknedggbllen centres;



little rays of gold around the glittering black puglis lashes were
thicker than she had realised, too, and as shedséhim he drooped
the lashes over his eyes as if hiding something tner.

'‘Where's my father?' she asked huskily.

'He went back to work.' Josh ran a lazy hand oeetdusled hair and
she shivered.

‘Don't do that!" She swung her legs off the bed@okled up a brush
from the dressing-table, began brushing her hahr miugh strokes.

Conscious of Josh watching her, she asked fléthy hews?'

'Of them? No,' he said, his face grim. 'lI've bemrsde a detective
agency in York. They have contacts all over thentign but they

don't hold out much hope of finding them with dtidito go on. It

would help if we got a letter from them, or theyh@d for a marriage
licence somewhere, but the chances of our cateaipngith them are

slim.’

She brushed automatically, frowning. 'l still thigkur sister will
leave him after a few days'.

'‘Wishful thinking,' he drawled, his face sardoriou still haven't
told me . . if she did leave him, would you wanhtback?'

She didn't answer him. He had been to York whike slbpt? It was
twilight; the room was full of shadows. She mustéalept for hours,
but she didn't feel refreshed, her body was languaid her mind in
turmoil. The shock of David's letter had bowled beer—or was it
only that? She had been increasingly on edge fgs,@and she knew
it. She knew who had caused her uneasiness, tdoshenlooked in
the mirror at him, her green eyes resentful.



'‘What are you doing in my room, anyway?' she askesth angrily,
and he lay back on her rumpled bed, his long badyl at ease, his
hands behind his head and his face mocking as teheaher.

'‘Waking you up. Sleeping Beauty. The traditionalywaith a kiss.

You've been asleep for hours; | promised your fatbdook in to see
that you were OK, but when | came up here | heand talking in

your sleep and it sounded as if you were havingdariightmare. Do
you remember what it was all about?"

'‘No,' she said shortly, eyeing herself in the dngstsable mirror and
furious at the way she looked. Her shirt and jemere creased. She
was a mess.

‘Was | in it?' he asked, grinning.

‘Yes,' she said, to wipe the self-satisfactionafutis face.
But he just laughed, 'l walked into that one, did¢i?f'
‘Look," Prue said, 'l want to change my clothesaB® go.'

He considered her with that lazy grin. 'Wear thateg sweater you
wore the other day. It makes your figure very sexy.

Her eyes flashed; she went pink with temper. Sheinea across the
room, opened the door wide. 'Goodbye, Mr Killarlebe OK, thank
you, there's no need to stay.'

He casually got up, sauntered towards her, but'tdgdn just stood
there looking down at her, his brows arched.

‘You're well rid of him, you know," he said sudderdnd Prue's flush
became hotter.

'I'm not discussing David with you!'



‘You've known him for years, haven't you?'
'‘Goodbye, Mr Killane!

'You got engaged over a year ago, you told me sosgd—but
neither of you felt any urgency about getting neiriDoesn't that tell
you something?'

'‘Will you shut up?' she blazed, her green eyesegtlig like ice

emerald. He had been needling her long enoughyslesick of it.

He had started getting at her almost from the wiesy. She should
have kept out of his way; she couldn't help feetiveg he was behind
everything that had happened, he had caused it.

it's all your fault, anyway!" she accused.

'l suppose | might have known it would turn oub®' he said drily.
‘But tell me how, just for the sake of curiosity?'

She looked helplessly at him, trying to the chaeyel remembered
something she had forgotten until that moment.

‘That day your sister walked in and saw us!" sbealgl said, eyes
widening. 'Yes, | see it now ... she jumped tesatts of conclusions .

'‘Some of them very accurate,’ he intervened, gimnand she
scowled at him.

‘All of them wrong! You were making a pass at meilvasn't
encouraging you!

'No?' he drawled, and her teeth met.

