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DEVIL'S MOUNT

Anne Mather



Rhys took a step toward her, his eyes searchingatw/the matter,
Julie," he demanded. "Have my adventures shakenrdmaantic
imagination of yours? | know you're not indiffereB8b what else is
there between us?"

Julie couldn't tell him. The words hovered on hargue, but she
couldn't speak them. What if they were true?

She had to get away from him before emotion swangmedmon
sense--before she found herself surrendering taaa who could
never give himself wholly to anybody.



CHAPTER ONE

The Viking raised the silver goblet to his lips aitdnk deeply of the
fiery spirit, Ms flashing blue eyes raking the facaround hint,

searching for that one face which could bring tight of proud

possession to their depths. He tossed back his haing his white

teeth strong and eager as he bit into the flesh of.

"Mr. Hollister's waiting for you, you know, Julie!"

Nancy Walker's voice was stridently intrusive, datle turned from
the window impatiently as the lusty Viking becanec® more the
telephone engineer who was presently taking hibrieak across the
road from the offices of Hollister, Barnes and ltér, Solicitors,
Commissioners for Oaths, etc.

"He won't appreciate you wasting your time day-dreq over
long-haired layabouts when he's waiting to give glatiation," went
on Nancy, walking to the window, her mouth pullidgwn at the
corners as the young engineer raised his thumbsrtiswvher.
"Honestly, Julie, do you want to lose this job?"

Julie sighed and reached for her shorthand notedé@mk could she
explain that she had been paying scant attentiarhéd was actually
going on in the street outside? Her thoughts hawh lfar from the
doings of a post office engineer repairing the eaawn a hole in the
pavement. She had been indulging in her favouraetasy,
transported back to Saxon times, a maiden raviblyelder Viking
lord, who in turn fell in love with her...

"I don't think I'm cut out to work in a solicitor'sffice,” she
volunteered, getting to her feet. "I mean, thenatge to life than
death and divorce, isn't there?"Nancy ,made arfiest sound. "Like
that young man outside, | suppose.”



"No, not necessarily." Julie shook her head, heg lcorn- coloured
hair swinging loosely about her shoulders. "The kmoist doesn't
interest me, that's all." She hesitated. "Nancyy'tdgou ever get
bored?"

Nancy looked scandalised. Although she was marrsée had
worked for Hollister, Barnes and Hollister for tpast fifteen years,
and Julie guessed her words were tantamount talanar Nancy's
ears.

"You don't appreciate how lucky you are to havela at all," she
exclaimed, pacing to stand before Julie's deske Y&u aware that a
great number of young people can't find employne¢miny kind?"

Julie nodded. "l know, | know."

"Besides, | thought you liked typing. When you cemicate on what
you're doing, you're pretty good."

This was praise indeed, and Julie smiled. "I de tiping," she said.
"It's what I'm typing I find so dull! So— I thinkb@ut other things."

"What other things?"

The office door opened and Jennifer Lewis, Mr. Bafsecretary, put
her head round. "Do you know where—"she began,ngeenly
Nancy at first, but then her eyes travelled on wbe) and she
grimaced at the younger girl. "Mr. Hollister's som@ng his head off.
What've you been doing, Julie? He's madder thanl anb—"

"That will do, Jennifer." Nancy straightened awagnh the desk.
"You'd better hurry along, Julie. Or you may finalyhave no choice
in the matter of occupations."

Julie hurried, and suffered Hector Hollister's petative response to
her apologies before he got down to the businedgtition. But the



letters he dictated she had heard a dozen timesebethe deeds of
your late mother's property are now in our possassand if you

could arrange to call at this office - my clientsaltutely refuses to
consider even temporary custody of the child torydient - the

insurance due on the said property, etc. etc..e &bwuld feel her
thoughts drifting, and she had to concentrate Hgata get down
everything he said without adding comments of kagr.0

Travelling home on the underground that evenimgpsthanging as
usual, she tried to review the dissatisfaction Wwhseemed to be
getting stronger day by day. At what point hadwerk at Hollisters

become so untenable? She had been there sevensmih@lseven
months since she had left secretarial college tabegin with it had

not seemed so bad. But perhaps familiarity had bodempt, as
they say, and it-was a fact that she was conteraptwd Hector

Hollister. A man so polite with his clients could Bmazingly rude to
his staff, and Julie was tired offending off hisflaarity.

But perhaps more than anything, her discontenintauifested itself
at Laura's wedding three weeks ago. Not that skiee@mer sister.
Getting married at nineteen was not her idea ofingak life for
herself, and although Laura seemed ridiculouslyiiagith her area
sales representative, Julie thought she was cfamy. wouldn't have
a penny to spare once they had covered the mortgpggments on
their three-bedroomed semi in Barnet, and Laurddavioave to work
forever to maintain a decent standard of living.

Of course, Julie "knew that her mother hoped shaldveoon decide
to get married. Since becoming a widow five yeays, aMrs. Wood
had not found it easy to support herself and herdaughters. But
she had ensured that they both gained secrethiii# ,zand now that
Laura was married, she was looking forward to thg when she
could sell their small house in Romford and go it@ Iwith her
widowed sister in Southend. Only Julie stood in Wey—and as



Julie was over eighteen, she should be consid&enduture, or so
Mrs.Wood believed.

But her mother's ideas of considering Julie's siwsually included
consideration of Mark Roberts. Mark lived in thengaroad as the
Woods, he came from a well-respected family, andhhé just
completed his teacher training. More to the poi&, had always
shown an interest in Julie, and now that he hadgeaching post at a
nearby comprehensive school, his attentions weténgemore
serious.

Julie sighed. She liked Mark. She always had. Buias only a little
over medium height, and stocky, with gingery haid a tendency to
make pompous statements about life in general,teedagers in
particular. Consequently, Julie found it diffictdttake him seriously,
and certainly she didn't love him. She had conte@éaonclusion that
she would never find anybody to live up to her exagegons, and was
quite prepared to remain single for the rest of Iiier But not as
secretary to Hector Hollister!

She allowed her thoughts to drift, and soon theysvgatube became
the deck of a Viking vessel, the buzz of voicesoen stroking their
craft through white-flecked waves. She was clingmghe dragon's
head carved on the prow of the ship, which seredérrorise those
they came to plunder, and the scornful voice indagwas that of the
helmsman, exhorting her to get behind him..;

"Will you let me pass?"

The angry voice penetrated the fantasy and sheedwpd coloured
in embarrassment as a bowler-hatted businessn@are $tv squeeze
past her to reach the doors. She shrank back icdoner, controlling
her own annoyance when the point of his umbrel@idto her leg,
and then stooped to pick up the newspaper he luggheld. The doors



were closing behind him by this time, and she eésnaith the paper
in her hand, feeling rather foolish.

There was now a vacant seat further along the campat, and she
went to take it, deliberately opening the newspdpeagive herself
some privacy. It wa$he Timesnot the sort of paper she usually reat
her mother's tastes running to tBaily Mirror or the ExpressBut
anything was better than sitting staring at heloveltravellers for
another handful of stations, and she found her aydfferently
scanning the Situations Vacant column.

Someone wanted a nurse/companion for a trip to rAlist That
sounded interesting. All expenses paid aboard @yner. But she
had no nursing experience, so that didn't help 8emeone else
wanted a governess. An Asian family, it said, livin Central Africa,
wanted an English girl to tutor their two childredulie sighed.
Obviously, she had chosen the wrong occupation. ped she
couldn't honestly see herself in the role of gogesn

Wealthy recluse requires competent secretary.

The words fairly jumped out of the page at her, ahd read them
again. "Wealthy recluse requires a competent ssagreApplicant

must be an accurate typist, and have a shorthaetispf up to 100
words a minute."

Julie's brows drew together. That was all it sajghrt from giving a
telephone number to call for enquiries. How tastagf! Who on
earth could it be? And where might the post be? tVéhtantastic
opportunity for somebody.

The train was pulling out of EIm Park when she kxabkip. Hers was
the next station. She had no time to re-read tlveradement right
now, or even to consider why she might want to rieathce more.



Flinging her long tartan scarf over her shouldbg Eft the train at
Hornchurch, the edition ofhe Timestill clutched in her hand.

Outside the station, the October evening was famikty, the street
lamps casting pools of milky light, frost alreadlystgning on the
pavements. Julie still had a bus ride to make,eesbe was home,
and throughout the journey she thought about tiwverddement A

wealthy recluse! She could guess what that wouldrm&ome rich
old man living in the lap of luxury on some remQtaribbean island.
How marvellous! Lots of sun and sea and good fdbadt was really
living! Not just scraping along in some suburbamisewith every

mailman's step heralding the arrival of anothdnfaili can't pay.

She wrinkled her nose dejectedly. Of course, thareld be dozens
of applicants. Every half-baked secretary in Londauld jump at a
position like that. But it wasn't the half-bakedesrshe had to worry
about. It was the sleek sophisticated business gultheir late
twenties or early thirties, who all looked as #éytd just stepped from
the pages o¥oguemagazine, and had typing and shorthand speed:
match.

Julie surveyed her reflection critically in the kiamed glass of the
window beside her. She wasn't bad looking realli, dne wasn't at
all sophisticated, and even her mother had hadrtotahat she didn't
look eighteen. She sighed frustratedly. Her hais &h right. She
could always put it up or have it cut or somethiBgt those wide
brown eyes were definitely too ingenuous, and heutm was too
vulnerable. She hunched her shoulders as she g@npke

reflections of two schoolboys across the aisle,civag her with

evident amusement Why was she bothering anywayh&h€t even
thought about making the telephone call yet...

Her evening meal was already on the table wheretheerself into
the house in Eastman Road. Her mother came thrénagh the



kitchen as she was shedding her coat and scareihall indicating
that Julie should start without her.

“It's .the Autumn Fair at the junior school thiseeing, Julie," she
explained, pausing at the foot of the stairs, "Bwel promised Mrs.
Lomax that I'd go along and help out So many ofgheents don't
seem to care about giving a helping hand. They g@xidchildren to
school and think that's the end of it."

Julie draped the strap of her handbag over a hadke hallstand.
"Did you have a good day?"

Mrs. Wood worked at a local wool shop on a paretibasis, and
supplemented the small pension her husband halddeft this way.

Now she nodded. "Fortunately, we haven't been fuouo feet," she
answered, "or | shouldn't be helping out tonight"

"Perhaps that's why more of the parents don't geblved,"
suggested Julie, walking towards the kitchen aedfipetizing smell
of steak and kidney pie. "Most wives have to wdrgse days, and |
expect they're glad to get their feet up when tptyhome."

Her mother made a disbelieving sound. "They'retoottired to go
out playing bingo or keeping fit! Do-you know Mrsaurence has
actually joined a Yoga group!”

Julie hid a smile. Mrs. Laurence was at least gmmtstone, and to
imagine her attempting the lotus position didndrhinking about.

Mrs. Wood went to get ready to go out and Juli¢exkherself at the
kitchen table and tackled the steak and kidneyytie relish. There
was a raspberry crumble to follow, and a cup ofrhether's strong
black coffee, and she rose from the table ruefuilybing her flat
stomach. Her mother's menus were definitely nairgaiconscious,
and tomorrow lunchtime she would have to make dth wivo



crispbreads and a lettuce leaf. Although it sulted mother to be
plump, Julie had no intention of adding that dragkbto what she
considered to be her other disadvantages.

She washed her dishes, cleared the table, anavidr@rthrough to the
sitting room. A warm fire was burning in the graé@d she settled
herself on the couch, flicking through the pagea afagazine. Mrs.
Wood bustled in, tall and attractive in her greyéd coat Both her
daughters resembled her morethan their fatherwhibtJulie it was

only a physical resemblance.

"Well, I'm going," she said. "By the way," she dpeg the copy of
The Timepeside Julie on the couch, "l found this hangingod your
coat pocket | didn't know you boughihe Times."

"I don't," said Julie, half guiltily, barely casginan eye in its-
direction. "l—er—someone dropped it on the train."

"And you picked it up!" Her mother looked scandadis"Julie!"
Julie shook her head. "Are you going now, Mummy?"

Mrs. Wood looked as though she would have likeday more, but
bit her tongue. "Oh—yes. Yes, I'm going. I'll bertedsoon after nine,
| expect. Is Mark coming round?"

"l hope not," replied Julie shortly, and her mothkighed.

"I heard from Mrs. Morton that Lucy saw Mark talgio Susan
Thornton in the High Street on Saturday,"” she todédl daughter
reluctantly. "And you know what she's like. Shdvgags had her eye
on him."

"Goodfor her,” observed Julie idly, turning anothmage of the
magazine.



"Is that all you can say? Don't you care?"
"Not particularly." Julie looked up. "Aren't you ipg to be late?"

Mrs. Wood hesitated only a moment longer, and thgh a stifled
exclamation she marched to the door. "Goodbyeg Juidhe said in a
tight little voice, and Julie watched her go wiisignation. She knew
exactly what that tone of voice meant, and theSpeat of several
days of her mother's restrained politeness couktcét the nerves.
But what could she do? She had no intention of yiregranyone just
to satisfy her mother. And if her presence in tloeide was an
inconvenience, then perhaps she ought to consaiing for a
bed-sitter in town.

Her eyes alighted on the newspaper, and on imghisgicked it up
and read the advertisement again. The telephonéewindicated a
central London address, and it gave no hours betwdéch to call.
She studied it for a few minutes longer, and tHehdf the couch
and walked out into the hall. Another second'sthen, and she had
lifted the receiver of the telephone and was diglihe number, not
really knowing what she was going to say if anyanswered.

"LimerickHotel!"

A receptionist's voice startled her out of her sgegtoons. "Limerick
Hotel?" she echoed faintly.

"That's right Can | help you?"
"l—well, I'm ringing in answer to—"

"—the advertisement iffthe Times}'The receptionist did not sound
surprised.

"Well—yes."



"Just a moment"

The line went dead, and for a moment Julie felé lhkanging up
before she committed herself further, but thenrdoeptionist came
on again: "You're through now."

"Hello. Who am | speaking to, please?"

It was a masculine voice, a young masculine vadacated, yet with
a faint accent which Julie couldn't quite placee $tked her lips.

"Ob—my name is Julie Wood," she introduced herseKily. "I'm
enquiring about the position—as secretary."

"l see. And what are your qualifications, Miss Wabd

"l have a typing speed of approximately seventyds@a minute and
my shorthand is upwards of a hundred."

"Impressive." He sounded faintly amused. "And wioyysbu want
this job, Miss Wood?"

"I—I'd like a change, that's all. | work in a salas's office at the
moment, and the work is rather—"

"Dull?"
"Well, yes."
"And you don't think this position would be?"

Julie sighed. She didn't altogether like stating heasons for
applying for the job over the phone. She didn'tvkn@ho was
interviewing her, and he could have no idea whovehe or whether
indeed she was serious.



"l—just think it sounds rather interesting," sh&ldamely, and there
was silence for a minute.

Then: "You will appreciate, Miss Wood, that we hdhad a great
number of applications for this post already..."

Here it came. The crunch. Julie stifled her disampaent.

"... and naturally, we are having to shortlist gnago we believe may
have something to offer."

"Of course," she managed in a small voice.

"That is why | am asking you these questions. Aterinew will
follow if you are considered suitable."

Julie's spirits lifted again. "I see."

"To go on—what kind of salary did you have in miodthe job?"
Julie gasped. "I have no idea."

"You must have some idea. What is your presentysgila

Julie pursed her lips. "l don't think that's anypoern of yours."

"Very well. I'll take it that it's less than twodbsand a year." Julie
gulped, and he went on: "Now—the post itself. | estpyou're
curious to know where it is."

"Alittle."

"That's perfectly natural. Well, | can't tell yolet exact location-at
the moment for obvious reasons, but sufficient ag that you'll
require the minimum amount of summer clothing. Dib@s$ appeal to
you, Miss Wood?"



Julie's fingers were trembling as she clutchedr¢ceiver. A salary
t>f two thousand pounds a year, and a place isuhé

Of course it appealed to her!

"lt—It sounds very nice," she said, inadequatahygl he laughed. She
paused to wonder who he might be. A personal assiperhaps? Or
a public relations man? Clearly, he was too youthdéube her
employer. Besides, wealthy recluses did not concluetersations of
this kind. They employed others to do it for them.

"How old are you, Miss Wood?"

His question startled her, and she chewed on arltp, wondering
whether she ought to lie about her age. But ifdsdeand she got an
interview, that would kill her chances once anddibr

"Is—is that relevant?" she temporised.
"l think it might be."
"Oh! Well, I'm eighteen."

"Eighteen!"Now it was his turn to sound surprised, and shshad
she had taken the chance of lying after all. "Dnd gay eighteen?"

"Efficiency is not always the product of experiefiche hastened on.
"And—and age was not stipulated in the advertisérhen

"That's true." The amusement was back in his va@ce more. "Very
well, Miss Wood. | suggest you come for an intemwieNould
tomorrow be convenient for you?"

Julie was astounded. She was actually bang grantederview! She
couldn't believe it.



"l asked if tomorrow would be convenient to you?"

The masculine voice sounded a little impatient nane she hastened
to assure him. "Tomorrow would be fine." Somehowotld have to
be. She would have to think of some excuse to abweself from the
offices of Hollister, Barnes and Hollister, but skeuld do it.

"Then | suggest you come here—to the Limerick HaeHlet me
see—one o'clock?"

"One o'clock!" That coincided with her lunch ho@hemight not
have to think up excuses after all. "Er—who doK &ssee?"

"Oh yes—I forgot The name is—Llewellyn, Rhys Llelyal Room
402."

Julie jotted it down swiftly. Rhys Llewellyn, Roo#0D2. "I've got
that. Thank you."

"Thank you, Miss Wood."

The line went dead, and Julie replaced her recemtr careful
precision. Limerick Hotel, one o'clock, she repddteherself. Rhys
Llewellyn, Room 402.

She made sure the scrap of paper containing tloemiation was
safely in her handbag before her mother arrivedehfsaom the school
fair. If she got the job, that would be time enoughell her mother.
And the chances of her doing so seemed remotedndee

Nevertheless, she dressed with more than usual tterenext
morning, putting on the scarlet vinyl suit and nhatg boots she had
treated herself to the previous week, and discgrter tweed coat
for the belted raincoat which fell several incheblw her knees. She
had tried putting up her hair, but it didn't suetrhso she decided she
would have to leave it loose after all. Even hethaoforgot herself



sufficiently to comment upon her appearance, aretethwas a
speculative gleam in her eyes as she said:

"Don't tell me all this is for Mr. Hollister' s befit."

"It's not," replied Julie carelessly, seating hiéraethe kitchen table
and tackling toast and marmalade, ignoring thegraeakconscious
dictates of her conscience. "l just felt like gagtidressed up for a
change."

"Really?" Mrs. Wood sounded sceptical. "Just fechange, eh? And
what time am | to expect you home this evening?"

"The usual time," answered Julie, finishing hestand gulping hot
coffee. She smiled at her mother's confusion. Yeelater. Have a
good day."

Several of the girls at the office made complimgnteomments
about her appearance, but she didn't rise tolaging, Mr. Hollister

seemed to find it difficult to take his eyes off méhen she went in to
take dictation, and she was glad to escape his@mavastare. Still, it
was reassuring to know that she did look differant] as the clock
crept round to lunch time she became more and exaniéed. Even if

she didn't get the job, it was an adventure, somgtto add a little

spice to her day.

The Limerick Hotel stood in a quiet square off Huwiiy, not too far
from Hollister, Barnes and Hollister's offices ima@'s Inn. Julie had
checked its whereabouts in the telephone dire¢taynight before,
and walked the distance easily in fifteen minuttesas a small hotel,
probably a very select establishment, she assumesglfy after being
disappointed that it wasn't anything like the Sagpthe Dorchester.
An iron railing hid the basement from open view @hallow steps
gave, on to a carpeted reception area. Julie mduhte steps, and
approached the reception desk.



"My name is Wood. | have an appointment with Mrewellyn for
one o'clock,"” she announced herself quickly befoeevousness
made her turn tail and leave.

The receptionist looked up. She was exactly thedfagirl Julie had
imagined getting this job, sleek and sophisticabest, smile faintly
patronising.

"Miss—Wood?" She raised narrow eyebrows. "You hame
appointment with Mr. Llewellyn?"

"Mr. Rhys Llewellyn. Yes," Julie pressed her ligggéther for a
moment. "l rang yesterday evening."

“I'm afraid | wasn't on duty yesterday evening, ¢&/ood, but if
you'll wait a moment, I'll find out for you."

"Find out what?"

But Julie was being ignored, as the girl swungaodwitchboard and
began pressing buttons. Julie walked across tleptien area, trying

not to listen too consciously to what was being saind was diverted
by the arrival of an elderly man in a wheelchaging hauled up the
steps by a young man in chauffeur's uniform. Thaufleur eyed

Julie with bold appraisal, and she swiftly lookeghg, not wanting to

appear interested in him. But the sight of the Wdieser had given her
an idea, and the chauffeur could quite easily l&@en the young man
she had spoken to the night before.

"Miss Wood!"

The receptionist was calling her name as the chaufivheeled his
charge into the lift, but it aroused no reactiod ahe walked rather
dejectedly back to the desk.



"I'm afraid Mr. Llewellyn's associate can find n@de of your
application, Miss Wood. All the interviews for theb were
conducted this morning, | understand. I'm afraidi'yve made a
mistake."

"The interviews were conducted this morning?" echaqhilie
disbelievingly.

"Yes. Mr. Llewellyn wanted everything tying up witthe least
possible delay. | believe he is eager to retufmtcestate."

"His estate..."

Julie stared frustratedly at the immaculately gredrface of the girl
across the desk, and a sense of anger and resegi@ernnside her.
So Mr. Llewellyn's associate didn't remember hen? had the

position been filled this morning and they had dedithere was no
point in seeing yet another unsuitable applicanti2 Jelt tearful. It

had all been a waste of time- coming here, raibgighopes. Oh, if
she had the kind of courage they wrote about irkbsbe would take
the lift up to the fourth floor and tell Mr. Rhyddwellyn and his

associate exactly what she thought of them!

Her shoulders sagged. But she didn't have that ddraburage-Few
people did. In fact, people diddbthat sort of thing at all. How could
she march upstairs, and demand an interview? Wiwat gould that

do? They would probably have her thrown out, cested for assault
or something. No stretch of her vivid imaginatioould see her

accomplishing anything by such tactics.

“I'm sorry."

The receptionist was speaking again, and Julieksheohead. After
all, it wasn't her fault And she didn't look so suglious now.



"Thank you anyway," she managed, and turned aw&yng a deep
breath and flinging her bag over her shoulder shefant gesture.
Back to Hollister, Barnes and Hollister.

"Miss Wood! Julie!"

The voice was vaguely familiar, and Julie haltetiweay down the
steps and looked round to find a boy of not moentfourteen or
fifteen rushing across the reception hall from lifteTall and thin,
with bony humorous features half hidden behind hommed
spectacles, casually dressed in jeans and a stvpeak shirt, he was
no one's idea of a wealthy recluse, but Julie katesnce who he was.

"You're—you're the—person who spoke to me—on thenphlast
night!" she exclaimed.

He nodded, obviously out of breath, probably framring. "That's
right,” he gulped. The voice was unmistakable. flkhgoodness |
caught you! We don't even have your address."

Julie tried to remember her resentment of a fewurem before.
"There's not much point in having my address, ierdR" she
countered impatiently. "I'm not even being grantéedinterview!"
She frowned suddenly. "Are—ayeuMr. Llewellyn's associate?"

"Me?" The boy laughed. "Hell, no!" He ignored haised eyebrows
and added: "Come on back inside. | want to talkado, and it's too
cold here."

Julie hesitated. "I've told you, there's no pdint.

"There's every point Please." He held out a ha@@nie into the
lounge."



Julie looked up into his pale face, and the appedlis dark eyes
persuaded her. "All right," she agreed with somectance. "But |
don't really see—"

"William! What in God's name do you think you're doing?" A
before, Julie was arrested by the sound of a vaie®jce not unlike
the boy's, but with a deeper, almost lilting caggrr it would have
had had that quality not been overridden by thehraess of anger. A
man had appeared behind the boy, a tall, lean mvaose dark
features were presently drawn into grim lines. Dharkwn hair,
flecked with grey in places, grew low on his neakd in sideburns
almost to his jawline. He was not a handsome miarfehtures were
too rugged for that, but there was something albetr very
harshness which gave them a certain rough attradtie was a man
in his late thirties, or possibly early fortiessaally dressed like the
boy, in tight-fitting black suede pants and a bJaoken-necked
knitted sweater. Although the resemblance wastslgiie guessed he
could well be the boy's father.

William, if that was the boy's name, turned to thmn with
resignation, raking a hand through his untidy daak. "This is Miss
Wood, Da. | told you | was going to speak to her."

"And | told you to stay in your room," retorted thran briefly.

Julie felt terrible. "Perhaps it would be as wellleft," she ventured
uncomfortably, and the man nodded, his eyes caisgssing. >

"Perhaps it would,” he agreed. "I'm sorry if you'l®een
inconvenienced..."

"Couldn't you at least interview her, Da?" demanttedboy angrily.
"l asked her to come here—"

"l appreciate that, William," returned the man wemphasis. "I
apologise for my son's behaviour, Miss—Miss Wood?"



"That's all right." Julie found herself in the s position of
defending the boy." | must have made a mistake—"

"There was no mistake!" asserted the boy, starungiria- tedly at his
father. He was breathing quickly again, as he heahlwhen he first
called to her, and patches of hectic colour wengeapng in his
cheeks. "Da, why can't you give her a chance?odller at least. Her
qualifications are excellent"

"You're upsetting yourself unnecessarily, WillianmAnd you're
wasting Miss Wood's time."

"Oh, really, I—"

Julie's involuntary denial was ignored as Williapoke only to his
father: "Why are you so opposed to anyone | like2dot to live with
her, too, haven't I? Don't | get any say in thetenat

"William, Mr. Thomas has got two perfectly suitaldpplicants to
choose from. Let him decide."

"Oh, Mr. Thomas! That old fogey! It's you who wathg secretary,
Da! Don't you care who you have working for you?"

"Not particularly."

The man's voice was coldly indifferent, and Jufizzered in spite of

herself. If this man was the wealthy recluse, shs mot at all sure she
even wanted to be considered for the post. Notghatwas being,

really. This argument did not constitute a consten. But she did

like the look of William. And his behaviour was rem unusual for a
boy of his age. She ought to have been angry vimih But it seemed

as though he had enough anger going on aroundshitwas.



William was quite breathless now, and seemed toalveng difficulty
in breathing at all. Julie turned anxious eyes @nféther, but that
cold individual seemed indifferent to his son'sdocament.

"l suggest we abandon this discussion before walharested for
causing a disturbance,” he stated bleakly. "Asid s&fore, Miss
Wood, I'm sorry—"

"You're not sorry!" Julie heard herself saying wgfiteat trepidation.
"You're just saying that. You don't mean it. Cgot see—your son
is///"

There was a brief pregnant silence when all Jubelcc hear was
William's tortured breathing, and the heavy pougdaoi her own
heart. And then the man, who had been regardingsteadily for
fully half a minute, indicated the swing doors teeside of the hall.

"l suggest we go in there," he said, in an ominpgsliet tone, and
without waiting for their compliance, he walked atleof them into
the elegantly furnished residents' lounge. Theres wamething
wrong with the way he walked, a certain stiffnessis gait which
Julie found rather disturbing, but she had no tionponder that right
now as he stood by the open door, waiting for \Afilliand herself to
join him.

With a helpless shrug at the boy, she walked throntp the lounge,
conscious that he was following her, turning tokl@pprehensively
at his father. The man closed the door behind tlae then he said,
in the same quiet tone: "Exactly what did my salh yeu, Miss
Wood?"

Julie licked her dry lips. "He—I—I rang last nigdrid enquired about
the advertisement inThe Times,and he—he asked about my
credentials."

"Indeed?" The man's lips twitched slightly. "Aneyhare?"



Julie felt silly, but she had to answer him. "l—anldred words a
minute shorthand, seventy typing."

"Thank you." He turned to the boy. "Does that $ayeu?"

William had been using the time to regain his brglhtt his face was
still constricted with the effort, and perspiratio@aded his forehead.
Julie felt a wave of sympathy sweep over her jusking at him, and
she turned stormy eyes on his father.

Who was this man? This Rhys Llewellyn? Had he nogassion?

William took a step forward. "Why—why can't we have
someone—someone young?" he gasped painfully. "Soenecan
talk to. Those—those other women, they're—theylt€' o

"Thank you. They're younger than | am," retortesl flaither dryly.
"William, | explained to you before. It's necessdnat we have
someone suitable." Then he looked back at Juligny'Would a girl
like you want to bury herself in the wilds of Canal®"



CHAPTER TWO

JULIE took a few seconds to absorb what he had saidtleemdshe
made an involuntary gesture. "The—the wilds of Cabim?" She
was confused, and disconcerté®.ou mean—you meawales}"

She spoke the last word very faintly, and the madded with
finality. "Yes, Miss Wood, Wales. Where else?"

Where indeed? "l—I—" Julie looked helplessly towsand/illiam,
and intercepting her gaze the man's eyes narroaragrehendingly.

"Ah!" he said, folding his arms across his broadsth"l gather my
son told you something else."

Julie was trying to think. Should she have susgéciehe names -
Rhys - Llewellyn - William, even. Should they havarned her? But
why? These people could have lived anywhere. Buiooisly they
didn't. This put an entirely different light on teguation. Would she
even have considered the job if she had thoughtvsisegoing to be
asked to live in Wales? She knew nothing aboutthmtry. She had
never been there and her impressions were of aanddmountainous
countryside, swept by rain and winds from the west...

Realising that they were both waiting for her teag she made an
effort to behave normally. After all, William hadwer actually said

where she might expect to live, except that themum of summer

clothing would hardly do for Wales in winter.

"l—er—I'm surprised, that's all," she managed, ggmg her slim
shoulders. "I mean—well, you don't sound Welsh,g dimished
lamely.

"Don't we?" A dark eyebrow quirked upward. "And cwames are
terribly Anglo-Saxon, of course."”



“Llewellyn could have been an ancestral name."

"So it could. Perhaps | should have slipped ingt®of 'Look yous'
and the odd 'Indeed to goodness', hmm?"

"Don't make fun of me!"

"It was my fault, Da," cried William, pushing hisoim-rimmed
spectacles further up his thin nose. "I told hersh -

"You didn't tell me anything!" Julie asserted shgrpher eyes
Sashing. "You didn't mention the location at all."

William's rueful grimace was grateful. "Thanks,"rhattered gruffly,
and she smiled sympathetically at him.

The corners of his father's mouth drew down. "Wéatctly did my
son tell you, Miss Wood?"

Julie sighed, trying to remember. "l—not a lot. Keked the
guestions."

"And you were not sufficiently curious to ask quess yourself?"
"l—I—if you must know, | never expected to get aterview."
"Oh? Why hot?"

Julie moved her shoulders helplessly. "Jobs likedhe not thick on
the ground."

"Jobs like what, Miss Wood?"

"Oh, stop pretending you don't understand whatriing to say! The
advertisement sounded—fascinating, as I'm sure yealised.
Anyone would jump at the chance!"



"Would they?" The man frowned. "It might interesiuyto know,
Miss Wood, that out of twenty-seven applicatiomdyawo who met
our requirements were prepared to accept the conditof
employment."

Julie's brow furrowed. "Only two?"
"Only two."

"But—" She glanced again at William. Had he liedatthe salary,
as well? "l—I thought the conditions of employmesdunded
quite—generous."

"Athousand a year, and your keep. Living in a w&stoastal district
of Wales. Without friends or contemporaries. |t$ @veryone's idea
of generosity."

Julie caught her breatnethousand a year - not two. Aldales -
not the Bahamas. She might have known there wasateh c
somewhere.

She looked at William, and met his sheepish stdee.had good
reason to look like that, she thought impatienWithout his
intervention, she would not be here. Nor would Bkehaving this
heated argument with a man whose attitude no loagemed so
unreasonable.

"Well, Miss Wood? You are now in possession oftlafl facts. Do
you still want to be considered for the post?"

Julie gasped. "Am | being considered?"

"As you seem to regard me as some kind of monsied, William as
an innocent babe in arms, | find myself inclineddisillusion you,
Miss Wood."



"What do you mean?"

"l am not without experience of women, Miss Woadih fully aware
that my son must have painted a vastly differectupe of the
circumstances of this appointment than | have ddltedoubt he
tempted you : with luxurious working conditions—acitative
salary." His lips twisted. "I am not in the market gold-diggers of
that kind, Miss Wood."

Juliet lips parted indignantly. The fact that hesweearer the truth
than even he might imagine did not matter. How d&e=classify her
on the strength of past experience?

"You haven't even told me what the work is yet,g shtorted, not
really knowing why she was going on with this. Hoauld she even
consider leaving her home and family, her frieidgyo and live in
some cold and lonely outpost in Wales, being pasdlary that was
less than she was earning now?

"My father's going to write a book!" exclaimed \Vialin eagerly, but
was silenced by the look his father gave him. Ninebess, Julie took
it up.

"Is that true? Are you going to write a book, Mxewellyn?"
The man's expression hardened. "And if | am?"

Julie lifted her shoulders in an eloquent littlstyee. After months of
typing legal documents, the idea of being involwedreative writing
sounded inviting indeed.

"Am | to take it that in spite of all the disadvages of the post, and |
warn you there are many, you still want to be adesd for the job?"

Llewellyn sounded bored by the whole proceedind, slmre knew he
was willing her to refuse. But something, some pesg desire to



thwart this man who thought he knew all about dike her, made
her loath to back down. It was like admitting défe@f course,
everyone would think she was mad, should the repassibility of
her being accepted occur. She could just imagire Wéwra and her
mother would say. And Mark, too. But it was an opoity to
escape from the future her mother was inexoratdpmphg for her.
Perhaps if she could convince her mother that ieedetermined to
lead ha: own life, she would leave her alone. M¥eod might even
sell die house and go and live with Aunt Margamébouthend as she
wanted to do.

Taking a deep breath, she nodded her head and "¥ad; Mr.
Llewellyn, | think | should like to be considered."

"Hey—terrific!" William pressed balled fists togeth but his father
looked less enthusiastic.

"You realise you can't expect the modern convemglyou are used
to, Miss Wood?" he commented dourly, pacing stifflyhe tall
windows of the lounge. "The nearest town is fifteaites away, and
we have no television—"

"Oh, stop trying to put her off, Da!" exclaimed Wam fiercely,
getting angry again. "Just because she's youngatrattive! Just
because | like her! Why shouldn't | have someoneybwn age to
talk to? You do!"

His father turned to face him, thick lashes narrmgmeyes darkened
by some emotion Julie could not identify. "Williarhyou had stayed

in any one of the schools | selected for you, ybade had dozens of
people of your own age to talk to!" he stated gyiml

"Oh, yes." William's tone was bitter. "You'd haueld that, wouldn't
you? You never wanted me, did you? You've madetthasparently
clear. And of course, Nerys doesn't want me eitthees she? | get in



the way. You don't give her enough attention whernaround. Have
you thought what she would say if you took somdikeeMiss Wood
back to Devil's Mount?"

"That's enough, William!" His father's features wenarsh with
dislike. "A boy of your age should be in school!"

"School!" William's lips curled. "I hate schools!"

"Obviously, since you've succeeded in having ydttseown out of
three of them!"

Julie was beginning to feel uncomfortable againisas a family
qguarrel, and she could see the telltale signs ehthr lessness
invading William's face again.

"If—if the interview is over—" she began awkwardlyyt William
turned to her beseechingly, reaching out a hasteipher.

"Don't go! Please, Miss Wood, don't go! If you day father will
appoint one of those other women, | know he wHli§ breathing had
quickened alarmingly, and he took great stranglddgof air as he
strove to go on speaking. "Your— your qualific—dfiehtions are .
as good as either of the others." He turned to lfesdather. "Why
can't we have- have her?"

Julie felt the boy's groping fingers fasten roursd Brm, and was
filled with a half fearful sense of inevitabilityPerceptively, she
guessed that his father abhorred this show of wesaknbut as
William continued to gasp for breath beside hespéeation made
her protest: "Is there nothing you can do for him?"

Rhys Llewellyn thrust his hands into the pocketshid pants,
tautening the cloth across the powerful muscldsi®thighs. Julie's
eyes were drawn to him against her will. Sometlahgut this man
disturbed her, adding to the conviction she coakl &tirring inside



her that she ought not to get involved with thimifg. What did she

know of them, after all? What wealthy man, but aoeatric one,

would live in the wilds of rural Wales? How couldesbe sure who
they really were? What proof had she of their idgdtNone. And

yet, unwillingly, she was involved, whether sheetkit or not.

Involved, because of a boy who had brought her bheder false

pretences, and who now revealed himself as morevaible than she
was.

"l should explain that my son suffers from nervasshma," Rhys
Llewellyn said flatly, "but he is perfectly capabdé inducing an
attack should the situation warrant it."

Julie stared at him in disgust. "What a foul thiaguggest!"

"But honest," he retorted coldly. "My God, do ydunk | haven't
seen this happen before? In fifteen years, I'veaiadv enlightening
experiences with my son, and | can assure youregept condition is
not unique!"

"You're—you're inhuman!" Julie tore her eyes awegnt him to
stare unhappily at the boy. "How can you standetreerd dismiss
your own son so callously? Haven't you ever thoulgat he might
have these attacks because of you?"

Rhys Llewellyn's next words did not bear repetitiasm he strode
across the room and dragged William away from Rerting his
hands on his son's shoulders, he stared down dothentently, as
though willing him to calm himself.

"All right, all right, William," he said through ehched teeth. "Miss
Wood shall have the job, if she still wants it. Blain't think you've
fooled me—not for one minute." He released thesmguddenly that
he almost fell and turned back to Julie. "Well?"



He was much closer now, the dark eyes intent atichichating.
Julie's throat felt constricted, and her palms wast. "l—well,
what?" she faltered.

"Do you want the job or don't you?"

Julie moved awkwardly from one foot to the othemaee of the
height and breadth of him, uneasily aware thathgé sommitted
herself to the boy she was committing herself to tgo. "l—well, |
have to discuss it with—with my family,” she verddr

Rhys Llewellyn's expression grew contemptuous.e#.sSo your
protestations on William's behalf were not as vedretnas you would
have me believe!"

"That's not true!" Julie's eyes shifted to the bwtjcing how tensely
he was waiting for her reply. But already his bnéad was easier.
How could she risk upsetting him again? She spieadhands.
"What do you expect me to say?" she implored.

"Say you'll take the job," answered William urggntPlease!"

Rhys Llewellyn was watching her equally closelyd amhen she'
looked up into his dark Celtic features she wassoqgtrised to see the
scornful twist to his mouth.

"Well, Miss Wood?" he mocked.

Julie, combed her fingers through the straightatarbf her hair.

"You have no choice, do you?" he asked sardonic&ypowerful
weapon, you must agree."

"It's not like that," she cried, looking away frdnm.



"Isn't it?" He didn't sound convinced. "Very wdlliss Wood. Are
you accepting the post?"

Julie looked down at her hands, then at Williand &nally at Rhys
Llewellyn once more. "l—yes. Yes. But | have togotice at my
present place of employment.”

"Which is?"
"A solicitor's office. Hollister, Barnes and Holies."

"That means nothing to me." Rhys Llewellyn was ngka notepad
out of his back pocket. "Okay," he wrote somettdog/n, "this is my
address. If you cable us the date and time of gauval, I'll arrange
for you to be met at Fishguard. How much noticd yolu have to
give?"

"Two weeks—I think."

"Two weeks!" William sounded dismayed. "Can't yoaka it one?"
Rhys Llewellyn tore a sheet off his pad and hantied]Julie, and her
eyes scanned the worDevil's MountandAbernarthbefore he spoke

again.

"Should you require any further particulars, youn a@ontact me
through my solicitors - Latimer, Leazes, Thomas bade."

Julie caught her lower lip between her teeth. "@ut't you want to
test me? Check that I'm not lying about my typimgl &horthand
speeds?"

Rhys Llewellyn regarded her unemotionally. "Are yging?"

"No!"