She took a long breath, then said sharply, 'I'yd¢a bet she went
straight off to tell David something was going ogtveeen you and



me, and that's why David thought | wouldn't caresthiler he went or
not.'

'For once Lynsey wasn't far wrong, though, was 'shesh said.

'Lynsey jumped at her chance,’ Prue thought algréyring what
he'd said. 'Maybe the two of you set it up befonel?aPlanned for her
to walk in just then so that she could go to Dand tell him . . .'

'‘Don't be ridiculous!" Josh had stopped looking s@all he was
angry, then he smoothed out his frown and gave kawy look. 'Stop

fooling yourself, Prue. | watched you with him irethospital that day
Lynsey went back to give him flowers—the two of yacted like

friends, not lovers!'

"You don't know either of us . . ."' she burst oud ihoarse voice.

'l know you,' Josh said softly, standing very clashker, his eyes pare
provocation, 'l know you intimately, Prue, althougtt as intimately
as I'd like.'

Shedrew a sharp breath. 'And you never will'' she dulssand he
smiled in that mocking, lazy way, nodding.

'‘Oh, yes!'

'‘Don't kid yourself! You won't, not ever . . ."' Belte was shaking from
head to foot, because his body exerted a magnetisaoh drew her
like a needle seeking the north, quivering invaduihy and turning in
a helpless obedience, and his dark eyes told la¢thtn knew what
happened whenever she was near him.

‘Losing him isn't going to wreck your life, is itRdsh murmured, his
gaze intent on her face. 'You aren't broken-hearBrde, don't
pretend you are.'



'‘Get out!" she muttered. 'l hate you. Stop tallabgut it, leave me
alone. | can't stand you near me.'

She got home to him with that; she felt his bodste saw his eyes
narrow and flash, isn't that too bad?' he saidhhardwell, you're
going to have to stand it, right now . . ." He et for her and she
went into panic again and hit out at him with clbésts, yelling.

‘Don't touch me... I'm not staying here, I'm gdiognorrow . . . back
to Australia . . .'

Josh froze, staring at her. For a long moment theked at each
other from across an abyss, then Josh snarled,dGue then, damn
you to hell—go to Australia and never come bacld'tbkned on his
heel and went, crashing down the stairs and odheffront door,
leaving her numb.



CHAPTER NINE

SHE hadn't meant to go, she didn't want to retwAustralia, and the
last thing on her mind was to continue with herdwep} trip to Europe,
but her quarrel with Josh had changed everythimglast words kept
echoing inside her head and she listened to thenmah frozen
stillness, icy with shock.

Go away, go back to Australia, damn you! he'd keddas if he hated
her—and Prue sat on her bed, with a white faceeged dark with
pain, facing something she had been trying to aadichitting ever
since she first set eyes on Josh Killane.

She didn't hate him at all; she had been lyingetsdif like crazy and
it had to stop now. The admission was painful; meuth went dry,
her body trembled, her nerve-ends quivered astlieatouch of fire
on her skin, but she made herself face it.

She was in love with Josh, and it was nothing ke warm, happy,
casual feeling she had had with David. David hacgtneade her feel
like this; she hadn't even known it was possiblMdat someone with
this bitter intensity, but from the moment she dash that was how
she had felt and that was why she had hated hianrejled with him,
resented him. .Her feelings had scared her! She'tiatbwn how to
cope with that agonising ache of aroused sensuaditgept by
converting desire into rage, because it hid her eg@tions from
Josh as well as herself, but now she would no lobg&ble to go on
pretending. The secret was out of her unconscindshaw it would
be ten times harder to hide it from Josh.

She was bound to give herself away sooner or latet,once Josh
knew how she felt, he would put pressure on hewbeld talk her
into bed and Prue would hate herself if she let. I8ime might love
Josh, but he wasn't the type to take a woman sdyidde had flirted
with her, even though he knew she was engaged toy raaother



man—Josh didn't believe in love, he was opportuaisexual pirate,
a disastrous man to love.