"I'll accept that. | shouldn't like to be in younaes if you come to
Devil's Mount under false pretences," he remarkgtyd

"You're trying to frighten her!" declared Willianmgrily."You won't
change your mind, will you?" This to Julie.

Julie shook her head helplessly. "You don't eveswkmy address!"

Rhys Llewellyn opened his note book again. "If il make you any
happier, you can give it to me," he said resignedl|

Julie pursed her lips. Then she said: "Thirty-dbgstman Road,
Romford," rather resentfully.

"Fine." He straightened, flinching as a spasm af peossed his face.
But the emotion she glimpsed was so fleeting, shik thought

afterwards that she had imagined it. "That condittie negotiation,
| think." His lips twitched with faint amusement.hope you won't
live to regret your decision, Miss Wood."

Julie hoped so, too, and as she walked back to'sstap, her

thoughts tumbled madly round inside her head. \kadtshe done?
she asked herself confusedly. Committing hersethaut even

taking the time to reconsider. What was her motieeng to say?

Giving up a perfectly good job in the city to goddive in such an

outlandish place! And for less money! She must lmeen mad even
to consider it! But consider it she had, and treeremed no way of
backing out of it.

She blinked rapidly. Away from William's distresga@sence, it was
difficult to understand why she had not simply earhim down flat.
Obviously, his father knew him better than she ditj their private
affairs were not her concern. Yet she had made tbemto the
extent that she had become personally involvedhair tfamily
conflict...



And then there was Rhys Llewellyn himself, her nemployer..
What manner of man was he really? Why did he wal&tgfly? Was
that pain she had seen in his face? And why did feké this
disturbing awareness of him, that was at once niagrand
repelling? She had the feeling she was steppingfdugr depth, into
waters both deep and unknown, full of tides anders that as yet
she had barely touched upon. She recalled the mdnsemeone
called Nerys. Who was that? Her employer's wiferida William's
mother, that much seemed certain. Why hadn't skedamore
guestions? Discovered who else lived at Devil's MBuAsked in
what capacity she was to live there? She knew ngthbout living in
someone else's house as their employee. Her pdraatsever had
employees, of any kind, and her knowledge was dichto what she
had gleaned from historical novels and the likeatWhshe didn't like
the work? What if she was unhappy there? Abernvaatha long way
from Eastman Road—and even further from Southend...

She was late back to the office, and Mr. Hollistad already sent for
her. When she shed her coat and made her way tifius, still in
the slightly dazed condition in which she had fle& Limerick Hotel,
she found him in a vastly less amiable frame ofdnthan he had
been in that morning.

"Are you aware it's now almost half past two?" kendnded, pacing
furiously about his office, puffing on the inevitalrigar which was
to be found in his mouth. Short and tubby, he Hadgs reminded
Julie of Toad of Toad Hall, but today reality hadd conviction about
it than fiction.

Gathering herself with difficulty, Julie began toatogise, and then,
realising that now was as good a time as any fohiel of her
proposed change in circumstances, she said: Kedylou to accept
my resignation, Mr. Hollister."



Her words halted his restless meanderings, antbpeed to stare at
her, taking the cigar out of his mouth. "What daliysay?"

“I'm giving you two weeks' notice, Mr. Hollister.h@t is what's
required, isn't it?"

"Two weeks' notice?" Hector Hollister pulled outred spotted
handkerchief, and looking more and more like Kenr@tahame's
prodigy, began to bluster: "Now look here, Julig&gnbw I'm not a
patient man at the best of times, and maybe | baea a little hard on
you lately, but that's no reason for you to sayrgoleaving us! Good
heavens, | know | probably seem old-fashioned to, yiemanding
punctuality, that sort of thing, but dammit, | awuy employer!"

"l know that, Mr. Hollister." Julie was astonishatthis display, and
a little embarrassed, too.

"Well," Hector Hollister mopped his brow, "of coetsl guessed
you'd got something on today, all dressed up likat tNew
boy-friend, is it? And why not? Wish | was ten y@gounger. I'd be
after you myself."

"Mr. Hollister, it—"

"No need to be hasty, Julie. That's what | always ¥ou're a damn
good secretary, that's what you are, damn good!tidant to lose
you. Can't say fairer than that"

"Mr. Hollister, I'm not leaving because—well, besawf you. I've
got another job. | went for an interview at lunaimdi. That's why |
was late."

Hector sank down weakly into the chair behind laskd "You've got
another job?" he echoed. "Where? In London?"



"Actually, no. It's not in London at all. —er—Iltdike a change of
scenery. It's in Wales. I'm going to work for a—ater."

"Who is it? Do | know him?"
"l—I shouldn't think so."

Julie was loath to mention Rhys Llewellyn's nama, Hector was
not about to allow her to get away with it so easil

"Don't you need a reference?" he enquired curigusbking up at
her through a veil of cigar smoke. His thick lipgled. "Or aren't you
going to be his—secretary?"

Julie stiffened. "There's no need to be offendihe,Hollister. And |
don't recall actually saying that my new employaswnale!"

Hector sighed, shaking his head. "Nor you did. Bwgy usually
are—those who employ secretaries, | mean." He @desst the stub
of his cigar in the ashtray, and when next he Idakieher there was
resignation in his gaze. "I'm sorry, Julie. But yeureally taken me
unawares. Put it down to my regret at losing you."

Julie had never heard Hector Hollister apologisartgone before,
and his manner disarmed her. "As a matter of faxt,re right," she
admitted quietly. "My new employer is a man. Hisnea—his name
is Rhys—Llewellyn."

Hector's heavy brows met above the bridge of hsgend_lewellyn?
Did you say Llewellyn?"

Julie's nails curled into her palms. "Yes. Why?yida know him?"

"Rhys Llewellyn? No. But | do know of a Rhys Edwandho has
recently returned to live in Wales."



"l expect Rhys is a common enough name there."

"Perhaps so." Hector leaned back in his chair. "Amd man I'm
thinking about is no suitable employer for an atixee young girl like
you."

Considering his own sometimes less than propentiaina Julie had
to smile. But she asked him what he meant all dmees

Hector pulled a face. "No need to go into detallse man's an
ex-mercenary. Dangerous type. Inherited a gredtaleaoney and
land through the death of his elder brother. Coteplewithout
scruple, so | hear. Didn't you read anything altdntthe papers? His
brother was killed in that plane crash six months m France. He
was the Marquis of Llan- treath or something likatt | suppose that
makes Edwards the Marquis now. What irony! | unders the
brothers hated one another. He'd have some stovyited"

Julie could feel a curious prickling sensation gldrer spine. "Is
he—was he ever married?" she asked, with what sppedwas
casual interest "Does he—have any children?"

"Who? Edwards or his brother?"
"l—well, Edwards, | suppose."

"Not so far as | know. But | mean, | don't know thieole story. Only
what | read in the papers and what J pick up anmmgolleagues in
the profession. | think the Marquis— the dead begtithat is—was
married, but I'm not even sure of hat."

Julie nodded. Oh, well, she thought with reliefatthseemed
reassuring. And in any case, why should she imatfiaethis man
Mr. Hollister was gossiping about could have anyrezction with the
Rhys Llewellyn she was to work for? But it was @ncalence, just
the same, and she couldn't help thinking abous islee travelled



home on the train that evening. It distracted heughts from the
prospect of facing her mother.

She could imagine Rhys Llewellyn as a mercenarg, ttought
broodingly. He was just as hard and callous asvatidd imagine
them to be, and unwillingly she thought of her itk What had he
been, after all, but a mercenary, raping and pilgaghis sword
stained brightly with the blood of his victims? Brhys Llewellyn
was nothing like the golden- haired hero of hertdaies. Big and
powerful he might be, cruel and ruthless evenybilitout that gentle
side to his nature which could disarm the mosta¢fmaiden and
seduce her into yielding compliance in his arms...



CHAPTER THREE

THE train ran into Goodwick station in the late aftawn. Darkness
was already deepening beyond the misted windows thef

compartment, and the encroaching night made tlceirostances of
her arrival that much more nerve-racking somehdve jburney had
been long and uneventful, giving Julie plenty afdito brood about
this step she was taking, and she continually abkeskelf what she
was doing here. But she had no answer to give.

The last two weeks had not helped. Far from belegged that she
was leaving home, her mother had adopted a marsjirednd had
veered from tearful anxiety about Julie's future wdat the

neighbours would say when they found out. Juliesgad her
departure would arouse some speculation, not sy the speed
with which it was to be accomplished, and her motheuld not

relish explaining where she had gone. It had ahbmost-upsetting
for Julie, who herself was unconvinced that she a@sg the right

thing. There were times when she found herselfadlgtcomposing

letters of apology to Rhys Llewellyn, explainingatlshe could not
take the position after all, but then she thougloia William and tore
them up.

Mark, who she had expected to be angry, had shosur@rising

amount of understanding, and perversely this hachalped. Why
couldn't she have been like Laura? she had askesélhever and
over again. Why couldn't she have been contentaiwynMark, who

was a good man, and periodically produce his obldn\Why couldn't
she have liked knitting and baking and joining Yguiives' clubs,
sharing in the social life of a new housing estéte® could she and
her sister be so completely different from one herck

And the chilling thought had remained that perhthey were not so
different, after all. Perhaps Laura had curbedréssiess impulse that
surged so strongly in Julie to look for more i lihan was offered in



their narrow little circle. Perhaps she had moreseethan to go
seeking the unknown. Who in their right minds wolelave a secure
and comfortable environment for the wilds of Walaswinter,
working fop a man whose character was, to sayethst | suspect, and
whose relationship with his son bordered on thbduic?

The railway station was reassuringly normal, withsgengers
disgorging from the train, tugging out their luggagumbling for
their tickets, their breath clouding in the cold dulie pulled out her
own two cases and searched in her bag for the squarardboard
which entitled her to travel. The wind made an eeaound as it
whistled down the draughty tunnel of the platfoemd she was glad
she had chosen to wear warm trousers and a chuvégter under
her tweed coat.

She had cabled the date and time of her arrivRhtgs Llewellyn as
he had directed, and as she lugged her cases wimrtharrier, she
looked round hopefully for &amiliar face. But although everyone
else linked up with friends or relatives, or disapged about their
own business, Julie emerged from the station witlemgountering
anyone who appeared to be looking for her.

She sighed. This was the last straw! The least tbeyd have done
was be on time to meet her, particularly as it sesold, and the mist
which swept round her and smelled of the sea chilkr to the bone.
She couldn't walk-far even if she had wanted taoh\wer cases, and
she thought with nostalgia of her departure fronmdan, with her

mother and Laura, and Laura's husband, Alan, atingato see her

off. Alan had carried her cases to the train, dmel Isad reassured
herself that someone else would be there to chemtat the other
end. But instead, she seemed to have been abandaomd was

difficult to control the sense of tearful resentinehich filled her.

After waiting fifteen minutes, she struggled heses back to the
ticket office.



"Excuse me," she asked the operator politely, iduhere another
train from London tonight?"

The girl behind the counter shook her head. "No."
Julie digested this with dismay. "There isn't?"
"No. The London train came in nearly half an hogo.a

"I know that. | was on it." Julie countered thel'gicurious stare. "
was supposed to have someone meeting me. They'havered."

"Oh. There's a pity."

"Yes. Isn't there?" Julie spoke distractedly, dmehtrealising what
she was saying, amended: "Isn't it?"

"And do you have far to go?" At least someone wasmdifferent to
her plight.

"A place called—Abernarth."

"Abernarth?" The girl rubbed her nose. "Ah."
"Is it far?"

"Oh—twenty-five miles, at least—"
"Twenty-eight, actually."

The hard masculine tones were unmistakably famikerd Julie
turned with mixed feelings of apprehension andefeb find Rhys
Llewellyn standing right behind her. In a fur- @kd black leather
coat over equally dark pants, thick dark hairridtin the draught, his
tanned features glowing with health in the shanp e looked
disturbingly attractive, and Julie would have begmuman not to be



aware of it. The girl behind the ticket counter sly was, her
attitude melting beneath his undoubted sex appeakyes betraying
a message that even Julie understood."Do yourli¥dernarth?" she
asked him, and Rhys Llewellyn nodded his head.

"Near enough," he conceded lightly. "Can | be oheassistance?"

Julie's lips parted on a gasp at his words, anchviine girl began to
explain how this passenger had expected to beromtthe London

train and was now stranded twenty-eight miles fr@ndestination,

she stared at him angrily, waiting for him to cat bff. But he didn't.

He merely revealed a polite interest in her pradmat, and then had
the nerve to offer her a lift.

"I'm driving back to Abernarth this evening," henarked, with cool
insolence. "I'd be happy to see you to your destind

Julie stared at him for a few moments longer, thé sould not
sustain the mocking challenge in those dark eyebyath a defeated
little exclamation, she swung about and marchedyaleterminedly
towards the exit. She was aware that the girl lekthie ticket counter
was staring after her disbelievingly, probably ¢daesng her mad to
apparently reject such an attractive offer, buttia@ was impossible,
and right now she was in no state to deal with liow could he
stand there and behave as if he'd never set eye trefore? He was
just as objectionable as she had imagined.

"l imagine you'll be needing these."

She had halted outside the station, and when heretdor's voice
spoke close to her ear, she looked up to find rofdihg one of her
cases in each hand. Realising she had left thexdistaby the ticket
office, she roused a reluctant consent.

"Yes." A pause. "Thank you."



He looked down at her half impatiently. "What's ng@"
Indignation exploded into anger. "You ask me that!"

He glanced all about them, and then nodded. "ltldveaem like it."
"Oh—oh, you're so sarcastic, aren't you? And seeclé

"Am |I?" He raised a dark eyebrow. "Well, considgrirow little you
know of me, | consider that a perceptive statemBmank you."

Julie pressed her lips together, staring at himobeptly, and he put
down one of the cases to gesture towards a mudarsohestation
wagon parked a little distance away.

"Let's continue this fascinating conversation ie ttar, shall we? |
don't know what you've got in these cases, bueelsf like chain
mail!"

Julie had no choice but to follow him across to stetion wagon,
waiting while he stowed her cases in the back ledfotding open the
door for her to climb inside. Then he walked rotimelbonnet to slide
in beside her, his thigh brushing hers as he maxgdf comfortable.
He inserted his key in the ignition, but beforetatg the engine, he
looked sideways at her.

"Now—Ilet's hear it, shall we?"

Julie took a deep breath. "You know perfectly wdlat I'm going to
say! Why did you pretend you'd never seen me befielaking a fool
of me in front of that girl in the ticket office!"

"How did | do that?" His eyes were mocking. "Shesmato know we
were old friends."

"We are not old friends!"



"No. Well, perhaps that was an unfortunate choieplorase.
Nevertheless, until you stormed off, it seemed depdy natural
situation to her."

"Oh, yes." Julie's tone was bitter. "I'm quite sahrewouldn't have
quibbled about being in my position!"

His smile was infuriatingly complacent. "I had teme impression,”
he remarked, without conceit.

Julie uttered a frustrated sound. "The least yaudchavedone was
be here on time! I've been waiting almost half anrtf

"Ah!" He rubbed the side of his nose. "Well, tharas a reason for
that."

"A puncture, no doubt!"

Julie was amazed at her own temerity, but his behawnad not
exactly been responsible either. With a slightiffacent shrug of his
leather-clad shoulders, he seemed to concede thehmavever, and
swinging round in his seat flicked the ignition.eTpowerful engine
roared into life, and he reversed with evident ettpe out of the
parking area. Julie sat stiffly, half prepared hiom to make some
scathing retort, but nothing was forthcoming, aine was compelled
to an uneasy silence.

Street lamps were lighted, casting pools of shatewond their
circles of light. Mist hazed the windscreen botkide and out, as
warm breath encountered cold glass, and Julie Veakaf the car's
heater to warm her booted toes. She had little adi¢ae direction he
might be taking, and wondered if the poor weatlerddions had
anything to do with his being late. If that were gerhaps she owed
him an apology. But why should she apologise? sheea with
herself. He hadn't!



The car smelt pleasantly of leather and tobacco—aigarette

tobacco, but something cleaner, rather a nice sisiedl decided. It
was incredibly untidy, with scraps of paper andralbazines stuffed
into the flaps in the door and down between thdssea heavy,

rubber-bound torch and a roll of string residedhenparcel shelf, and
two empty beer cans nudged her feet. It was notikaghe Rolls she
might have expected a wealthy man to favour, aredvsbndered

again whether she had been mad to accept him sin tru

The lights of shop windows were reassuringly dctirgy, and
noticing her attention, her companion spoke agdinhis is
Fishguard,"” he remarked lazily. "Did you know? Aalthough you
can't see anything this evening, there's quitew wver the Bay from
this headland. Down below us is what they call Loweshguard.
Have you heard of it?" Julie shook her head, andveet on: "I
thought you might have done. It's the old port. yrlikned Dylan
Thomas'sUnder Milk Woodthere. Richard Burton stirred a few
hearts, so I've heard."

Julie was intrigued in spite of herself. "I didkrtow."
"No. Well, perhaps you are a bit young at that"
Julie let that go, and he glanced her way again.

"Aren't you going to tell me how old you are?" haqgeired
mockingly. "Young women usually do, and older womesually
don't."

"And you've known both, | suppose!"

"In my time," he conceded lightly. "You're a prigHittle thing, aren't
you, Miss Wood? | had thought it was all to do wytbur feelings
over my son, but I'm beginning to think he was antyexcuse."



Julie sighed, realising the truth in what he sBugk still she couldn't
allow him to get away with all of it. "You seem Ibe forgetting the
fact that all this is strange to me. Leaving honm®ming
here—waiting hours on the station!"

"Hours, is it?" All of a sudden he sounded very $tieland she liked
it "I was twenty-nine minutes late at the very mastd had it not
been for William throwing an attack before | ldftyould have been
here before you."

"William?" She turned to him. "He had an attack? ®ty?"
"He wanted to come with me to meet you, why else?"
"And you wouldn't let him?"

"No, | wouldn't let him."

Julie's nails curled into her palms. "Surely youldchave permitted
him to come along?" she exclaimed. "What possibjeation could
you have to that?"

Rhys Llewellyn's profile had hardened. "I don't @deexplain my
actions to you, Miss Wood."

"No, you don't." Julie swung round in her seat n6But | think
you're unnecessarily harsh with the boy."

"I'd gathered that. However, as he's just recogefiom a severe
attack of bronchitis, | hardly consider drivingtydfodd miles in these
conditions a suitable method of recuperation.”

Julie caught her breath. "Oh!"

"As you say—eh!"



Julie sighed. "I—I'm sorry. |—I didn't know."

"How could you? Nevertheless, | would suggest yndeavour to
keep your opinions objective until you know all flaets."”

Julie brushed back a strand of silky hair fromfbeezhead. The lights
of the town had been left behind them now and desknvas closing
in around them, only the headlights of this car aiters they passed
illuminating the road ahead.

"So—so how is he, then?" she managed, into thecsl¢hat had
fallen.

"As |'ve said—he's recovering. He's tougher thamgive him credit
for."

Julie bent her head. "His attacks are—frightenitngugh, aren't
they?"

"They're distressing. Possibly more distressingHeronlooker than
for William himself."

"Do you believe that?"

"l know it." His voice had hardened again. "And tileadmasters of
three public schools know it, too."

Julie sighed. "Is there nothing can be done fortiim

".Yes. He can receive a little less attention tharhas been doing.
Only time and determination will defeat him."

"That sounds awfully hard. What—what does your \sdg?"

"My wife?" He sounded amused. "l have no wife."



"You don't?" Julie stared at him in the darkneBsit—"
"—| have a son, is that it?"

Julie turned to look out of the window at the hexigeshing past. All
of a sudden, she didn't want to know. But it was|&te.

"Oh, come, Miss Wood," he mocked. "You belong ts ttberated
generation growing up in Britain at the moment. éBuryou don't
believe that two people need to be married to preduchild!" She
did not reply, and he expelled his breath impalyetitm sorry if I've

offended your sensibilities, but it seems to messw\Vood, you've
been living a singularly narrow existence. Lifenist all like the
plastic world inside the cathode tube. Real pedplet conform to
any particular pattern. They have doubts—and fgslisome more
than others."

Julie's fingers were entwined in the strap of handibag. "l—it's
nothing to do with me," she said stiffly.