She got off the bed and slowly began to pack aghe.couldn't stay
here now. She had to get away. She would go umtaldn first, to

give herself time to decide what she really waritedo. Maybe she
would get a job in London? Or perhaps she woulddfer back in

Australia?

She couldn't think clearly; she didn't know wheyegd yet and her
mind was in such a muddle that she gave up trondetide—only
one thing seemed crystal-clear to her. She haét@awgay; now, at
once.

She flung clothes into her cases and locked thlaem she had a
shower and put on a freshly ironed shirt and ancpear of jeans. She
couldn't drive all the way down England in crumptéathes. She did
something about her make-up, looked at herself ywiyl the
dressing-table mirror, recognising that she migbivrbe neat in
appearance but she still looked tense and edgyeTwees nothing she
could do about that, so she went downstairs witlcases.

The farmhouse seemed oddly empty; she wished tr@rfevas there
so that she could say goodbye to him, but if heldeh around she
knew he would have tried to talk her out of goisg it was probably
just as well.

She sat down to write to him, but it was very hardxplain why she
was going without seeing him first. She sat staabghe paper for
ages, chewing her lower lip and sighing, then sheddly scribbled
a brief note, saying she was sorry, she had tdgobpromising to
write again soon and let him know her address, sten put her
suitcases into the hire car and set off in the eaduection of
London. It wouldn't be hard to get a hotel room saimere in the



city. Maybe tomorrow she would have made up herdmuhat she
wanted to do.

A bitter little smile curled her mouth and she sihei@d. She knew
what she wanted to do now! But she couldn't giveoithe way she
felt; she'd despise herself for the rest of herifishe did. This terrible
ache of desire would ease once she was far aweayJosh; she clung
on to that thought, driving very fast, barely notgcthe other traffic
on the road. ,,

She certainly didn't notice the big, black car whilashed past her
several miles from the farm—or rather, she didotioe it until it did
a sudden U-turn in the middle of the road, scaitieglife out of Prue
when she found herself heading straight for therotkhicle at about
seventy miles an hour.

She slammed on the brakes, her tyres screamedahegzagged all
over the road, completely out of control, endingofithe road on a
grassy verge.

Prue was thrown forward over the wheel and laygheinded for a
moment, too shattered to be aware of anything.

The driver of the black car got out and ran to dpendoor, she dimly
felt his hands unbuckle her seat- belt, and stiliftthg her head.

‘Josh!" She hadn't recognised the other car or kivelo was driving
it. Shock made her shake violently.

He didn't answer; he was too busy dragging heobluer car as if she
was a limp doll. His hands brushed across her ahiltto her horror
she felt her nipples hardening; her breasts swgellinder her thin
shirt. She was appalled by her own fierce reactiamsl angrily
turned on him. 'What the hell did you think you @eoing, making a
U-turn on a main road? This is the second timewwnbad a damn



good try at killing me! Last time you blamed Daviavhat's your
excuse this time?"

'l had to stop you.'

She looked at him incredulously. 'You . . . are gaying you meant
to make me crash? You're crazier than | thoughtavifimy brakes
had failed? What if | hadn't been able to stoprre®’

'l would have reversed out of the way before ydunia,' he said, his
hand an iron bracelet around her wrist.

'I've a good mind to call the police and have ydwarged with
dangerous driving!" she fumed, trying to break .frfeshould have
had you charged last time. Next time you may k#l, you reckless
madman!’

Josh thrust her into his car and leaned down tdesagly, 'Last time

it was Henley's fault and you know it. That wasup®l accident; this

was deliberate, | just got the idea from him." larsned the door on
her and she reached for the handle in a hurryJdsh was faster. He
got into the driver's seat and yanked her handsxdow

‘Keep still or I'll slap you!'
*You wouldn't dare!' she raged childishly.
His mouth curled. "Try me.'