"Isn't it?" His tone was vaguely bitter. "But yoreaoing to be living
In my house, aren't you? And | don't want to sesehreproachful

eyes of yours following me about Yes, | knew wewdtddhave had
someone older!"

"Why?" Julie was indignant "People's attitudes tlalvays broaden
with age."

"No," he agreed consideringly. "You're right, ofucee. Some are
bigots all their lives."

"I'm not a bigot!"
"Aren't you? But you're shocked because William's'a

"Don't say it!"



Impulsively, she stretched out her hand and touchisdknee,
intending to silence him. But when her fingers emtered the hard
muscle of his thigh, they withdrew again with instive recoil. Her
action brought his eyes to her again, enigmatthénshadowy light
emanating from the dash.

"What's wrong, Miss Wood? Have you never touchedaa's knee
before?"

"l—yes. Yes, of course | have."

"Really? So why did you draw back just now as iti'goburned
yourself?"

"I'm—I'm not in the habit of touching strange méfr, ; Liewellyn."

"Il bet you're not!" His laugh was faintly deriso "l just wonder
how an innocent like you was allowed to leave hme.

Julie pursed her lips. "Nobody—allowed me. | makg own
decisions, Mr Llewellyn. I'm not a child. And justcause | don't find
illegitimacy particularly amusing it's no reasonyou to make fun of
me!"

"I don't find illegitimacy amusing either," he reted, his tone
roughening. "But there are worse things, believé'me

Julie heard the conviction in his voice and wondevehat had
happened to make him so cynical. What manner of was he?
What kind of life had he led to speak so convinlyirgf the darker
side of human nature? Of what use had his monay tocleim?

She stared out into the darkness. For some timetheyhad been
steadily ascending into the mountains, and the veasl practically
deserted. The mist was sparser up here, and thibsgk glimpsed
the lights of a distant farmhouse. How much furthad they to go?



How much longer before they reached the comparagearity of his
house?

As though sensing her troubled thoughts, he sugidspdke again,
less aggressively now. "Are you hungry? I'm satly after six. But |
never gave it a thought."

Julie glanced his way. "Is—is it much further?"

"About ten miles. If it hadn't been such a foulhtigyou'd have been
able to see the lights of Cardigan Bay below us Ahernarth is only
a small fishing community, and Devil's Mount stamsthe cliffs
about a mile and a half from the village”™"

Julie nodded. "I'm looking forward to seeing it.hd amazingly, she
was.

"Are you?" His response was less enthusiastic.igfteed. "There's a
pub hereabouts where we can get a sandwich, ifikeul

Julie shook her head. "I'm not worried if you'ré.th&he paused. "Is
there—is there anyone else living at—at Devil's hpuesides
William and yourself?"

The words came out with a rush and she saw the wawdcurve of
his lips. "Three other adults, as a matter of fatte stated
expressionlessly.

"Oh!"-
"Aren't you going to ask who they are?"
"l—it's not my place to do so."

‘Tom: place!" He uttered an impatient oath. "Thetisl hope you
remember to keefp your placeMiss Wood."



The remainder of the journey was completed in sg@eand Julie had
plenty of time to ponder his strange shifts of mo8te did not
understand him, but then she supposed she coudtylexpect to do
so on such short acquaintance. And yet he intriduead She had
never met anyone quite like him before, and shiksezshshe found
their verbal sparring stimulating. He was as ddférfrom the young
men she had known all her life as the jungle aniwes different
from its domestic counterpart, and Mark Roberts \waboy in
comparison. She had never been so aware of a nfiare paware of
his body as well as his mind, and Rhys Llewellyaye was no"
barrier to his undoubted sensuality. Trying toaadilise her feelings
towards_Himwas an impossible task for one so unsophisticdumeat,
common sense warned her that such a combinatiodavagerous. It
was as well he was too old for her, that he comsatlaer a child. She
had no wish to find herself in the kind of positidflliam's mother
must once have experienced.

The mist was lifting as they came down the windsigpe into
Abernarth. The road ran for some distance besideséa,passing a
small harbour where boats bobbed at the jetty angroaip of
fishermen gathered together talking. They raisedr theads as the
car went by, but none of them acknowledged the Inemgide her, and
he said nothing. Whitewashed cottages which wad# picturesque
on a summer's afternoon huddled about a small edidruare, and
the steeple of a chapel appeared above smokingelyanA smell of
salt invaded the car for a period and then theythiaed between the
cottages, following the steep incline up towardschifs.

Devil's Mount stood on a headland, with the seawansides and a
rocky promontory on the third. They approached gldime coast
road, swinging between rusting iron gates and tsavg a drive
which only the drifting leaves of autumn had sa¥eh looking

derelict. The house itself was square and uglk dack, in places
covered in moss and creeper, with long, narrow awslreminiscent
of a fortress. As Rhys Llewellyn brought the staticagon to a halt at



the foot of elaborately sculpted stone steps, wingtved in two
halves to a small balcony before becoming a sifligllet leading up
to the doors of the house, Julie thrust open tlue dod climbed out
The thunderous roar of the sea was muted hershleujuessed there
was no part of Devil's Mount free from the soundtsfcontinuous
motion. The air was sharp and cold, but not froaty overhead the
clouds had rolled away to reveal a pale moon ridimg in the sky.
She breathed deeply, conscious of a feeling ofbsglh, that was
quickly dispelled by the sound of Rhys Llewellyrftivey her cases
out of the station wagon. Nevertheless, she cooldiany the sense
of excitement which filled her. Whatever else thasition lacked,
she was convinced her life here would not be dull.

Her new employer picked up her cases and indidhedteps. "Go
ahead," he said. "I'll follow."

Julie hesitated. Surely he could have left her £dse one of the
servants? A house this size must Have servants, tistieght
impatiently. But Rhys Llewellyn was a law unto hatfs and if he
chose to cripple himself carrying her cases usteps, who was she
to argue with him?

Before they were halfway up the second flight, hesve a door
above them opened, allowing a shaft of yellow lightlluminate
their progress. Looking up, Julie saw a small girhping about
excitedly at the top of the steps, shouting: "UriRhgs! Uncle Rhys!
You're back!" in a high childish treble.

Julie looked over her shoulder at the man behindamel felt a
reluctant sense of anxiety at the look of straihigiface. He looked
positively haggard, and the smile he summoned®child's benefit
was a mere travesty. Unwillingly, she recalled theat in the hotel in
London. She had thought he moved awkwardly, stiffligen.

Obviously he had had some trouble with his badlntbcarrying two

suitcases such an obvious ordeal.



With a feeling of embarrassment, she halted andeddor him to
reach her before saying: "Let me take one of tHdmé,he shook his
head, his expression darkening angrily.

"l can manage," he retorted, through thin lipgn'iiot quite useless!"
"l never thought you were."

Julie moved her shoulders dismissingly, and hadtengaup the steps.
Then she hesitated again. The little girl had n@&rbjoined by a
woman, a small slender individual, with a massuwsfycash-fair hair
and delicately moulded features. Her ankle-lengtirgof dark blue
wool was edged with multi-coloured braid, and s dicity was
clearly deliberate and exclusive. Whoever she aag,Julie guessed
from the resemblance that she was the child's moghe was no
servant, and her appearance was the first outvgmd$ indulgence
she had seen.

Rhys Llewellyn had overtaken her again, and nagiciner
uncertainty, he said: "My sister-in-law, Nerys. Gomnd meet
her—and Dulcie."

Julie continued on up the steps, but her feet weteso eager now.
She was recalling what William had said about Sareeoalled

Nerys, about how she did not want him, how he wake way when
she was around. What had he meant? Surely Nerysohael Rhys

Llewellyn's brother's wife. So why was she here-Batil's Mount?

Unless his brother lived here, too. There was sbimgtabout these
thoughts which troubled her, something she vaguehgembered
someone saying...

They had reached the porch at the top of the stapd, Rhys
Llewellyn set down her cases with evident relidieTchild, Dulcie,
danced about his long legs, begging to be pickeduie estimated



that she was not more than five or six, and frombehaviour she
guessed she was used to getting her own way.

But just at the mom/mt, Rhys was more concernel iniroducing
Julie to his sister-in-law. Nerys Llewellyn haddsabthing as yet, but
her eyes rested frequently on her brother- in-laatk face, and there
was in those eyes a look which even Julie couldmistake. For
once, it seemed, William had not been exaggerategys Llewellyn
was involved with her brother-in-law, but whether \was involved
with her was another matter.

"This is Miss Wood, Nerys," Rhys was saying, somawwhearily.
"Miss Wood—my sister-in-law, Mrs—Llewellyn."

“Llewellyn-Edwards," corrected Nerys smoothly, &g an

Impatient declaimer from her husband's brother.wHho yoji do,

Miss Wood? Should | say, welcome to Devil's MouRkti# once

William was telling the truth. You are—more his daan ours, aren't
you?"

The words were spoken with deliberate intent, arig had to bite
back her indignation. Fortunately perhaps, at thament, Dulcie
grew tired of being ignored and set up a sulky wgjland as Rhys
bent to lift the child into his arms, another mgpeared behind
Nerys. He was not a young man, at least sixtye &urmised, with a
shock of grey hair and bushy eyebrows. But he walkghout any
sign of a stoop, and lifted her cases without agmuagffort.

"You'd all better come inside," he said, with tinlg accent of his
ancestors. "How can | keep the place warm with sistanding open
on a night like this?"

His actions promoted a general move inside theynhdaors of the
building, and Julie looked about her with curiooterest. The light
which had illuminated the steps before the olden olased the door



behind them came from a chandelier suspended ingougly above
a hall that was sadly lacking in either design omfort. Dust

smudged the wood- blocked floor, revealing fingekesaon an

enormous ebony chest. There was room for an uglyfashioned

sideboard at the foot of stairs which ran along wedls of the hall

and formed a balcony above the others. A singl@eumf carpet
crossed the hall and followed the line of the stais faded pattern
eloquent of the atmosphere Julie could sense wifleeting of

dismay. No one cared about this place, she thalgidst sadly, and
like an ugly woman it had lost its sparkle.

Her eyes shifted to Rhys Llewellyn, who was paaifythe little girl
with a bar of candy taken from his pocket. Julidyowsuspected
Dulcie required a little more of the treatment égsarved for his son,
felt a curious sense of displeasure watching tlild ahhis arms, but
Nerys was obviously well pleased, keeping closadeethem, her
eyes lingering deliberately on Julie as she whisppepftly in Rhys's
ear.

"Will | show the young lady to her room, Mr. Edwafd

The older man had spoken, and Rhys set the chifdyfion her feet
again before straightening to introduce his newetacy. But Julie
was not paying any attention—not to Dulde, who wasplaining
bitterly that Uncle Rhys didn't love her any marer to her mother,
who was comforting her with assurances that shesuthdis little
sweetheart, nor even to Rhys himself as he toldHeeman's name.
She was back in Hector Hollister's office, and las telling her about
a Welshman who had returned home on the deatls eldher brother,
an elder brother whom he had thought to have besmied! Rhys
Edwards- she remembered the name distinctly, an ex-margen
who had inherited his brother's lands and his. thled that was the
name Nerys had added to her name, too, only sh&thgden it a
thought at the time. But now... Did that account tloat curious
feeling of identity she had experienced since gegttiut of the car?



"Miss Wood!"

Her own name, spoken with asperity, brought hedhgasharply,
but she could not entirely hide the startled awassrof her eyes. Yes,
this might well be the Rhys Edwards Mr. Hollistexdhspoken of.
Those lines of toughness and harsh cynicism ifelcis had not been
etched by a gentle existence, that ruthless quabtut him came
from years of fighting for what he wanted, withogiving or
demanding any favours from anyone..

His eyes narrowed as he looked at her, and foraat-hstopping
moment she thought he had guessed what she wdsnthiand
intended taking her up on it. But instead, he iatid the older man.
"Haggar will take you up to your room," he stategressionlessly.
"I've told him you haven't eaten, and instructeat §ou should have
something brought to your room. | expect you'rediafter your
journey, so we won't enforce your company this exgegrHowever,
breakfast is at eight in the morning, and | shgtlext you to be ready
for work by nine. Is that understood?"

Julie nodded. She could have protested that henbatbld her his

real name, that to a certain extent he had brdugihthere under false
pretences. But she remained silent, conscious eagsNvatched her
with faintly scornful eyes, that he was treating&ghis employee for
the first time. And she couldn't honestly say sked the experience.

Haggar was walking towards the stairs, and shefalbsving him,

when a door to the right of the hall was wrenchpdnp emitting a
draught of warm air into the decidedly chilly reaslof the entrance.
William's thin, ungainly body appeared in the apest his face
flushed and hectic-striped pyjama trouser legs smpweelow his

grey woollen dressing gown. Julie was surprisdti@atelief she felt
upon seeing him, but her reactions were tepid coadpt the boy's.



"Julie! Julie," he exclaimed, and then after a teajuremonstrance
from his father: "I mean—Miss Wood!" He spreadimsds. "l didn't
hear the car!" He opened the door invitingly widand Julie could
see the reflection of flames from a fire leapinghgwalls. "What are
you doing out here? Come on in! I've been waitmgybu."

Before Julie could speak, his father had crossedhtdl and was
propelling his son bad; into the warm room.

"Stay inside, William!" she heard Rhys say impatyer'You're not
even supposed to be out of bed! Doctor Matthewldymth me if he
finds out you've been wandering about draughtywaslé in your
condition."

"But | want to see Julie—"

Julie heard his protests before the door was kitkéehind than, and
Dulcie set up her own shrill objections.

"Why has Uncle Rhys closed the door, Mummy? Whyheashut us
out? | want to go in there, too. Uncle Rhys likes, mot that silly
Willie!"

She darted across the hall to the room where thenamuof voices
could still be heard, but as Haggar was alreadydatg on the first
landing waiting for her, Julie had no choice butfadlow him
upstairs. She was aware that Nerys crossed thaftelher daughter,
and presently the door opened and closed behimddidhem.



CHAPTER FOUR

JULIE's room was at the back of the house, facing the deapnel

which separated Wales from southern Ireland. It amfnormous
apartment, with a high, moulded ceiling and bampwwashed

walls. A marble-topped washstand was flanked onsmteby a huge
tallboy, and by a wardrobe big enough to storezeddodies on the
other. The bed was four- posted, strong and squtsefaded

bedspread matching an equally faded canopy. Buslieets were
very clean, and when she slid between them latdratening, she
found a stone water bottle to warm her feet. Theas a fireplace,
and someone had thought to light a small fire & dghate, and this
more than anything gave the room a welcoming ajpoea:

Waking in the morning to the sound of the waveskirgy on the

rocks below Devil's Mount, Julie lay for severalnoiies absorbing
the strangeness of her surroundings. The nightéeste had found
sleep a welcome escape from her thoughts, buttbiigaing her brain
was clear and active, impatient to accept the iganaty of her

situation.

Could this really be the home of a wealthy man,eatiic or
otherwise? The fire had died in the night, andrtdmm was cold and
chilly, significant of the lack of any adequate teg system. The
square of carpet that protected her feet fromdypeantact of the lino
was made of the cheapest materials, and even ttensuhanging at
the windows had seen better days.

The curtains aroused her to the fact that the pusvievening,
darkness had prevented her from seeing anythingongeythe
windows. Now she slipped out of bed and ran actbssroom,
drawing back the curtains and peering out.

The view was breathtaking, making her forget thkel.cbhe early
morning sunlight was gilding the breakers whichealcontinuously



into the shoreline, shadowing the curve of headlahth stretched
into the distance, ruggedly formidable. Beneathviadows, a brief
grassy sward gave on to the cliff edge, and thksratich shattered
the waves into flurries of spume were hidden betbair vertical

face.

The sense of excitement she had felt so briefly rtight before
returned again. No matter what happened, she wasomy she had
come here. She was not foolish enough to decerseli¢hat it was
going to be easy. There were undercurrents hergwghie had never
even suspected at the time of her acceptance gfasigon, but no
matter how brief her visit, she would not have misthe experience.
And what kind of an experience might it be, livimghe house of an
ex-mercenary, who, according to Mr. Hollister, Heted his own
brother, and whose brother's wife obviously regartden as her
personal property. Was that why the brothers haarglied? Had
they both loved Nerys? And now that his brother waad, was he
simply waiting until a decent interval had elapbedbre making her
his wife? Curiously enough, she found somethingadieful about
that idea. But why? Unless, as her instincts t@d i was because
William's position might well be made intolerabhe $uch an event.

With a shrug, she turned and surveyed the roonmddter. Although
it was uninspiring at the moment, with newly pathteoodwork,

some decent wall covering, a warmly fitted carpat] fresh curtains
and covers, it would look rather splendid. Its mmtions were

generous, and the ceiling mouldings were clevddigaate, if a little

grubby right now. The fireplace had a real marbkntal, and the
tarnished fittings in the grate could easily beankd.

So why hadn't it been done—along with the centealting system
she had longed for the previous evening? The bathidjoining the
bedroom had been an ice-box the night before, dmbtkwhe water
had been reasonably hot from the taps, its cogpeyg had indicated
the age of the boiler. If Rhys Llewellyn—n&dwards—was a



wealthy man, why didn't he use some of his mon@utdis house in
order?

Realising she was getting frozen just standingetireher nightgown,
she walked briskly across the room to the bathrdowr. A noisy
gurgling in the pipes indicated that someone elsg getting up, too,
and she consulted her watch for the first time thatning. It was a
little after seven-thirty, and she hurried over lieeth-cleaning,
forgoing the bath she had promised herself in fferte to be ready
for breakfast at eight.

She dressed in a three-quarter-length skirt of iy wool, teaming
it with a white blouse and navy tank top. She wasfident she

looked neat and businesslike, and regarded her via#lir some

misgivings before deciding to secure it with a heatslide at her
nape. She was applying a faint eyeliner when tivaisea knock at her
door, and frowning slightly, she went to open it.

To her surprise, William stood outside, wrappedhea same grey
dressing gown he had been wearing the night beéditcough now
his hair was rumpled from the pillow. His face ledkless feverish
this morning, and she stepped back almost autoatigti@allowing
him to enter the room.

"I'm not disturbing you, am 1?" he asked, closing tloor behind him,
as though the question was purely rhetorical. "Bdidn't have a
chance to speak to you last night, and | wanteddltome you to
Devil's Mount."

Julie was touched. "Well—thank you, William. Butrfgou, |
wouldn't be here."

"l know." He grinned conspiratorially, and she weretl what that
grin was supposed to mean. "But you are here,tarem, and |, for
one, am—delighted!"



Julie finished stroking the brush across her lashed put-ting it
away, gave him a wry look. "I'm glad someone is."

"Oh, you mean Nerys?" He misunderstood her reniaf&s, she
wasn't very pleased, was she? But | suppose thdysnatural. She
doesn't like competition—not from anyone."

Julie gasped. "I'm not competition!" she exclaim&ben: "In any
case, that's not what | meant."

"They had one hell of a row last night, my fathed &erys," William
went on with evident relish, and although Julie wasous to know
why, she knew she had to stop him from gossipirteto

"Your father's affairs are no concern of mine," poéin hastily. "It
was nice of you to come here, William, and | expeell be seeing a
lot of one another from now on, but right at thisment | have to go
down to breakfast It's after eight o'clock."

"l shouldn't worry about that," remarked Williamaking no attempt
to leave, but instead fingering the bottles onstaad in front of her,
opening jars of cold cream and skin perfume, imigadheir fragrance
with apparent enjoyment. "My father may demand pueddy in
others, but he rarely practises it himself."

"Is that so?" Julie took a flagon of perfumed spmay of his
enquiring fingers, and set it back on the marblidéased washstand.
"Nevertheless, I think on my first day | ought take an effort, don't
you?"

"He was late meeting you at the station yesterdegniag, wasn't
he?"

Julie's mouth turned down at the corners. "l urtdas that was
hardly his fault.”



William looked petulant "I know. | made a scenguessed he'd have
to tell you!"

"I was angry with him. I'd been waiting almost halh hour!"
exclaimed Julie indignantly.

William's expression clearedYou—were angry withhim[* He
chuckled delightedly. "What did he say?"

Julie checked her appearance in the mirror. "ltdbmk that's any
concern of yours!" she stated firmly, picking uprhbag.
"Now—you'll have to excuse me."

William looked disappointed. "Can't you stay antk gast a little
while longer? No one ever talks to me."

Julie sighed. "What about your cousin?"

"Dulcie?" William was aghast. "You can't be seriddhat?—talk to
that tale-bearing little bitch—"

“William!" Julie was shocked. "Don't speak about your candimat
way."

"Why not?" William was unrepentant "She is. Exacliye her
mother."

"That will do, William." Julie could not allow hirto go on. He had
already said too much. Taking the initiative, sivarsg open the door
again on the draughty corridor beyond. "After you."

William hunched his thin shoulders, and walked ahefaher out of
the room. Unwillingly, her sympathies were aroussdhis air of
wounded vulnerability, and although she had haffeexed him to
march off in a huff, she was relieved when he lkigltist outside the
door and faced her again.



"Will you come and see me at lunchtime?" he askesl features
hopefully appealing, and Julie did not know howetuse him. "My
room is further along here." He pointed along theidor which was
an extension of the gallery above the hall. "Theltdoor—see? I'm
not allowed to get up until after lunch."

Julie shook her head. "Then what are you doingMiere
"I told you—I wanted to see you. Well? Will you ceY

Julie bit her lip. "l suppose so. Now, hurry backyour room. Don't
go catching any more cold. | want you to show nwuad, and you
can't do that if you persist in putting up your parature.”

William's face brightened considerably. "If the wes stays fine, |
should be able to go outside within the week,"die her.

"That's good. Now, | must go."

"Do you know where?"

"Where what?"

"Where to go? To have breakfast?"

Julie hesitated. "Why, no, | don't think | do."

William nodded. "l thought not Well, the door tetdining room is to
your right at the foot of the stairs. But don'tdeprised if you eat
alone. Nerys never rises much before eleven andiathgr, as I've
said, doesn't always practise what he preaches."

Julie ignored this, and thanking him for the infatron, set off along
the corridor towards the gallery above the halthéiligh it wasn't
quite as cold now as it had been the night betbeelack of heating
about the place quickened her step, and she igtioeageneral air of



neglect about the house. The hall was deserted,fdiatwing
William's directions, she opened the door to hghtriand found
herself in a large room, overlooking the cliffshees room did above.
To boast its right to being called a dining roolmere was a long
table, presently covered by a rather grey-lookifngtevcloth, and an
equally long sideboard, with carved fittings andnished brass
handles, which should have supported serving didghasthe white
cloth was the only sign of the room's designatamg the twelve
ladder-backed chairs which flanked the sides arti bods of the
table were a mocking salute to times past.

Julie walked uncertainly into the room, wonderingether there was
a bell she should ring, or whether indeed she shitakie the matter
into her own hands and go looking for the kitch€his enormous
room was not meant to be used by one person amaehesides, it,
too, was exceedingly chilly, in spite of the fireackling in a wide
grate.

She looked round when the door behind her openat,was

disappointed to find only Dulcie's sulky little fastaring at her. The
child hovered indecisively in the doorway, allowidgaughts of icy
air from the hall to penetrate the room, and Jsighed rather
impatiently.

"Are you coming in?" she enquired, in what she lopas a friendly
tone, but Dulcie just continued to stare.

"Are you going to have breakfast with me?" Juliedranother
overture, but Dulcie merely screwed up her face amt ugly grimace,
allowed the length of her tongue to appear betwdbentwisted
contours of her lips, and then disappeared outeoflbor again before
her startled victim could make any protest.

Well! Julie went to stand with her back to the fireeling distinctly
put out. So that was Uncle Rhys' "favourite", wt& Jjulie was



inclined to favour William's estimate just at tmbment. What a
rude little girl! Her hands itched to take the draind put her over her
knee and administer several hard slaps to her sesll

When the door opened a second time, she turneplgharepared to
tell Dulcie, in no uncertain terms, exactly whae gshought of her
behaviour. But instead of the child, Rhys Llewelyar should she
call him Rhys Edwards now?— entered the room. Mes dlickered
over Julie's unknowingly aggressive stance, and the said
sardonically:

"Now let me guess what you're going to say... yoam is cold, your
bed wasn't comfortable... or you had no idea whatrete place this
was going to be when you accepted the post?"

Julie endeavoured not to be intimidated by his r&madl was going
to say none of those things, actually,” she rdplie

llNO?II
"NO."

"Then am | to be privileged to know what words tbd®d on your
tongue as | came through that door?"

"If it pleases you." Julie tried to sound indiffatéMy words were to
have been-what an ignorant, ill-mannered little girl you ate!

"Ah!" Comprehension deepened the lines beside bigtim "I gather
my niece has already presented herself."

"You could say that."

Rhys flexed his back muscles, and walked furthter tine room with
that curiously stiff gait she had noticed beforéod must forgive



Dulcie. She's a lonely child, too much in the compaf adults, and
I'm afraid a little spoilt in consequence."

"A little?" echoed Julie meaningly, and his darkegyarrowed.

"She is only six, Miss Wood," he countered drilMo'great age, you
must agree."

"Old enough to know the difference between beingghéy —and
downright rude!" retorted Julie.

Rhys shrugged, the movement parting the lapelseobtack leather
waistcoat he was wearing over a bronze denim siWbuld you
have me discipline the child, Miss Wood? Don't yhink there's
enough violence in the world without creating mfaneourselves?"

Julie flushed. "It's nothing to do with me what yaecide to do."

"No, it's not," he agreed briefly, and she was$ stilarting under that,
in her eyes, unwarranted reproof, when the doonegeagain to
admit a middle-aged woman in a gingham overalkyoag a heavy
silver tray.

Rhys moved to take the tray from the woman, butistieated that
she could manage and set it down with evidentfrefighe end of the
table. Now Julie could see that the tray held cedelishes and cereal
bowls, toast and coffee cups, and a tall percalator

"It smells good, Mrs. Evans," remarked her emplpgg@proaching
the table as the woman went to get silver cutlegnfa drawer in the
sideboard. "Oh, and | don't believe you've met raw rsecretary,
have you? Miss Wood, this is Mrs. Evans, she's anok and
housekeeper rolled into one."

Julie said "Good morning" in return to the hous@iess mumbled
greeting, but she had the distinct feeling that.Mrsans did not want



her here any more than did Nerys Edwards. She weddehy.

Perhaps the housekeeper was a particular cronyhg$ Edwards'
sister-in-law, and took her orders from her. Anentlanother thought
struck her. No doubt, this had been Nerys's homéhewife of the
first Marquis of Llantreath, for a great number péars. Yet

remembering the neglected state of the hall, and tbom's

shortcomings, Julie decided that Mrs. Evans' goalibns as a
housekeeper were sadly lacking.

Still, the food did smell delicious, and Julie faushe was ravenously
hungry, surprisingly so after the hostility of st few minutes. Mrs.
Evans departed after setting two places at theoétige long table,
and plugging the percolator into a connection kee#d sideboard.
Rhys Edwards waited until the door had closed lieher, then he
indicated that Julie should sit down.

"Now, what will you have?" he asked, after she wettled, and he
had come to take the chair at the end of the tébteit juice? | see
Mrs. Evans has forgotten to bring any, but I'm sueshave orange
juice in the refrigerator.”

"Il have some cornflakes," replied Julie stiffghoosing something
that was available, and he handed her a bowl aadfihe individual
packets standing on the tray.

While she poured out the cornflakes and added amtksugar, Rhys
examined the plates beneath their metal coversarAma of bacon
and sausages came to Julie's nostrils, and shedagkto find him
watching her and not eating himself.

Consequently, colour filled her cheeks again, amd rhade a
deprecating gesture.

“I'm sorry," he said, a half smile tugging at th@ners of his thin
mouth, "but I'm not accustomed to seeing anyoneyetheir food as



you do. William eats sparingly, and Dulcie ... Wehe eats too many
of the wrong things between meals to really doigesto her
appetite."

If his apology was intended to put Julie at hereeéssucceeded in
doing quite the opposite. She felt ridiculouslyelila schoolgirl,
wolfing a midnight feast, and the fact that the a@s shining outside
the tall windows made little difference to her embasment. There
was nothing she could say that would not sound,thtt after that
she kept an eye on him, waiting until he startg¢chgdimself before
continuing with her meal. She noticed he ate viéttg considering he
was such a big man, but did not have the nerverament upon it.

When she was drinking her second cup of coffeeasieed her

whether she would mind if he lit a cigar. Shakirgy head, Julie

watched as he lighted a spill from the fire, appdyit to the end of the
narrow cigar with a steady hand. Then he turnddde her, and she
waited for him to speak.

"Are you disappointed?" he asked, disconcerting her
"Disappointed?" She frowned.

"With Devil's Mount? You must have had some notbthe kind of
place it would be."

"Oh, | see." Julie recovered her composure. "Wdlaven't really
given it a lot of thought It's—very big."

"And very draughty, and very old," he added drylyam aware, of
its shortcomings. But | like it. | was born here¢al lived here until |
was old enough to be sent away to school. Aftartveell, after that,
it was different.”

Julie listened with interest. "And—your name is—Eadlds?"



His features hardened "I gather the name meanstsmmeo you.
Thomas thought it might."

"Thomas?" Julie was momentarily confused.

"Henry Thomas. My solicitor. You read the columristize gutter
press, | assume."

Julie gasped. "I don't know what you mean!"

"But you do know my name."

"You told me it was Llewellyn—"

"l beg your pardon, you assumed that."

"Well, it was the name William used."

"Agreed."

"But your name is—Edwards?"

"Llewellyn-Edwards, to be exact. Llewellyn was myptimer's name."
He sighed, studying the glowing tip of his ciga®o"what do you
know of me, Miss Wood? What juicy pieces of godsgve you

heard?"

Julie wished she had not started this. "I—I jushigd to know what
I'm supposed to call you," she said, with remargadalmness.

His eyes narrowed, their darkness glittering bebhwtee thick lashes.
"You're not about to offer your resignation, then?"

"Why should I?" Julie felt a twinge of anxiety ipite of her brave
statement. "l—couldn't help noticing how your— ersin-law



introduced herself last evening, and—and Hag- gHiea you Mr.
Edwards."

He was watching her closely, and she wondered \ehéih entirely
believed her. His smile when it appeared was vagsaidonic, but
he shrugged and said: "Very well, Miss Wood, siallget to work?"

Julie licked her lips. "And—I'm to call you Mr. Ednds?"

A mocking quirk lifted one dark eyebrow. "You magllane Rhys, if
you prefer it," he replied wryly, and her colouegened once more.

"Thank you, Mr. Edwards."

He shook his head as he walked towards the dodrfadiowing him,
Julie wondered at her own determination to sta lsrd make a
success of this job. It was so different from whla¢ had expected,
and after what Mr. Hollister had told her, she duglbe wary of this
man. But in spite of her antagonism towards hirjrthelationship
was stimulatingin a way she had hitherto never experienced befo

They crossed the chilly hall and Rhys opened ther doto a
comparatively small room by Devil's Mount standaridgt which
was still generous when compared to her mothetisgsroom back
home. It was obviously the library, the walls linfdm floor to
ceiling with books, and a narrow gallery reachedahyiron ladder
gave access to those nearest the top. There wassty wdour of
ancient leather and mouldering decay, and not evether of the
fires, which seemed necessary everywhere, had &gdento dispel
the damp atmosphere. Julie couldn't suppress arshamd Rhys
regarded her frowningly.

"You're cold?"

"Only a little." Julie looked round the room withtérest "I've never
seen a library like this outside of a stately hdme.



"And Devil's Mount is no stately home," he commentayly. "I
know. But I intend it to be. Or at least, a—home."

Julie advanced into the room across the beige rpatiecarpet,

halting beside a leather-tooled desk on which regastray of papers
and a modern typewriter, which looked slightly ingauous in these
surroundings. There was a buttoned leather armclsait and

squashy, and totally unsuitable for her tp. workfr a couple of
upright dining chairs, and a Victorian chaise-loagbeside the
fireplace. She looked expectantly towards her eygslcand he

moved from his position by the door to indicatet thlae should sit
down at the desk.

"l prefer to walk about while I'm dictating," hedaone hand moving
to support a momentary stretching of his spine.

"Please—sit down. We must discuss the methods t twaamploy."

Julie looked doubtfully at the soft buttoned leathid rather use one
of those," she said, pointing towards the diningiich "This is—too
low."

"All right" He pushed the leather armchair asidend aset a
tapestry-seated chair in its place. "Remind mectu@e an office
chair next time | go into Llantreath."”

"That's not necessary—" she began awkwardly, bgake her a wry
look.

"I can afford it," he told her, and she was silent.

After she was seated, he came to the desk anddpytien several
drawers at the right-hand side. His nearness wsisirding, she
found, particularly as she could smell the soapdesl and the warm
heat of his body.



"Paper," he said, and she tried to concentratelat ne was showing
her. "Carbons. Typewriter ribbons. | think that/'smything you need.
Oh, and these pads and pencils, of course."

"Yes." It was inadequate, but it was all she con&thage right at that
moment, and he nodded.

"You needn't bother trying to open the drawersatdther side," he
went on. "They're locked, and their contents nesccancern you."

Julie was stung to impulsive defence. "l was naiudtio pry, Mr.
Edwards."

"I'm sure you weren't." He straightened to look dowmato her

indignant face, and she averted her eyes fromdnspelling gaze.
"Now—so far as working methods are concerned, §esgl dictate
in the morning, you transcribe what I've dictatethie afternoon, and
then | can read the typescript in the evening asuild@ whether any
alterations need to be made." He paused, and wieesasd nothing,
added: "Does that sound reasonable to you?"

Julie nodded.
"Is there anything you want to ask, Miss Wood?"
"No." She glanced up at him then. "What could thHee"

"Indeed.” He moved away towards the marble- fire@lahrowing
the stub of his cigar into the flames. "What ind&ed

Julie sighed. "There is one thing..

"Yes." He turned to face her, his hands thrust detepthe pockets of
moccasin-leather pants.



"It's—William, actually. Would you mind if | had mjunch with
him?"

He frowned then. "You've—spoken to William this miog?"

Julie felt uncomfortable under that accusing stafes. Oh, yes. But,
please, don't be angry with him. He came to my radenwanted to
welcome me to Devil's Mount, and—and you stopped|ast night"

Rhys's expression was not encouraging. "In spiterladt you may
have heard to the contrary, Miss Wood, you arehswe to be a
companion to my son."

"l never thought | was—"

"l suggest you think twice before committing youfse a situation
that could very easily get out of hand."

"What do you mean?"

"You've seen William. You know what he's like—wlnat's capable
of. Aren't you afraid he may demand more of yomnetthan you will
ultimately be prepared to give?"

Jylie moved her shoulders in a defensive gestite's'lonely, that's
all," she said. Then, looking at him squarely: "Haowarch time do you
give to your son, Mr. Edwards?"

As soon as the words were uttered, she wished @lid withdraw
them. Did she went to be dismissed from this pe$tre she had
even begun? What business was it of hers how tmebmes of this
family conducted their affairs?

His eyes could have challenged agate for hardiaessshe found it
increasingly difficult to sustain their penetratidde seemed to be
staring into her very soul, stripping away her kival defences,



making her aware of her own hopeless inadequacy W4s she to
dare to criticize him, to take him to task for l&n shortcomings
when she really knew so little of his backgrounds—hiants, his
needs, his loyalties? But someone had to staneuilliam, she
justified herself silently, aware that just now sheuld have traded
that right for a minute's space to breathe witloouristriction.

However, when he spoke, his tone was quiet, iegs tompelling. "
see my son has found himself a champion at last,"shid,
withdrawing his hands from his pockets and flexthgm by his
sides. "What possible power has he exerted ovethatuyou should
feel such protection for him? Believe me, Williasmio shorn lamb."

Julie shook her head. "When—when children areadif"
"You're little more than a child yourself, Miss W0

"—there's usually a reason behind it. | don't thiWkliam is a
very—nhappy child," she finished rather breathlessly

"Don't you?" There was impatience in his tone.

"No." She had to go on now she had started. "Youhsgs been
thrown out of three schools. Haven't you ever askeaself why?"

"Spare me the psychoanalysis, Miss Wood!" he retoghortly.
"Right now, you are beginning to sound like more trouble tha
William has ever done."

Julie was dismayed. "You—you asked me if there amghing |
wanted to say," she exclaimed indignantly.

"No. | said—was there anything you wanted to akk,torrected her
harshly. "As | keep having to remind you, Miss Wpgdu are not
here for William's benefit, nor particularly for n@! However, if you



prefer governessing to being mysecretary, themdeast you answer
different advertisements in future!"

Julie felt foolish. "I'm sorry," she muttered withgrace.

"No, you're not You're just paying lip service." ldpproached the
desk and for a moment she wondered what he wag goido and
tensed because of it. But he merely lifted the htetg containing the
loose papers and said quietly: "I suggest we déhlafew of these
first"

Julie reached for her pad and pencil. It was olw/tbat so far as he
was concerned their conversation was at an endci®&wveed irritably
on the end of her pencil. So much for her intenegnon William's
behalf. If anything, she had made the situatiomewere fraught than
it had been before. And he still hadn't given hempssion to have
lunch with his son.



CHAPTER FIVE

JULIE let herself into her bedroom and closed the deaning bade
against it rather weakly. Her first morning's woslas over, and
although her fingers ached from keeping up with floev of his
dictation, it was her mind, her sensitivities, whfelt most abused by
his bruising narrative.

Of course, she had had no experience of workinig asriter before,
and consequently, her ideas of someone composnogel inclined

towards the romantic image imposed by films of p@etd artists of
another era. The reality was much different Rhysv&ds did not
need to wait for inspiration, he did not need tarsk for words to
express himself. He knew exactly what he wantexayo and how he
wanted to say it, and the three thousand worde tveshad dictated
that morning had already built up a picture thatut@d Julie's fertile
imagination.

Until now, she had not given a lot of thought te kind of book her
employer might be intending to write. Besides, asad apparently
not written a novel before, it had not seemed wsueable to suppose
that perhaps what he wrote would not be acceptdble. even
without the publishers' letter confirming theirangst in the project,
Julie knew that the story Rhys Edwards was tellvaps sure-fire
material. It was a piece of compelling fiction wimigo one could be
quite sure was not factual, with just sufficienformation, just
sufficient use of known names, to make the plotigodws.

As yet, they had barely touched on the main thehtbeostory, but
his descriptions of the prison conditions in a glaestronghold in
Central Africa were horrifying. The man who, Rhyadhexplained,
was to be the main character in the book was bka&ld by the
guerillas, and his treatment at their hands arouskdJulie's
sympathies and indignation. There was a wealtheefirig in the
words Rhys used, and taking it all down on her pade Julie felt



herself to be an actual part of the creation. Imseguence now, she
felt drained, both physically and spiritually, a@dhat she had never
experienced anything so mentally exhausting inlifeer

Straightening away from the door, she walked actbgsroom,

catching a glimpse of herself in the long wardroteors. There was
a pencil smudge on her chin and her hair was esgapi untidy

strands across the dark wool of her tank top. Butas her eyes
which drew her attention, dark and disturbed, tde heavy with

weariness. A faint flush of colour crept up under $kin. She looked
different, aware. Almost as though she had justilged in some
devastating emotional scene. Her tongue appearetheasvet lips

suddenly dry with dismay. Was this how Rhys Edwéuats seen her?
Was he aware that he had, in some strange waycesedher with his
words?

As soon as the thought entered her head, she disinis Heavens,
she was becoming fanciful! She was allowing hisawfded literary
ability to assume qualities it simply did not passeShe had worked
hard all morning, she was tired. What more natilnah that her eyes
should mirror that purely physical state?

Without asking herself why, she marched into théhideem, and

sluiced her face thoroughly under the tap. Foreigathere seemed
no shortage of hot water, although she used itfyoArkewarm in an

effort to cool her heated cheeks. She was brusharghair when

someone knocked at her door.

Taking a deep breath, she went to answer it, hadéeting to find
William outside as before, but instead it was MEsans, The
housekeeper did not appear any too pleased at lwdhged to
deliver messages, and she said shortly:

"Mr. Edwards said to tell you your lunch is beirgnsed in Master
William's room."



Julie was surprised and relieved. At least thatld/@mable her to
avoid another confrontation with her employer ushié was sure she
was quite in control of herself.