Prue looked into the glittering dark eyes and degtidot to put him to
the test.

He smiled derisively. 'Very wise!'

Prue's teeth met; she looked at him with hostility.



'‘Please let me out of here!" she demanded. 'I'myoway to London.’

'l thought you might be on your way somewhere hasd, his voice
hard. 'That's why | stopped you. You aren't going.'

'You told me to go!" snapped Prue. 'Just a coupleoars ago you
told me to go back to Australia.’

He looked at her in silence, his mouth twisting dmsl dark eyes
intent, then sighed.

'l didn't mean it—you must know | didn't, Prueo$t my temper and
said the first thing that came into my head. I'nmgb

She was afraid to soften, because any weaknessd®Wan could be
catastrophic, so she just scowled.

‘Well, I'm going; anyway,' she muttered, lookingaahp her lashes
cloaking her disturbed eyes. When he looked atiketthat it made
her stomach clench and her body grow languid wésird, but she
mustn't let him get to her. She had to get awasnfhom before he
realised just how badly she wanted him.

'‘Don't,’ he whispered, and moved before she hadttenaf his
intention. His lips skated over her throat and dhigered helplessly.

'‘Don't do that!" Her voice sounded shaky even toowen ears, and
Josh wouldn't miss the uneven note in it.

He didn't stop kissing her neck, either. He wastiag rapidly, his
hands moving in a soft exploration of her imprisbibedy, cupping
her breasts in the thin shirt, his fingers strokifgndling; and
although she tried to fight him off, Prue inwardiched with
frustration. Her own need was growing like a fofest she wanted



to touch him, too, to give in to the hunger she felvas a relief when
he lifted his head again.

She spat fury at him, hoping she was convincingt Y@ur hands off
me!'

She saw him flinch, his eyes as black as hellbthges of his face
tightly constricted. 'You aren't still hankeringtaaf that fool who
dumped you to run off with my sister?' he bit glaring back. 'Don't
waste your time on him, Prue, he doesn't love fiewever did!

‘What would you know about love?' she sneered.

hurt and angry at the same time. When Josh lookadravith such
contempt she wanted to burst into tears, but slieh®e head up and
tried to inject an answering dislike into her eyes.

He laughed shortly. 'More than you do, anyway!
‘| doubt it!" Prue said bitterly.

At that moment another car, passing them, slowegingd@nd the
driver put his head out to shout, 'Hello, need lagip?'

Josh sat up, darkly flushed. He leaned over toesimk head. 'No,
thanks.'

'‘Anybody hurt in the crash?' asked the other maiouasly, looking
past Josh at Prue.

'No, it wasn't serious,' Josh said. 'Just a skid.'

The other man looked back at Prue's car. '‘Whoewasrasiving that
was damn lucky then! Could have been killed, vegoff the road
like that!" He drove on and Josh gave an ironimgae.



‘He thought | was giving you the kiss of life, pggose.’

Prue was scarlet and unamused. 'He was right abedteing lucky
not to be killed!" She put a hand to the door-han@Vill you help me
to get my car back on to the road?' she stifflyedsk

'I'd never manage it; after all the rain we've bleaving, that verge is
much too soft. We'd just churn up the mud and gdrhbanake
matters worse. Leave it there and I'll ask my gartagsend someone
out here to pick it up.’

Prue seethed, but there was nothing she could tadnept the
situation. 'My cases are in it,' she said coldhd dosh went over to
get her suitcases and load them into his own car.

'I'll take you home," he then said, and there wathing much she
could do about that either, not that it made hgrreppier to admit it.

'‘Will you stop trying to run my life?' she snappesiJosh started the
car and began to drive away.

He stared straight ahead, both hands on the whiisehouth tight, his
profile as sharp as a razor. 'Somebody has tatimgered without
looking at her.

''ve managed it myself for years!" Prue bit badqwling.

‘You don't seem to have made much of a job ofiagbJosh told her.
'"You picked the most God-awful man and you jumghtocraziest of
conclusions about things without really knowing ¥wau're doing!'

She opened her mouth to yell back at him, then nemeeed how
wrong she had been about his mother, what flimsyeexe she had
had for the false conclusions she had drawn abecy Killane—and

closed her mouth again.



Josh had been watching her sideways, waiting focmme-back, and
his brows lifted at her silence. 'Well, well . nothing to say?' he
mocked, his eyes gleaming with curiosity.

'I've decided | won't let you drag me into anotkepid, pointless
argument; you may enjoy them, but | don't! | hdtenh. I've never
quarrelled with anyone the way | quarrel with yaod | don't know
why we keep shouting at each other...'

'‘Don't you?' he interrupted, smiling crookedlcduld tell you, but...'

'I'm not listening!" Prue broke out, in a panic; slen filmed with fine
sweat.

'‘But you won't want to hear!" Josh finished driys smile made her
face burn, then she realised that he was not tdiendnome, he was
heading in the direction of Killane House, and saeup rigidly.

‘Where are you taking me?’

He shot her one of his dry glances. 'Where do kiok?'
'l want to go back to my father's farm."

‘Later," Josh said coolly.

‘No, now! Take me home!

He turned into the drive of Killane House withoakihg any notice;
his profile radiated obstinacy, and she eyed hidewsays with a
mixture of fury and desire which was explosive” mgkher feel she
might blow up at any minute. What did you do witinan like Josh
Killane?

‘You're driving me crazy,' she muttered, barelyilalyd



‘Snap!" he said, pulling up outside his home, tinemed with his arm
resting on the wheel to look down at her, his face with passion.

‘Prue, will you please stop arguing with me fooape of hours, just
long enough to have dinner with us? My mother feels/ badly
about what's happened. She likes you a lot. Will lge nice to her
this evening, show her you don't blame her?' Hesal/ere serious.
‘You don't, do you?'

She shook her head, her mouth twisting. '1 supposeand | like
your mother, too. I'm glad she likes me.’

'Is it a deal, then?'
She looked into his dark eyes and sighed, nodding.

It was a quiet evening; there were only four ofhttfer dinner—Lucy

and Josh, Prue and her father. After the beauwtibdbked meal, they
sat talking for several hours around a roaring, finst one fringed

lamp switched on, and black shadows leaping upédaceiling now

and again from the flames shooting out of the s\seehted resinated
pine wood. Prue drove home with her father; exhansind good

wine combined made her sleep heavily, and she wpkéo hear

sounds outside, cars pulling up in front of themfaouse, voices
talking cheerfully.

Josh and a mechanic had brought her car back.egpedut of bed,
showered, dressed and went downstairs to find dodfe kitchen
drinking coffee and talking to her father. Whend&appeared, Josh
looked round at her, his eyes wandering from henibbhed head to
her feet, mockingly assessing the bits in betwewhraaking her go
pink.

'‘Well, up at last?' he teased.



Prue looked at her watch, it isn't that late! Qobt nine-thirty, or has
my watch stopped?'

‘No,' said her father, pouring her a cup of coffBe.you want some
breakfast? Egg? Bacon?'

'l just have coffee, thanks,' she said, sittitgyvn on the other side
of the table from Josh, but smiling shyly at hihs€e you've brought
my car back. That was very good of you, thank you.'

‘It was my fault you skidded off the road," he giyrad casually. 'l got
my garage to wash it before we brought it heraeetded it, believe
me! It was covered in mud from Where the wheels ¢tadned up
the verge while we were trying to shift it.’

‘That was very thoughtful, thank you,' said Prwexy\self-conscious
as she felt her father watching them. Did anyose sdalise how she
felt about Josh? Did it show, when she looked at?hOr in her
voice? Once the thought had occurred to her, sheetirately began
to feel horribly obvious, and to flush.