“Thank you for letting me know," she acknowledgethwa smile, but
the housekeeper turned away.

"Better hurry up before it gets cold,"” she mutteesishe went away
along the corridor, and Julie hastily secured reer and made her
way to William's room.

It was not difficult to find. His door was ajar,é&iwhen he heard her
footsteps, he called: "In here. Julie, I'm here!"

Julie pushed open the door into a room not unlégeokvn. There was
the same high ceiling, the same shabby appointmémes same
marble fireplace. Only the bed was different Witlla bed was a
simple divan, and he was sitting up in it, lookiogvards the door, a
grin of satisfaction spreading over his thin featurBeside him, a
trolley had been unfolded to form a small circuiédole set with plates
and serving dishes.

"Come cm in," called William, when she hesitatethie@ doorway. "I
didn't feel hungry at first, but when Mrs. Evan&itame you were
joining me, Julie, | knew | was going to enjoy numn¢eh."

Julie sighed, closing the door so that the heaegged by the fire
should not all escape. "I don't remember giving getmission to call
me Julie," she observed, approaching the bed.

"Well, | can't call you Miss. Wood all the time & Iprotested, looking
appealingly up at her. "I mean—'well, you are diolyr years older
than me, you know."

"Four years is quite a considerable time at yoer'aghe retorted, and
he made a face.



"Now you sound just like my father,"” he grumblé®h, sitdown.
You can use that chair." He indicated a basket-wdexiroom chair.
"You must be hungry after working all morning."

"Yes." Julie brought the chair to the trolley-tabled sat down. "It has
been rather hectic.”

"I know." William grinned maliciously. "Dulcie's lolaher. nose put
right out of joint."

"What do you mean?" Julie frowned.

"Well, she did come to the library, didn't she?dan, she came up
here grumbling about my father turning her away."

"Oh, | see. Yes." Julie remembered that moment wherdoor had
opened and Dulcie's small face had appeared. Butitie Rhys had
had no time for her, sending her away with evidepatience, intent
on the work he was doing to the exclusion of akel

"She said she doesn't like you," went on Williateady determined
to arouse Julie's annoyance and succeeding, eXcaptshe was
equally determined that he should not know about it

"Dulcie is only six years old," she said, using tie#dence Rhys had
used earlier in the day. "I imagine living here, sSach remote
surroundings, she's not really used to mixing wttrer people."”

William snorted. "She hasn't lived here long enotmbe affected by
it, one way or the other!"

Julie had been taking the lids off the serving esshdiscovering a
delicious-smelling meat and vegetable stew, tootievied by apple
pie and custard. But she looked up at his wordsoes in spite of
herself. "What do you mean?" she asked. "Wast+thimean, isn't
this—" She floundered, aware that she had almostuted herself



to more knowledge than she was known to possesn't"l
this—Dulcie's home?" she finished lamely.

"l suppose it is now," agreed William dourly, helgihimself to the
stew and then handing the ladle to Julie. "Butdibesn't like it any
more than her mother does."

Julie ladled some of the stew on to her own pkate, picking up her
fork began to eat. It was not her affair, she wablng herself
impatiently, aware that Willlam's words offered antalising
challenge. It was no good allowing herself to beeonvolved with
the personal affairs of the occupants of Devil'sukto She was here
to do a job of work and goodness knows, that wasggio be difficult
enough, without making herself a party to Williané&ty intrigues.
All the same, curiosity was a trying companion.

Making an effort to divert their conversation inkess personal
channels, she said: "This stew is delicious, ishdust what we need
on a cold day like today."

William allowed that it was all right. "Mrs. Evamsn't a bad cook,"
he conceded grudgingly, "but she's not much goahwthing else.
She can't keep staff, you know. But perhaps thetsause people
round here don't like her. She comes from up ngdhb,see."

"Up north?" Julie looked at him disbelievingly. 'Shas a distinct
Welsh accent."

"l know. But she's from Bangor. That's ‘'up nonthtiiese people.”

He spoke scathingly, and Julie said: "Don't be stromising,
William!" in reproving tones.

"Well, it's true." He was not to be outdone. "Wevéehad girls
working here, girls from the village. But they doreally like us
either, | suppose, so perhaps it's not all MrsnEv&ault."



"I think you're exaggerating, William," she retaftewith some
asperity, finishing the stew on her plate and puglhi aside. "You
seem to have a hang-up about people not liking Pauhaps you
don't try hard enough to like them."

"My father says that sometimes people get theorgies mixed up.
He doesn't seem to care if people don't like hiaot. IRlo."

Julie sighed, irritation making her reckless. "Wmpuld you assume
that the people from the village don't like you?"

"Because of Uncle Richard."

Julie picked up a knife. It seemed impossible woteturn to the
problems of this family. "Would you like a piece apple pie?" she
asked, cutting into the crisp pastry, and Williamghed rather
exaggeratedly.

"Do you want to know about Uncle Richard?" he askér she had
set a dish of fruit pie and custard in front of him

Julie tackled her own dessert. "Not particularlyi|/ldm. | 'think I'd
rather hear about you. How long is it since you-+gehool?"

"My last school, you mean?" William considered theestion.
"Oh—about five months, | suppose.”

"Five months!"

"Well, there was the summer holidays, you see,ssgpose actually
it has only been about two months."

Julie shook her head. "And are you going back?"

"l can't. They won't let me. My father was askedaike me away at
the end of last term."



The question "Why?" hovered on Julie's lips, butiagshe kept
silent. William's problems were just as personathe family as
anyone's. But this time William did not ask wheths&dre was
interested. He plunged straight on with his expiana

"You see, when Uncle Richard was killed, | knew Wauld come
hope. Nerys would make sure of that. And he'd adveayd he'd open
up Devil's Mount again, and | couldn't risk herqueading him to stay
in London, when | wanted so much to live here—"

Julie interrupted him then. "William, please! Thias nothing to do
with me. You will persist in discussing your famdyrivate affairs. |
was only curious to know how much of a gap in yeducation there
had been."

William hunched his thin shoulders, the bones stgkhrough the
cotton material of his striped pyjamas. Whethevas deliberate or
not, Julie could not be sure, but he could assupeleetic air which
aroused all her sympathies.

"l thought you'd be someone | could talk to," hettened, sniffing
resentfully. "I thought you'd be interested. Bugulppose you only
came here out of curiosity."

"That's not true!" Julie stared at him impatientlyou . know very
well how | came to be here."

"But you didn't have to accept the job, did youndan, after you
found out I'd been lying, you could have turneddawn. What
changed your mind? Meeting my father? Women likefattyer. That
was why he wanted someone older for the job. Sd\ibeys wouldn't
object!"

"William!" Julie pushed her dish aside and begathgang the dirty
plates together. "Whatever your father's reasongiploying me,



and you must know that you were instrumental ineachg that, I'm
here now and I'm not—regretting it."

"You're not?" William looked up at her.

"No. But | shall be if you persist in using me asoainding board for
your biased speculations. I'm not interested in tieys and
wherefores, only in the present. | want us to lenils, too. But not so
we can gossip about every other member of the holdié

William regarded her broodingly. "What else is they talk about?"

Julie sighed. "Why, heaps of things. As soon asrgaip and about
again, we'll go for walks, explore the cliffs, gda the village..." She
paused. "What are you interested in, yourself? [@w Yike
reading—or music? Do you play an instrument?"

"Do you?"Julie shook her head. "We were talkingulyou. But yes,
as a matter of fact, | play the guitar. Not venflwmut well enough to
amuse myself."

"Have you brought it with you?"

Julie chuckled. "You must be joking! What would ydather have
said if I'd arrived at Devil's Mount complete wigluitar case? I'm
here to be a secretary, not an entertainer."

William smiled then, and his lean features flediyngirrored a little
of his father's charm. She felt an overwhelmingssasf compassion
towards him, realising that since coming here \Afllis world had
been limited to the kind of introspection that bhesl fantasies about
people not liking him. Somehow, at weekends magbe, would
have to find time for William, and she realisedhwét pang that free
time was going to be a very sparse commodity aill3dwtount.



When she returned to the library after lunchinghwwilliam to
transcribe the pages of shorthand she had taken teat morning,
there was no sign of her employer. Not that shdeeais assistance.
He had explained his working methods very cledrét morning, and
no doubt he had other duties to attend to durirey dfiernoon.
However, he had not said how many copies he wanfethe
typescript, and she hesitated for a while befosernting two carbons.
She had completed more than half the copy whend\sgspeared.

This afternoon, the older girl was dressed in & ca$hmere sweater
and a finely pleated skirt, both in shades of Mdach toned with her
lipstick and eyeshadow. The fluffy curls which fredn her small face
gave her a childlike air, but there was nothingogent about the
long, purple-coated nails which plucked at the deskring of pearls
about her slender throat She came into the rootmowitinvitation,
and looked casually over Julie's shoulder at tige jpathe typewriter.

"Working hard, Miss Wood?" she queried silkily.

Julie felt like covering the page with her handbe Slidn't know
whether Rhys Edwards would approve of anyone adading his
novel until it was finished. With a flick of her ist, she unwound the
page, screwing it up into a ball and dropping tbithe waste bin.
Then, as she took three clean pages and insertbdnsabetween
them, she managed to cover the pages she hadyatyged with a
blank sheet.

"That was careless,” she said, with feigned annogafilt's so
important to be—accurate."

Nerys had straightened when Julie pulled out theetshfrom the
machine, and her expression revealed she was netved by the
younger girl's behaviour.



"So efficient," she murmured, leaving the desk toss to the
windows. "I must congratulate Rhys on his choicgypfst.”

The use of the word "typist" was deliberate, buteJdidn't mind.
Until she knew the situation here better, she wapared to suffer a
little insolence.

"Thank you," she said now, as though accepting §lgrgarcasm as a
compliment, and was gratified to see those lilasnied lips tighten
with annoyance. -

“Tell me, Miss Wood," Nerys hadn't finished withr lyet, "whatever
attracted a girl like yourself to work in a pladeelthis?" She spread a
hand expressively.

Julie hesitated. "It's—different,"” she said at fh&tlt like a change of
scene."

"But you used to live in London, | understand."
"Just outside, actually."

"But you worked in London."

"Yes."

"And you'd exchange that, fanis\"

"l don't know what you mean, Mrs. Edwards."

"Perhaps you are not aware that my husband wadltrquis of
Llantreath, Miss Wood. Although | must admit thatsnmy husband
Is dead Rhys does not intend to use the title]lIcaeinsider myself
Lady Llantreath, do you understand?"



Julie pressed her lips together for a moment Themedded. "Yes,
my lady," she said obediently.

Nerys half smiled. "So you don't think there's atfifference in
working here from working in London?"

"l didn't say that exactly. It's just that—well, myprk in London was
boring. | worked in a solicitor's office, and it svaery repetitious.
Working for—Mr. Edwards is—interesting."

"I see." Nerys folded her arms, her fingers beaangilent tattoo
against her sleeve. "And William? | believe youhecome very
friendly with him."

"l like him, yes."

"When all around you did not," misquoted Nerys dry¥ou realise
he is a problem child? That he can summon thebenasit attacks to
suit himself?"

Here we go again, thought Julie; with resignatB®ut she could not
allow Nerys to get away with that.

"I think any child who suffers from something asyspically
frightetiing as asthma deserves some sympathy-Mrmean, my
lady."

"But William gets sympathy,” snapped Nerys impatien"Too
much sympathy, in my opinion. He's always beerstrae. He can't
bear to be ignored, so he simulates these attacktract attention to
himself."

Julie looked down at the typewriter. "l expect hissas having a
mother," she volunteered quietly.



"A mother!" Nerys was scathing. "William's mother never caaed
hang for him! She abandoned him on the steps dildren’'s home
when he was barely five days old! That's how muuoh cared for
him."

Julie's eyes were troubled as she listened to Whats was saying.
How could any woman do that to her child? Withowgretaking the
trouble to ensure that he had been taken in?"

And why hadn't his father stopped her? How did Mhi come to be
living with Rhys now?.

So many questions, and she could not ask them.s&we Nerys
watching her, and realised she was probably haaistfuggle, too.
The desire to confide was irresistible, but saimgfyJulie's curiosity
was not.

"Where is your employer?" Nerys asked now, andeJsiiook her
head.

"I haven't seen him since before lunch.”

"No." Nerys nodded, moving slowly towards the dawain. "
expect he's gone to get some stores for Mrs. Ev&h& broke off.
"I'll leave you to your labours, Miss Wood. Donbrsy about joining
us for dinner this evening. | expect after workadfday, you'll be
glad of some time on your own."

The door closed behind her before Julie could naakedenial, but
she wondered afterwards whether that was not a tyoegl. Did she
want to join the members of the family for dinner,would it not

indeed be simpler to have her meal served in hemPoShe did
deserve some free time, as Nerys had said, althbeigheasons for
saying it might have undercurrents Julie did nohtw@ consider.
There were things that bore consideration, thoughiam had been
right about his aunt's interest in her brotheraw-l And if Nerys was



used to living in London, as it appeared, Rhys motd some strong
attraction for her to bring her to the wilds of \Wslin winter, to this
house with its evident lack of amenities and degggiplendour.

It was still daylight, albeit the sun was rapiddsing its brilliance,
when Julie finished the typescript, and on impusées collected her
coat and waterproof boots from her room, and |let¢iEout the front
door.

The wind which had whistled gently round the hoaleday was
rising, and she was glad of the long scarf sheviimahd round her
neck. Her hair soon loosened itself from any congnnfluence, and
blew about her face as she descended the storseastépeached the
gravelled sweep of the drive. Following the soudhe sea, she
walked round the house, exhilarated by the buf§ediithe wind and
the clear sharp scent of the ocean.

She came, as she had expected she would, to thep feurf that
inclined towards the cliffs, and thrusting her handto the deep
pockets of her tweed coat, she stood there watdmeagncoming
breakers rolling shorewards.

But it was not enough. The actual shoreline wasldndbelow the
cliffs, and rather recklessly she approached tlge efihe wind was
much stronger here, and rather than risk being mlover, she got
down on to her knees and peered down the cliff.face

A sharp incline gave on to a mossy shelf, and fiteershelf she could
see a rugged pathway leading down to the rocksabddangerous
enough, in these conditions, but accessible on cays. She and
William could climb down there easily.

With the sun turning the sea to molten fire, thg akblen- ding of
orange through green to palest blue, the bendedfi¢iadland casting
a darkening shadow over the cruel teeth of theg,datlwas a majestic



sight, and she wondered at her own feeling offsation in it. That

she, a town girl born and bred, restless with tfeedhe had been
leading there, and in search of new excitementjlghiind so much

fulfilment in the reality of being here, on thiswete coastline, was
rather startling. But it was more than this viewtlee house, or even
the grip of the work she was doing; it was the peopthe house who
provided the greatest challenge, and while shehtetdelf it was hfcr
sympathy for William which made her so aware of faither, she

acknowledged, in a moment of absolute truthfulnissg,it was more
than that. And that was the excitement she haddfoun



CHAPTER SIX

IN fact, Julie did have dinner with the family thaering, at the long
table in the dining room, serving themselves frdra sideboard
which looked only slightly less dusty than it hawhd that morning.
But it was through no choice of her own. On thetay, after those
moments of self-enlightenment on the cliffs, sheuldohave
welcomed the solitude of her room, welcomed the tioncollect and
assimilate her thoughts before becoming involveiti Wer employer
again. But William had other ideas.

He was waiting for her when she came back fromaadk. Perhaps
he had seen her from his windows as he dressednd@®uthe was
downstairs, and the colour in his usually pale kbd®re witness to
the fact that he was still far from well. He insidtthat they had tea
together, in the living room, where she had glinaplsen briefly the
night before, and although she guessed this wagtbang else of
which Nerys would not approve, she hadn't the heaefuse him.

The living room was quite a comfortable room, wittevitably
shabby leather chairs, and an enormous chestertipltblstered in
dark brown velvet, that was wearing thin in placBse square of
carpet still maintained a certain softness undérfoatching the long
beige and brown patterned curtains that framed eviscbverlooking
the cliffs on the opposite side of the house frbwse she had been
exploring. After the coldness of the wind outsitihes logs burning in
the grate were very welcoming, and after removieg ¢oat, Julie
held her hands out to the blaze.

Then she noticed the tea trolley set to one sidéh@fcouch, but
before she could say anything, William exclaimedot must be
dying for a cup of tea after freezing out there."

"You were very sure I'd agree to join you, then?"



Julie's tone was dry, and he looked slightly shawced. "l hoped you
would. | didn't see why you should object. Aftdr gbu have to eat,
so why not with me?"

"After that enormous lunch, | could do without egtianything else
today."

William seated himself on the chesterfield, in frohthe fire. "You
didn't eat much," he protested.

“I'm not used to eating a meal at lunchtime. | wasd to having a
sandwich at a coffee bar, just round the cornanftbe office. My
main meal was in the evening."

"Well, this is only afternoon tea. You'll be hungggain by
dinnertime."

"Dinner time!" Julie shook her head, noticing tremdwiches and
scones on the trolley, the cream cakes and checblatuits, no
doubt intended to stimulate William's appetite. "Bau honestly
expect me to eat dinner as well!"

"Oh, sit down." William patted the couch beside himulling the
trolley nearer and starting to pour the tea frowhanky flowered
teapot. "Do you take sugar?"

"No, thanks." Julie resigned herself to the sitbatand sank down
beside him, unfastening her boots and taking thE#ntaasting her
toes with a ridiculous sense of wellbeing. It wasycthere, in that
firelit room, sharing tea with someone who - soezbgdesired her
company, and she relaxed and began to enjoy herself

They had almost finished the plate of scones whelti® erupted
into the room. She bounced in, probably only expgcto find
William in occupation, and stopped short at théasaf Julie.



"What do you want?"

William's immediate reaction was aggressive, antciBustood on
one leg at the end of the chesterfield, lookingfiane to the other of
them with undisguised petulance.

"Hello, Dulcie." Julie was in a mellow mood, andciked to let
bygones be bygones. "What have you been doing ymitiiself all
day?"

Dulcie sniffed. "You're not s'posed to be in h&feu're only—staff."

It wasn't so much the words she used as the wagatghem that
made Julie's hackles rise. Before she could stopelieshe said,
equally rudely: "If you can't say anything pleas&etep your mouth
shut!"

Dulcie was obviously taken aback, but William utkra sound of
stifled, if malicious, amusement. "She has diffigudoing that," he
remarked spitefully. "It must be because of it siz

At once, Julie regretted what she had startedgBet, William," she
said quickly, and then: "Why don't you like me, EiaP? My being
here isn't going to make any difference to you."

Dulcie had clenched her small fists, screwed up faee into a
grimace, and was glaring at William with open hatadter his verbal
attack. But at Julie's words, she turned her atteio her again.

"Mummy says you're a troublemaker!" she announaadhagly.
"She says you only came here because of Uncle Rhys.

"Well—I did." Julie was confused. "l am his secrgtafter all—"

"That's not what Mummy means. She says you're gmirgy and
take Uncle Rhys away from us."



"What?"

Julie was at once horrified at what she had hesand, alarmed to
think that Nerys should discuss such things wighchild.

"Don't be so stupid!" William had got to his feeidawas advancing
threateningly on his cousin. "Julie's only hereguse | wanted her to
come. She came because of me. She and Da don'tlikgeone
anoth—"

"Now wait a minute ..." Julie couldn't let that gibher, and she felt a
reluctant sense of admiration for Dulcie who wasiding her ground
defiantly. "I'm here because there's a job of iorize done. All right,
William—" She caught his arm, halting him. "Maybeuy did
influence ine. But | applied for the job of my owocord."

"But you wouldn't have taken it, would you?" Wilielooked down
at her.

"That's something we'll never know," remarked apde®sculine
voice behind them, and Julie turned to find her leygr leaning
negligently against the door frame. She wondered loag he had
been there, listening to their argument, and eveliawi seemed
disconcerted. Only Dulcie was pleased to see hmehveent towards
him eagerly, her disappointment of the morning doten.

"Where have you been, Uncle Rhys?" she demandmunbpagainst
him, hanging on his arm. "You've been away allrafien."

"I had—a call to make," he replied evasively, hisglingering with
annoying intent on Julie's flushed cheeks and wwegs$ hair. Then
his expression darkened. "You've been outside, Mis®d?" His
attention switched sharply to William. "I trugbu haven't."

llNO_ll



"Of course he hasn't," Julie was impatient suddéBily she was, still
upset about Dulcie's insinuations. "I'm not a fool!

"I never for one moment thought you were," drawkiays, with
deceptive mildness. He paused before adding: "Didenjoy getting
outdoors?"

Julie ran smoothing, almost defensive hands ovehéie.

She was aware of the dishevelled state of her agpea and wished
she had delayed William long enough to' use a ctnfinished
transcribing your dictation an hour ago."

"That's not what | asked."
"l just—wanted some air, that's all."

He straightened away from the door, ignoring Dugaiesentful pleas
for attention, an expression of irritation marrihg dark features.
"I'm not accusing you of anything, Miss Wood. | veasply curious
to hear your reactions to your surroundings."

Julie hardly knew how to answer him. Her own fegsiof wellbeing
were dissolving beneath the strength of his petggnand the
knowledge of this made her unnecessarily abrupt.

"l have no complaints, Mr. Edwards," she resporstdfly, and was
immediately aware that she had not pleased him.

With a muffled oath, he turned to leave, Dulcieging to his hand,
but over his shoulder said briefly: "I'll see youthp later—at dinner."

Julie squared her shoulders. "I'd prefer to havmaeh in my room,
Mr. Edwards," she said quietly.



Her words arrested him, but even as he swung rtuhabk at her
William made his objection. "You can't!" he excla&d) in dismay.
"You can't spend the whole evening in your room!"

"Miss Wood is at liberty to make her own decisioli¥illiam,"
remarked his father, without expression. "A secyetiesn't expect
to work all day and evening as well, am | not rjdWiiss Wood?"

Julie opened her mouth to speak again, wantingfiend! her right to
choose which Rhys was somehow using against hénMilliam
forestalled her, the familiar signs of distrescganing his breathing.

"The evenings are the worst time!" he cried, tedifsus-nation only
narrowly restrained. "l thought—I thought we coulthlk—or—or
play games—"

"William! William, stop it!"

His father was getting angry with him, and Dulcegan to chant:
"Willie's going to cry... aye, Willie's going toycr. aye..!" at the top
of her voice.,

Julie exchanged one glaring look of accusation Wwighfather, and
then put an arm about William's shaking shoulddts all right,
William, it's all right," she soothed. "Calm dowwWe can talk about
this ..." But Dulcie's chanting was making talkimgpossible, and
losing her temper, she looked up at Rhys, demarahiggily: "Can't
you shut that child up?"”

"l could say the same to you," he countered sayageld Julie lost
control.

"She wants putting over your knee, and giving amgoeod hiding!"
she declared hotly, and then felt horrified atd®wen audacity.



But just at that moment Nerys appeared in the opeorway,
attracted, no doubt, by the noise, and the wagyes went straight to
Julie left the girl in no doubt that she had heah&t had been said.
Her lips tightened into a thin line, and addresgiegself to Julie she
shapped: "You're over-reaching yourself, Miss Wdodlcie is my
daughter, and I'll decide her punishment, if anyiglment is
necessary."

Dulcie, Sensing the increasing hostility, ran to h@ther. "You
won't let her hit me, will you, Mummy.?" she criadpealingjy, and
watching her, Julie was sickened by the child'lidity. Old for her
years, she had immediately grasped the implicatbiise situation,
and was using them to her own ends.

"Of course no one's going to hit you, darling," \}&ecomforted her
daughter, and then turned on Julie again. "How yawneupset Dulcie
like this? What's been going on here? What havesgolito her?"

To Julie's astonishment, and William's, too, judgby the way his
breathing became a little easier, Rhys interverigtiere was a
misunderstanding, Nerys. Nothing to get alarmeduabBut I'm

afraid Miss Wood sees herself in the role of Whilia protector. In
any event, Dulcie was not involved, only to theeatof making a
nuisance of herself."

Dulcie's face took on a sulky aspect. "Why is UnRleys being
horrid to me, Mummy? | didn't do anything."

Nerys controlled her own temper with obvious diffty. Her eyes

challenged those of her brother-in-law, but frorielsipoint of view

she could see no softening in his gaze. "l thilskatshame if a child
can't behave as she likes in her own home," slik w&h asperity,

and Rhys inclined his head as if in agreement.H&#s | made a
mistake, perhaps | didn't understand Miss Wood&tipo here. |

thought she was your secretary, Rhys, not Williamisemaid."



"As you said, Nerys, it's a shame if a child cheliave as he likes in
his own home," he conceded, and a faint smile begalift the
corners of her mouth. But it disappeared agaireasohtinued: "And
this is William's home, too, isn't it?"

There was absolute silence for several seconds therd with an
exclamation, Nerys swept out, taking Dulcie withr,Heaving Julie
feeling more embarrassed than ever. Rhys, howseemed unaware
of her feelings. He looked at his son, and justdanoment there
appeared to be a glimmer of communication betweemt

Then he said quietly: "l suggest you let Miss Wouake up her own
mind about dinner, William. Or she may decide tavke us
altogether."”

But after he had gone, Julie gave in.

Not because William had been difficult On the cantrhe had been
curiously subdued. But simply because she couldihmi him to be
the brunt of Dulcie's malice, as he surely wouldifbghe did not
appear. No doubt Dulcie had already told her motukat had
happened, and while in one way it was possible let/s might
despise Julie for giving in, it was much more hkilshe did not join
them, that Nerys would find some way to denigratdidkh in his
father's eyes yet again.

So Julie had joined the family for dinner, and aywencomfortable
meal it was, too. Rhys was detached and unapprbe;hé/illiam
and Dulcie spent the whole meal making surrepttifaces at each
other across the width of the table when their misrevere not
looking, and Nerys was coldly aloof, in her clingigown of
champagne silk jersey. Julie, who had merely chéaimgie a simple
green woollen dress with a cuffed collar, felt idistly out of place,
particularly as Rhys' wine red velvet dinner jackeitched Nerys'
appearance for elegance.



When the meal was over, she escaped into theamallhad reached
the stairs when William's voice detained her. "Caome to your
room, Julie?"

He was not distressed now, not using his physiedknesses to
arouse her sympathies, yet heartrendingly appe&ir; so. She
looked at him helplessly, aware of the responsikdi she was
accepting by giving in to him, but unable to deingr.

"I—all right," she agreed, feeling a pang as thgiety was lifted
from his thin features, and he came on eagerlyhepstairs behind
her.

By the end of her first week at Devil's Mount, duklt as if she had
always lived there. It was a strange thing, butineolvement with
the members of this household had made her lif®ndon assume a
vagueness that usually only the passage of mu@hdould evoke. It
was difficult indeed to believe that up until a feseeks ago she had
never heard of Rhys Edwards and his son when neiwvitiffluence
coloured her life to the exclusion of all else.

And time did not drag on her hands as she hadwondered, during
those periodic bouts of uncertainty she had expee@ while she
was still working in London. Every morning, excepaturday and
Sunday, she worked with Rhys for about four hoarshe library.
Although his speed of dictation did not always flaszsmoothly as it
had done on that first morning when the gatessgimation had burst
open, his potential output was tremendous, and gnasp of
vocabulary such that there were times when her ipenaved
automatically, her brain fully occupied with absadbthe tale he was
unfolding.



It was a raw and brutal picture he was paintingy dleetingly
interspersed with moments of descriptive gentlenéssuld not be
a book for the squeamish, nor for anyone merelkitgp for an
undemanding entertainment. It was full pf actiod arcitement, and
yet the central character, Barnabas, exhibitedestmamanity, seldom
found in such writing. Julie was never bored whenwas dictating,
always eager to know what was to happen next. Andaasionally
she found her eyes dwelling rather too intentlyre@nlean lines of his
dark face, she told herself that her compulsioratols him was of a
purely aesthetic nature. When they were workingwas like a
stranger to her, and often she wondered whethewdse actually
aware of her presence at all, except as a ratleulusiachine on
which to expend his thoughts. But she was alwayarevwf him,
never more so than when whatever injury it was tviiad caused
him to move so awkwardly at times caused a spagpaiofto cross
his face, and he sought respite in the narcotiefref a cigar. Not that
she dared question his discomfort. A certain hassliagound his eyes
discouraged the sympathy which trembled on her uengand
silenced the compassion inside her.

For the most part, her afternoons were taken upp tnanscribing her
shorthand. But as soon as William had recovereficgritly to go
out again, they began taking walks in that twiligidgur, before
sharing tea round the living room fire, as they bdade on that first
afternoon. William had explained that Nerys had ben sitting
room, and that until her, Julie's arrival, he haat@roften than not sat
alone. She had not asked where his father spertinmes but she
could guess.

Before coming to Devil's Mount, neither Julie noili&m had spent
much time in such uncultivated surroundings. Theyeaboth more
used to the sights and sounds of the city thanntibbentainous
countryside beyond the village, or the lonely, poteed slopes of the
coastline. But their surroundings began to takeld bn them, and
after becoming interested in the various typeshdlls and rock



formations to be found below the cliffs, they begawading the
library in the evenings, searching through the ligames there for
articles on fossils. The dusty volumes they distdribad not been
opened for years. There was even an ancient edifi@ritannica.
And as such information was only narrowly qualifeecer the years,
they found enough information to make their quetgresting.

Dulcie was the one most put out by their invesitgest. Until now,

William's world had been as limited as her own, aiglunhappy
associations with school had given her a feelingugferiority over
him. She was not attending school herself, buligdillhad confided
to Julie that she had used to attend a small grisettool in London,
until their move to Abernarth had curtailed alltth®he could read,
not well, but capably, and judging by the time sipent with her
mother, could probably copy out letters reasona@yl, too. Julie

reasoned that she must do something. Nerys didtnké her as the
kind of mother to spend too much time playing widr child.

But now, under Julie's guidance, William was emig@ wider field
of studies, and Julie herself was quite surprigedisaaptitude for
learning. She had assumed that part of his problamschool
stemmed from an inability to keep up with his fellpupils, but she
soon revised that opinion. And why not? she askeibdif one
evening, when William was expounding on a theoryimoe scales
which left even Julie herself groping for knowledgis father was a
brilliant man, writing with equal skill about aengthmics, or the
economic necessities of developing African commesijthis use of
the language a privilege to perceive. Why shouldnd son
accomplish as much, if not more, given the sameodppities to
succeed. Still, that was not her concern. It baden that forbidden
topic—personal involvement, and her only purposs waprovide
the boy with something to exercise his brain.



Nevertheless, there was still Dulcie to contendhwiand her
Intrusions into the peace of the library after @innvere becoming
increasingly frequent and annoying.

Julie knew the child ought to be in bed, though andd hardly say
s0. She ought not to join the adults for dinnee ®ias only six, after
all, and a high tea around five o'clock, followedrilk and biscuits
at seven-thirty, would have been more in keepinth viier age.
Instead of which, she ate dinner, which was seldeen much before
eight-thirty, and was then allowed to play aroundilunine or
nine-thirty, making a nuisance of herself whengassible.

One evening, Julie and William had set out a ctibecof shells they
had made that afternoon on the desk in the librEng. night before
there had been quite a storm, and in consequeachtre had been
littered with debris of all kinds. They had foundead seagull which
William had insisted on burying in the sand, andesal coloured
feathers, suitable for using as painting utenbilg,it was the shells
which attracted Julie's attention. There were sdvwather unusual
designs, which she guessed had probably been thupiom deeper
offshore waters, and William pounced on them exl¢yteThere were
a number of whorls, one larger than the rest, pahk, with a
right-hand spiral; there was a pagoda-like objedtictv Julie
remembered reading was commonly found off the shofelapan,
although this was probably nothing so exotic; anfilileed oyster
shell, coloured almost purple. These were themerspecimens, but
they had collected a number of commoner varieties)y of which
were delicately coloured and would polish to a lggss. They were
in the process of identifying the different mollsseho had made
their homes in the shells when Dulcie burst intrihom.

She never knocked, and this evening there washadabpur in her
cheeks as though she had already received somedbreproof.

Julie speculated that perhaps she had interrugtgsd, &ho she knew
was reading the day's typescript in his studyoarwhich according



to William was out of bounds to the other membéithe household.

All Julie knew was that the room was at the backhefhouse, and
from their walks on the cliffs she had occasiona@ien someone
standing at the narrow window, watching them. Butget close

enough to the windows to see inside, one would heesded to

hurdle thickly-thorned bramble bushes, which wevedoubt grown

there for the purpose.

Now, however, Dulcie surveyed their labours withsallen air,
pursing her lips and walking across to them, sngffier toes against
the worn carpet.

"What're you doing?" she asked petulantly, anceJulit a restraining
hand on William's arm when he would have risen artkred his
cousin out of the room.

"We're identifying shells," she explained pleasagnithdicating the
small labels William was preparing to stick on thatchboxes he had
collected from Haggar and Mrs. Evans to store bitection. "Do
you want to watch us? They're quite pretty."

Dulcie sniffed. "You'll get into trouble puttingdke things on Uncle
Rhys's desk," she said. "Salt stains, Mummy said so

Julie hid her impatience. "They're not actuallytba desk, Dulcie.
William's put tissue pads beneath them."

"Why don't you clear off?" demanded William, losimg temper, and
causing Dulcie to make another of her faces at him.

"Now, stop that," reproved Julie, with a sigh. "Jlé one occasion
when Dulcie could help us."

"How?"

William was suspicious and even Dulcie looked ssgut.



"Well—" Julie chose her words carefully. "Dulcieutd put the shells
Into the boxes and stick on those labels you'ven beeting,
William."

"She couldn't—"

"Why not?"

"She'd muddle them up."
"No, | wouldn't..."

"l don't see why she should," exclaimed Julie nigyio be fair. "It's
not a difficult job."

William hunched his bony shoulders. "I don't waat helping us," he
muttered, and Julie felt a sense of sympathy with) Bven while she
endeavoured to befriend Dulcie.'

"Look," she said, turning to the little girl andcking up a small
cream-coloured specimen. "A tiny winkle—that's a aim
shellfish—used to live in here. Right down therside. Isn't it
pretty?"

She allowed Dulcie to hold the shell between hegdrs, pointing out
the striped effect that shades of a colour coudehter.

"Is the winkle still inside?" asked Dulcie doubtftikeeping the shell
at arm's length, and Julie smilingly shook her head

"No. He's moved on to another home."

"Inside somebody's tummy," remarked William malusty, and
Dulcie thrust the shell away.



Julie sighed, casting an impatient look in Williamdirection.
"Shellfish are eaten, Dulcie, you know that. You eeb —and
lobster, don't you?"

"Are they shellfish, too?" Dulcie frowned. "Do thiye in shells like
these?"

"Of course not, silly—"

Julie interrupted William's scathing denial, to kpigp the pagoda
shell, delicate in its subtle shades of blue arekgr "Look at this
one," she said quickly, before an argument coelkelbp. "This is
much bigger than the other. Don't you think it Iso&ther splendid?"

Dulcie took the shell from Julie's hands, and altjfo Julie could
sense William's tension behind her, she felt camfidhat the child
was growing interested.

"I've not seen one like this before," she said vesimd)ly, poking her
small finger into the cavity. "Where did you gét'it

"We found it this afternoon," replied Julie, holdiout her hand to
take back the shell. "Down on the rocks. It's quiteisual to find
something like that. It's very rare."

"Is it?" Dulcie frowned. Then she looked up. "Sse itot yours, is it?"
"What do you mean?" Julie couldn't suppress thenaaitic retort.

"The cliffs and the beach are private—Mummy saidl spose they
belonged to Daddy once, but now they belong to &Rtlys."

"So what?" William was abrupt.

"So this shell really belongs to Uncle Rhys, ddeis?'lt's as much
mine as yours. I'm going to ask him if | can keBp i



“Like hell you are!"

William was half out of his chair before Julie cdustop him,
snatching the shell from Dulcie's hands and holdingumphantly
out of reach. With a little scream of anger, Dulsi®od there,
clenching and unclenching her fists, stamping bet in frustration.
Then, without warning, she threw out her arm anceEwthe
collection of shells clean off the desk on to tlueif, destroying all
the work William had put in categorizing them, astdmping on
them with her small feet before dashing out ofrtiam.

It was an act of such magnitude in William's eyest the just sank
down into his chair, clutching the pagoda shel\dsively to him,

staring disbelievingly at the jumble of debris & floor. Dulcie's
light-weight had made little impression cm thosellshwhich had
landed cleanly on the carpet, but where one or msbedls were
crushed together, chipping and cracking had ocduitehad taken
William over an hour to catalogue the few shellsnlae identified,

and now they were all mixed together again, higlalying useless
in the general confusion.

Julie got to her feet, unsure what to do first. 8ticshe comfort
William, who had paled considerably and whose Ihiegt was

shallow and hoarse, or should she begin clearirntge@mess to show
him that little damage had been done? Then shetsars rolling

unheeded down the boy's cheeks, and with an exttamshe went
to him, putting her arms around him, and he tuimedace into her
breast.

And that was how Rhys found them when he camevestigate the
commotion, coming into the room with grim intengrrowed eyes
taking in the scene in one encompassing glare.

"Now what's happened?" he demanded harshly. "le the peace to
be found in this house?"



"Perhaps you should ask somebody else that," eetduilie, feeling
William draw away from her to dry his eyes on theese of his
sweater.

Rhys surveyed the mess in the middle of the flatraut expression,
running one hand around the back of his neck, ngait the hair
which grew there and flexing his shoulder musciesdly. He had

shed his jacket, and the fine silk of his shirt Idooot hide the
darkness of the skin beneath. His actions partedlrt at the neck
and Julie's eyes were drawn to the chain of a redakhich was

itself hidden, and the light covering of silverdhed hair which
clustered at the base of his throat. There was tbomgevulnerable
about him too, at that moment, and the desire tmhohim, to

reassure him as she had reassured William, causadoas, but not
unpleasant, pain in the pit of her stomach. Thetuhreed and looked
at her, surprising that look in her eyes before @ndd hide it. His

eyes were not black, as she had imagined, but gtate and for a
second they moved with disturbing intentness tonheuth. It was a
devastatingly weakening experience, almost as thdweghad been
aware of her needs and satisfied them in the oalypwossible at that
moment, although afterwards she blamed her ovegeda@motions
for imagining such a thing. Certainly, a seconérdte strode out of
the room without a backward glance, while she wildoemused by

that shattering encounter.

"Do—do you think—do you think he—he knows who di#l'i

William's stammering anxiety brought her to hersgen "l don't see
how he could avoid it," she answered shortly. TH€ume'on, let's

start clearing up. It's not the end of the worldce ¥&n soon put them
all in order again."

"But some are ruined!" exclaimed William, gettingwh on to his
hands and knees and gathering up the broken mpéeescallop shell.



"Well, we can find some more," said Julie, with emoonfidence than
she was feeling right at that moment. "At least plagoda shell is
safe, although | suppose it's arguable that ifd/ti'Dulcie have that,
the rest would have been saved."

William stared at her. "Butcouldn't] Julie, it's mine. | found it. You
don't really think | should have let her take w,ybu?"

Julie wasn't quite sure what to think, but finalye shook her head.
"No, | suppose not. But don't put all the blameDanicie, William.
Children, generally speaking, reflect the attitofiéheir parents.”

"You mean—you think—"

"l don't know what | mean," said Julie quickly,noig him on the
floor and beginning to collect the unbroken shéllmok—isn't this
the one you called a leech, or something?"

William was diverted, and Julie tried to concerdran the task in
hand. But it was incredibly difficult when her thghts kept turning to
William's father. She despised herself for dwellamgthat look which
had passed between them when he was so obvioualypateur when
it came to seducing women. He already had ondtilkegte child to
his credit—or discredit, whichever way you lookddita—and his
own sister-in-law was panting at his heels, if aloéady sharing his
bed. It might well amuse him to bring every femalthin his orbit to
her knees, metaphorically speaking, especially whenparticular
female had allowed him to see such calflike devoimoher eyes. She
felt furious with herself and furious with him, amehs in no way
appeased by Rhys's return with the culprit of thedlglisaster.