Josh got up. 'l must go, I'll be seeing you badie.vanished and Prue
sat staring at nothing, feeling lonely now that s gone. That

thought appalled her—was she becoming dependdmtmao soon?

That was dangerous; she must put a stop to that!

'‘Prue!" her father murmured, and she looked huyrigichim, picking
up his uneasiness and becoming nervous herself.

'Yes?'

'l was wondering ... | have a mound of paperworkingito be dealt
with, and I'd be very grateful for some help, iuyavouldn't mind?
I've got so much else to get through and . . .



She laughed, her face affectionate. 'Of courded'dlad to help, Dad.
How about now, this morning?'

‘That would be wonderful," James Allardyce saichwitsigh of relief.
His expression eased her mind of the only .doubth&ld had—that
he might have made up some phoney job which drdalty need
doing, and when she actually saw the old desk bigl with forms,
letters, government leaflets and official documestse was quite
sure that her father needed her. He needed aasgderly, and Prue
was a good secretary.

‘Leave all this to me, I'll sort it out,' she samhfidently, and after a
token protest her father obeyed her gratefully.

She spent the next few days working her way throtigh long

neglected office work. James Allardyce's businéfgs was in a

complex muddle, and Prue wondered how he had mdrtagearry

on for so long with so many unanswered lettersauhpills, not to

mention money owing to him in his turn. While hesa@ut on his
land—working with the animals, keeping his landmer, his walls
mended, his trees in good shape—he had ignoregtbirey else, but
Prue gradually tidied up the office and got all tlexessary work
done. Letters were answered, typed out and pasiiésisent out and
bills paid. Everything else was neatly filed whereie could put her
hand on it quickly.

Josh called in most days for some reason or anddearas, after all,
her father's landlord, and their working lives imeshed far more
than Prue had ever suspected. He never stayedtlonggh, and he
and Prue were never alone; James Allardyce or Bty or Josh's
mother were always there, which made it both easidrharder for
Prue. She was relieved not to have the strainiafjldone with Josh,
but it didn't ease the ache of desire she felt whenshe saw him;
Just made it easier to hide, at least from oth8he wasn't too
optimistic of hiding it from Josh. His quick, shréwdark eyes didn't



miss anything, and the occasional glance or mockmide told her
how little she fooled him, but Josh was being adré&h keep his
distance at the moment.

She told herself she was glad about that; shetdrhmt him any
nearer. Somehow she didn't convince herself ofifdifference to
him any more than she apparently convinced Josh.

It was over a week before any news was heard o$éyand David,
and the intervening time passed more quickly thare Rvould ever
have believed it could, because she was able pohsiself thinking
too much by working hard. She had finished the amdation of

years of paperwork, and had begun to help her rfatheother

ways—cooking his meals, helping him on the farmyPlaegan very
early, and she was usually in bed and fast asleap $heer physical
exhaustion by ten-thirty.

She was busy preparing a casserole for her fatsapper one
afternoon when Josh walked in without knocking. Heart turned
over as she looked round.

'Oh, it's you!" she said huskily. It was the fiste she had seen him
for two days and she was very conscious of the yimpiise around
them. 'Dad's tramping the fields. If you want hiouycould catch him
at...

‘No, | want you,' Josh said, and Prue swallowedglges lowered.
'‘Oh?'
‘We've heard from them.'

'‘From who?' she blankly asked, and then lookeduwiping pale. 'Oh
... David?'



'‘And Lynsey,' said Josh flatly, his brows black abdddis watchful

eyes. 'We had a letter this morning?'Prue lookegindagain at the
steak she was cutting up, trying to hide a disntag ®lt at the

thought of news from the runaways. She didn't khow she would

cope if David and Lynsey had parted, or if Davithesback here and
she had to face him. He had walked out on her, es@riobably

wouldn't dare ask her to take him back, but if ltesthe would have
to say no and David would think it was jealousyt Bid it matter

what he thought?

'‘Well?' she asked huskily when Josh didn't immediaell her what
the letter had said. 'What did David say? Wherei?

‘They're married, and in another week they'll betlogir way to

Australia," Josh curtly told her, sounding so sav#tat her hand
slipped, and instead of cutting the steak the stspated knife cut
her finger, and she gave a sharp gasp, droppinkrnhe. Blood

welled up on her skin and she put the finger torheuth, the pain
bringing a glaze of unshed tears to her eyes.

‘What have you done?' Josh asked harshly, takitdfdher hand
and making her show him the cut finger.

'It's nothing,' she muttered, shaking at his towuid he gave her a
bleak stare.

'Is that why you're crying and trembling like affe®ver nothing?'

Prue bit her lip. 'Don't . . ." she whispered,rigyto turn away, but he
wouldn't let go of her, his hands cruel, grippingr lelbows and
shaking her violently.

'‘Don't what? Tell you the truth? No, you wouldndm to hear that,
would you? It would blow apart the cosy little fasy you prefer to
real life, and that would never do!'



The tears slipped from under her lids, tricklingmioher pale face.
'‘Why are you shouting at me? It isn't my fault ysister ran off with
David and married him!

it's your fault you're crying over him," Josh sedrlHe tightened his
grip on her arms, jerked her towards him and kisszduthlessly, his
mouth hot and angry. 'l ought to kiss you until ystart seeing
straight,” he muttered against her quivering moatid kissed her-
again so hard that she couldn't breathe.

Prue was too distraught to fight; she closed he&seynd her lips
parted moistly, kissing him back, her body swayagginst him. Josh
let go of her arms and slid his hands around hestywane hand
moving convulsively up and down her spine, pressiegcloser and
closer until their bodies were moulded togethee filing her arms
round his neck and clutched at his hair, twistirgymw strands of it
around her fingers.

He lifted his head, breathing fast, and looked at through
half-closed lids, dark eyes gleaming. 'When aregaig to face it?'
he asked and Prue moaned, looking back at himessiil

‘Josh..."

‘You don't love Henley, you never did,' he insistedd she sighed
admission.

'l thought | did.'
His eyes flashed. 'But you know better now.'

'I'm not the type to be able to have light affaiPsue whispered, her
green eyes glittering with tears.



'l can't flirt with every man | meet, or go to betth someone then
forget them next day!"

His brows rose and a sardonic amusement lit his. fdty God, I'm
glad to hear it—neither am I."

She stared back. 'But . . . you are, that's jugtram the minute we
met, you flirted, kissed me, made passes, and wee w@tal
strangers!'

‘Not exactly,' he said. 'I'd known you from the dayu were born
until you were thirteen—that doesn't make you arsger.'

'‘We hardly ever met then! You were already grownlwgon't think
we exchanged two words.'

‘We kissed,' he said, the sardonic glimmer stranger

She frowned. 'You said that before, but | don'tesrber ever kissing
you!'

He laughed. 'We had a Christmas party up at Killelogise, for
Lynsey, not me—all the children living on the estatll our tenants'
children, and friends of Lynsey's from school. Vé&gthem tea and
organised the usual games kids love: murder iml#nke, charades.'

Prue was very still, remembering her strange drébmas there,
wasn't 1?*

His dark eyes mocked. 'Oh, you were there, swedthéau were
wearing a very pretty dress, | remember—very simgige organdie
in the Regency style, high-waisted, with a longaight skirt and a
little round neckline, a green velvet sash roundrywaist. You
looked charming, with that red hair of yours haggidown in



ringlets. You suddenly didn't look like a littlergiany more. It was
obvious you were going to be a beautiful woman keefoo long.’

Prue was disturbed; she could remember, her dré#me other night
but she couldn't remember the party, which was étigshed and
uncertain, she watched Josh, and he looked bauoratearchingly,
hunting in her face for the memory he wanted.

'‘One of the games we all played was hide and skeksaid, eyes
narrowed, and Prue took a sharp breath. 'Yes?takbsh, but she
shook her head.

'l didn't say anything.’

'l thought you were going to—never mind,' he saidhid in a
cupboard up in the attic and after a while the dgmaned and . . .

'Oh,' Prue broke out, trembling, and he put a harmer face, stroking
her cheek, his index finger softly following thadiof her mouth.

‘Yes, you were there, and | pulled you into thebmgrd and kissed
you.'

How had she forgotten it for so long? she wonddtedl it been such
a traumatic shock that she had wiped out the menadingr than face
up to what it meant?

Josh grimaced. 'Then a whole lot of other peopheecpast and you
ran after them, and | stayed in the cupboard,fggbretty stupid. |
was almost twice your age, you were just a kidjttée Igirl of
thirteen—and | was in my twenties! | didn't know atthad come
over me, except that you looked so different thghty you were
lovely, and I'd been staring at you all throughlaety, thinking how
you were growing up, and how gorgeous you weregytornbe.' He
cupped her chin with his palm, tilting her headkbse that she was



looking up at him. '"You do remember, don't you? Discare the
living daylights out of you?'

'‘No," she said slowly, her green eyes thoughtiulwas what
happened the next day, | think.'

He looked baffled. 'What happened the next day@nitdemember
anything.’

'‘My mother burst out with all her jealousy of yenother—she hated
the Killanes, and I . . .'

Shrewdly he finished for her, 'Felt guilty becaysmi had let a
Killane kiss you?'

She nodded, mouth wry. 'l didn't remember the partyat you had
kissed me, you know—I do remember it now that yeueminded
me, but until this minute | seem to have suppressedwhole
incident, maybe because | was afraid that if smadcout, my mother
would hate me too?' She thought for a moment, #usled huskily,
'‘Especially . . ." Her voice broke off and she sova¢d, her face
dusky pink.

'‘Especially?' queried Josh, arching his brows,shet didn't answer,
and after a moment he softly suggested, 'Espe@allyou'd liked it
when | kissed you?'

She looked down, half smiling, but didn't answdre $iad already
admitted too much.

'l wonder if that's why you were so virulently agsti my whole

family, but especially me, when you came back Helesh thought
aloud, 'it wasn't just your mother that had made see us all in the
role of seducers and flirts. I'd helped to give Ylwat impression, even



If you were suppressing the memory.' He laughedtishd was my
own enemy without realising it!

'‘Possibly,’ Prue said a little sadly. 'We're alt own worst enemies,
aren't we?' Why had she dreamt about that parkids, except that
her own subconscious had been trying to tell her sloe really felt
about Josh? She had dreamt she was a child, ardational terms
she was still half childish—that was why she haddion David for a
life partner, because he didn't come anywhere tweshing her at
that deepest part of her emotions. She was foridbeid, she liked
him, but she would never have loved him with themsity she felt
for Josh—she had chosen David because he was isafev@uld
never hurt her.

‘At least | never forgot you!" Josh said drily.rf@m suppressing the
memory of kissing you that day, | kept rememberiingear after

year. | wouldn't go so far as to say that that whg | never married,
but | think that at the back of my head | had tmage of the girl |

was looking for and none of them matched up to kits.dark eyes
glimmered with passion and mockery. 'None of thead the right

shade of red hair or the right slanty green eyes!'

Her breath caught.

'l love you, Prue," he whispered, then waited,Rne shook, fighting
a last-ditch battle with her fear and her uncetyaithen she
whispered it back.

'l love you.'

‘Ah . . " he breathed, closing his eyes, and ace fglowed with
triumph; then he opened his eyes and looked awiteran unleashed
passion that sent the blood singing through hersvelosh bent his
head, and she met his mouth with all the desirehsldebeen hiding
for so long, knowing that she need never hide &elirigs again.