He came into the room, holding Dulcie firmly by csreall forearm,
his fingers whitening the flesh laid bare by thdét@mo vest which
together with matching pants was all she was wgar8he had
obviously been hurriedly preparing for bed, perhtpsvoid any



explanations to anyone, but judging by the teaessasting down her
cheeks and the red marks still displayed on hex legs, she had only
succeeded in hardening her punishment. She hundhded and

wouldn't look at either Julie or William, but Rhwss not about to be
disobeyed.

"Well?" he said, giving her a little shake, and €ellifted her face to
reveal her quivering chin.

"I—I'm sorry," she choked, in an undertone, but tlvas not good
enough.

"l want to hear what you're saying, Dulcie," Rhylslther quietly, and
the deceptive gentleness of his tone was moreténghg than hot
anger would have been.

"I'm sorry," she said again, looking at William noand watching her
Julie could almost feel sorry for her. "I'm sorwyillie."

William was obviously embarrassed and discomfitée.got up off
the floor and muttered something like: "It's adjimi," in a gruff voice,
going scarlet when his father looked at him.

But then of course, Julie thought wryly, as Dulsias beginning to
dry her tears, Nerys had to appear. She was sedpNerys hadn't
come on the scene before this, but Nerys hersplagred this in her
first words.

"l was on the phone, Rhys, and then | heard Ddcreaming." Her
eyes went disbelievingly to her daughter. "Whategegoing on?
What's happened to her? And why is she only weaheg
underclothes? Have you gone out of your head?"

She would have pulled Dulcie away from him, ancetta type,
Dulcie began to make the most of the situation. Buys held on to



the little girl's arm, and he was perfectly calmenthe spoke to her
mother.

"Dulcie has just wrecked William's collection ofedls, Nerys," he
told her, almost pleasantly, yet with an undertohmenace. "l have
administered a mild punishment, and she has judbgised for her
behaviour."

Nerys did not know what to say, that was obvious. Her eyes went
straight to Julie, and she knew that this was getreer mark against
her. Dulcie was crying piteously again now, begdieg mother to
take her away, and with an exclamation of disgustsRet her go.
Nerys gathered the child close, successfully urglalhthe good that
had been done, and then looked accusingly at loéndarin-law.

"How do you know Dulcie did this?" She indicated thess that Julie
had given up trying to salvage. "Did she say so?"

"She didn't need to." Rhys folded his arms. "Unigssre suggesting
that William sabotaged his own collection."

Nerys pressed her lips together. "l wouldn't ppigist him."

"l saw what happened.” Julie had to intervene Mblliam's sake.
"Dulcie wanted one of William's shells. She couldhave it, so she
lost her temper. She's been punished now. | seaeasmn why we
shouldn't all forget it"

"Oh, do you?" Nerys was sarcastic. "That's reasgutd know.
You're satisfied with the results, | take it?"

"Nerys!"

Rhys spoke warningly, but Julie was determinedateerher say.



"She's apologised, Lady Llantreath. | don't thirdu'ye doing the
child any good by dragging every ounce of dramaobthe affair—"

"How dare you?"

"—and besides, if Dulcie's really keen to have sahells of her
own, | see no reason why she shouldn't accompasgmstimes on
our walks."

"Do you mean that?"

From burying her face in her mother's skirt, Dufcidisbelieving
exclamation was issued through lips that still toead, and with
cheeks smeared with tears. Julie could hear Wiliamiftly indrawn
breath, and guessed that he was horrified at hggestion. But
somehow she had to take the control of the sitnativay from
Nerys, and she could talk to William later. He wast really a
malicious boy, and if she could only make him ustierd that Dulcie
was as much sinned against as sinning, then pethapsvould all
stand a chance.

"l don't think—" Nerys was beginning contemptuousithen Rhys
overrode her objections to speak to the child.

"That's not a bad offer, Dulcie," he said drylystould take it up if |
were you."

Dulcie's chin still quivered when she looked at tnecle. She hadn't
forgiven him for administering her punishment, bat attachment to
him was such that his words still had the powentioence her.

Then she looked at Julie. "You don't really mearda you?" she
mumbled, the interest in her eyes denying the feifice in her
voice.



"Of course | mean it." Julie was feeling quite tigladed with her
success. Not that she was foolish enough to imabatene skirmish
meant the war was over. Nevertheless, it was & Stde go down to
the beach almost every afternoon if the weatheres Next time we
go, you can come with us. If you promise not tgdadous if William
finds more shells than you do."

"Oh, come along, Dulcie." Nerys had had enoughhisf She turned
to Rhys. "l don't know what game you're playinglidg, but | refuse
to allow any daughter of mine to go beachcombinghva girl
scarcely out of the schoolroom!"

"She's not that young, Nerys!" retorted Rhys qujethd Julie saw
the other girl's eyebrows lift interrogatively.

"No, | suppose she's not,"Nerys agreed bitterlyt those cliffs are
dangerous, and so are the rocks beneath."

"Oh, but Mummy—" exclaimed Dulcie unhappily, onlp tbe
silenced by a look.

"You may not care what happens to William—" Nerysswelentless,
but now Rhys intervened,

"Naturally | care what happens to William," he speg coldly. "But |
happen to believe that Miss Wood has her fair sloédreommon
sense. She's not about to do anything to risk ker life or the
children's. Besides, you're exaggerating. | plagedthose rocks
when | was a boy, and I'm still here."

"Yes, you are, aren't you? But so am |. And I'mdielé guardian, not
you."

"Mummy!"



Dulcie's cry was indignant now, but Nerys paid ttergion to her.
Taking her firmly by the hand, she led her outhe toom, and they
could hear Dulcie's protests and Nerys's stacagtbes until the
distance between them muffled the sound.

The silence in the library after their departureswaagnified by
Julie's own feeling of responsibility. She had ssigd the shell
collecting sessions, after all, and because ofChicie had got her
hands on the blue-green pagoda.

Then she became aware that Rhys was watchingrieeshee rushed
into speech, anything to dispel the tension orath@sphere.

"I—| suppose |I—I'm to blame,"” she stammered unshkgadl
iIn—invited Dulcie to join us. | sh—showed her thnelis. If | hadn't
she would eventually have gone away and left usealo

"It wasn't your fault," began William, but his fathcut him off.

"You were right about Dulcie," he said, looking Jatlie with that
narrow-eyed stare she found so disturbing. "Shes adweed more
discipline—I should have realised it before. Oriiy kfraid | was
involved with other things." He paused, and a oertaynicism
twisted his lips. "I'm sure Dulcie will enjoy gruinly around the
rocks, though, as you and William do. All —childrenjoy that sort
of thing."

The hesitation before the word "children" was dslgte” Julie felt,
but right now she was more concerned with whatdeedaid, rather
than the way he said it. "But | don't understargh& murmured.
"Her—mother said—"

“Leave Dulcie's mother to me,"” replied Rhys brietipnd Julie saw
William's lips tighten at his words. Then his fathedged the jumble
still lying on the floor with the toe of his suebeot. "I'll have Haggar



clear this up in the morning. | should leave ittfmmight. It's time you
were in bed, isn't it, William?"

William hunched his shoulders. "If you say so," $e&d, without
looking up, and Julie felt a sense of frustratiSnddenly everything
had gone horribly wrong, and she just wanted ta@s¢o her room
until her treacherous emotions subsided.

"Then—I'D say goodnight,” said Rhys quietly, tugnitowards the
door. "Goodnight."

Both Julie and William made a polite rejoinder, lfter his father
had gone, William flung himself bitterly into thedther armchair.

"Did you hear that?" he demanded fiercely. "Webag to be stuck
with Dulcie after all. Why on earth did you inviter?"

"We'll talk about it tomorrow," said Julie, morelrcdy than she felt,
particularly, as her own reasons for not welconing news had
nothing to do with Dulcie herself. They had to diwhwNerys—and
Rhys; and whatever was between them...



CHAPTER SEVEN

As if the weather was determined to add its owamisoval to the
plans, the next few days were wet and stormy. Tteereoon walks,
which Julie and William had so much enjoyed, haddocurtailed,
and when she finished typing for the day Julie sgeme minutes
sitting on the window seat in the library, stariogt at the dreary
scene which confronted her, before joining Williamthe living
room.

At night, the noise of the sea surging greedilyrdhe rocks below
the cliff, made sleeping difficult, and one niglilid was awakened
by a shattering crash below her windows. Her brafieshed by its
brief period of unconsciousness, was sharp ant ated she sat up in
bed anxiously, not quite sure what she should tie. \8asn't really
frightened, although the sound itself and her sndaeakening had
set her heart hammering in her chest, but theafigaing downstairs
to investigate was still a daunting one.

Nevertheless, someone had to discover what hadehagp and as
the sound had come from below her windows, shesgaes window
in the dining-room had been broken. How?—she dit qaze to

speculate.

Pulling on the soft cream jersey robe which hadlies mother's last
birthday present to her, Julie pushed her feet hm@p mules and
crossed to the door. Outside, on the balcony abevehadowy hall,
there was no sound at all, and she wondered ftggtimhether she
had dreamed the whole thing. The temptation tamatuher bed was
strong, particularly as it was cold out here on ldr&ding, but her
conscience would not let her. If a window was broked it rained
before morning, the dining-room would be in an dwifiess.

The wind was howling eerily as she descended thiesstand her
vivid imagination quickly transposed her surroumginto those of a



castle in Saxon times, and she, the maiden of thiesd) alone and
undefended, was facing the invasion of Viking id&ts.

She neared the bottom of the stairs. There wassuff light from a
moon, occasionally hidden behind scudding clowmgluminate her
passage, but in any case she would have been twatveal her
presence until she was sure she was alone.

The soft pad of footsteps suddenly froze her tdotsiteom stair. There
was something stealthy about the sound, and hert hheae
suffocatingly into her throat. What if she had besstaken? What if
what she had assumed to be the wind had been agalhyruder? She
ought not to have come down here without alertioghes other
member of the household, Rhys Edwards for examiplg, she
realised in those fleeting seconds that she dese'’h know where he
slept.

Gouds thickened at that moment, plunging the h&dl darkness, but
when the dining-room door opened, she could sesiliheuette of a
man illuminated clearly against the uncurtaineddeins of the room
beyond- The figure was tall and broad, curioudlyexd in some long
robe, and a sob escaped her. This must all be saamg nightmare,
she thought wildly, pressing a hand to her lipsyvaaced beyond
reason that the figure before her was the Vikingpafimagination.
She gulped and turned to flee, driven without gkitewing why, and
then halted abruptly when the hall was suddenlydéd with light.

"For God's sakelulie! What the hell are you doing down here?"

Julie turned reluctantly to face her employer, &ges widening as
she took in his appearance. The robe which haltérged her so was
a long poncho-like garment, magnificently embrogdewith threads
in gorgeous colours along its hem, wooden toggtadimg the two
sides together. It was, she guessed, of Africagirgrand revealed
between the side toggles that he wore nothing bleritea



Her face suffused with colour at this knowledg&éh@lgh he seemed
less concerned with his appearance than by hers.

"Well?" he asked impatiently. "I suppose you hdahaelicrash."
Julie nodded. "I thought it might be—a window."

"It was." Rhys indicated the room behind him. "Bwing to have to
seal it up somehow until the morning. The rainisicg in."

"Oh? Is it raining?"

It was a silly conversation to be having in thelye&ours of the
morning, but Julie couldn't think of anything eteesay. Her palms
were moist, and she was having difficulty in avogliooking at him,
her eyes drawn to thenfamiliar sensuality of his attire. On anyone
else, she conceded, it might have looked imprapetheatrical, but
on Rhys it was entirely acceptable.

Now he was regarding her with ill-concealed impati2. "You can
go back to bed," he told her quietly. 'There's maflyou can do."

But even as he spoke, he uttered a muffled oathtveisted one bare
foot upward so that he could see the sole. Juilketha splinter of
glass that was causing his discomfort almost befeedid, and
stepping off the last stair, said quickly: "Let ohe that."

"No." His hand warded her off, and she looked at helplessly.

"Why not? You might break it. It's very dangeroosrisk having
slivers of glass floating round inside you."

"A most unpleasant possibility," he agreed mocKkindllis eyes
moved slowly over her, taking in the rounded curgésier body,
tantalisingly accentuated by the clinging robe. 'fagk to bed, Miss
Wood You're no Androcles!”



Julie held the lapels of her gown closer aboutln@at. "I could say,
you're no lion, Mr. Edwards!" she declared.

"Oh, but | am," he retorted harshly. "And if | wgreu, I'd go back to
bed before you catch your death of cold!"

With one hand supporting himself on the baniste, pulled
impatiently at the splinter. Blood surged below ke as it moved,
but it was deeply embedded, and it snapped betweeffingers,
leaving a shred of glass still lodged in his foot.

His expression was not encouraging as he lookbdra@almost as if
he blamed her lingering presence for what had eedufhen his lips
tightened.

“I'm afraid I'm going to have to take you up onttlodfer, Miss
Wood," he said shortly. "l just hope you're notesamish."

Blood was dripping from his foot on to the woodémof and she
watched it, mesmerised, for a moment, before sagrgly: "l—is
there somewhere we can use?"

"The kitchen," he decided abruptly, and limped adfoss the hall,
using his heel for support.

Julie had only briefly entered Mrs. Evans' domahint, at night it was
warm and comfortable, the artificial light glintingn the shining
cooker and the pans hung on the wall, evidenceithtitis area at
least, Mrs. Evans was not lacking.

"There's a medical cabinet around here somewhengtfered Rhys,
opening and closing cupboard doors, unable todmgof the things
he wanted.



"Look," said Julie at last, "don't you have soneohbl of some kind?
| should have thought that you—that is—well, noemsody has a
convenient medicine chest," she finished uncomifdyta

Rhys regarded her strangely. "What has William bt&s#img you
about me?" he demanded. "What secretive little esations do you
have on those walks of yours? No wonder he wasnagé&iulcie
accompanying you. She tells tales, as I'm surevgogathered. It

would be awkward having to explain your opinionsrie, wouldn't
it?"

"You flatter yourself!" declared Julie hotly, sturgy his bitter
sarcasm. "William and | have more interesting tefit talk about
than you!"

He turned from examining the contents of a shedivalthe draining
board, and he was closer than Julie had realidesl s&pped back,
aghast at her own temerity, and her expressiorghitdus mouth into
a thin line.

"Perhaps we should conduct all our conversationsigtt, Miss
Wood. At least then | could be sure of hearinguinearnished truth!"

Julie flushed. "I'm sorry."

He shook his head angrily. "Don't be. | askediat't He turned back
to the shelf again. "There's nothing here. You 8odething to take
the splinter out with, and I'll get the alcohol.”

Julie doubted there was anything suitable here witlth to extract
glass, and the idea of using a knife did not appedler. Rhys had
gone to his study to get a bottle, and after a nmiis\desitation she
left the kitchen herself and ran upstairs to hemrdo collect her
manicure set There were some tweezers in therehwhight be

suitable, and if not, perhaps he could thifilsomething else.



Rhys was waiting in the kitchen when she returraad] his eyes
narrowed as he took in her breathless appearavdeeré have you
been?"

She showed him the manicure set, recovering rapaaigt he nodded
before asking where he should sit.

"Perhaps on the table would be best," she suggdstdangup at the
single bulb which was suspended in the middle efritom. "The
light is better there."

Rhys shrugged, and levered himself on to the sediisbrface of the
table, waiting patiently while she unstoppered blogtle of Scotch
and applied a little to a clean handkerchief she ta&en from her
pocket.

"You don't want me flat on my back, do you?" he weref, half
amused by the seriousness of her expression, dreds Jcolour
deepened again.

"If—if you could just rest your foot across yourde)" she suggested
tentatively, and obediently he complied.

She was overwhelmingly aware of his nearness, argtha bent her
head to examine the wound, the warm odour of hdybitled her
nostrils. The skin of his sole was hard as thougjtvas not unused to
going barefoot, but it was bloodstained now, arellsd to clean this
away before tackling the splinter. Her handkerchia$ soon a grimy
rag, splashed with crimson in places, and she itotokthe sink and
rinsed it thoroughly in cold water before contirgtiifhe alcohol she
applied to the cloth must have stung abominably,apart from a
certain tautness about his features, he made nardémwas an odd
sensation, touching him like this, particularlythe scarcity of their
attire made the situation that much more intimate.



The splinter was lodged in the flesh that thicketimedpad below his
toes, and because of its situation bled profuselryetime she
attempted to move it. Julie could feel her teetigatig into her lower
lip as she concentrated on the task, but a cestise of inadequacy
invaded her efforts. His skin was too tough. If sised the tweezers
and attempted to withdraw the shred of glass, uld/gsimply break
again, making its extraction that much more ditticu

"You'll have to use a knife," observed Rhys dryjlyst above her
head, and she looked up at him with startled eyes.

" What?"

"It's the only way," he told her flatly. "You're mpg to have to open it
up."

Julie looked down quickly so that he should not lseeexpression,
but a feeling of revulsion was filling her at tHeotight of using a
knife on his flesh. She couldn't do it, she thougitdly. She would
be sick !

"What's the matter?" There was a trace of irritatrohis tone now. "
shouldn't have thought you'd have experienced aains at the idea
of cutting me up. Or is the whole idea just disthdtto you?"

"That's not fair!" Julie twisted the handkerchietlween her fingers.
"I—I've never done anything like that before."

"Just think of all the occasions I've been cruelWdliam," he
remarked mockingly. "That should give you moresfattion."

She looked up at him indignantly. This dose shddcsee the length
of his thick lashes, the brown pores of his skie, ineven whiteness
of his teeth. She had been close to members ddaxsefore, but
never to one who disturbed her as this man didaiddased the most
wanton thoughts inside her, and her imaginarynskines with her



Viking were as nothing compared to the emotions sbes
experiencing now.

As if aware of her desire for contact with him,ghe out a hand, his
hard fingers closing over hers. "What's the mattelie?" he asked,
reverting to the way he had addressed her whehahsurprised him
in the halL "Are you squeamish, after all?"

"l—why—no!"

Her breathing had quickened to a considerable degné her eyes
dropped before the penetration of his. His handdihgl hers
fascinated her, lean and brown and long-fingeraahtlfy covered
with fine dark hair. She was trembling, and reafishe must be
aware of this, too, she tried to free herself.

But he would not let her go, and hardly knowing ttee was doing,
she pressed both hands to her chest His knuckles lveed against
her breast, and she quivered violently when ong forger probed
the lapels of her robe, seeking and finding thedéaed nipple
outlined against the soft material.

Then, with an impatient exclamation, he withdrew Itand, thrusting
both feet to the ground and standing up. "Go to, Jedie!" he

muttered, and she knew he was angry now, but whetitle her or

with himself she could not be sure.

"l—your foot..." she stammered helplessly, and weduced to
silence by the look in his eyes.

"l can do it," he told her, with cold emphasis. "tadbed, Julie, and
don't ever let any man do that to you again, n@sshe intends more
than a selfish experiment!"

Julie licked her dry lips, unable to leave with&mbwing the truth.
"And—and was that your intention?" she asked ungiea



«My—intention?" Rhys brushed past her to take &kinom the rack
hanging on the wall beside the cooker. It was aouszlooking

weapon, with a narrow, sharp-pointed blade. "I'man, Julie, and
for years I've been used to taking what | want whemant it. You

know—or you may have guessed, it doesn't mattectwhthat I've

lived in Africa, lived by rules you wouldn't begio understand. You
have a beautiful body, and you arouse me. Whataiotlgink my

intention was?"

Julie couldn't stop shaking. Her knees were knaglanmd she prayed
he couldn't hear them.

He halted before her, the knife hanging looselynfilmis hand. The
primitiveness of his attire combined with the da&s of his skin
reminded her of his alien background, but the adrexcitement
inside her was not motivated only by fear.

"Well?" he said grimly. "What are you waiting foBurely you've
heard enough about me by now to know that | hatle hespect for
anything or anyone."

"I've heard nothing about you," she denied swiftlyapping her robe
more closely about her.

"No? And of course, you've never speculated.” ks kwisted.
"Forgive me if | find that hard to believe."

"What am | supposed to have heard about you?"

He uttered a short laugh. "Ask Nerys. She'll beydab willing to
oblige." Then he cast a wry look towards the cgilitWhich reminds
me, she'll be wondering why I've been so long..."

Julie gulped sickeningly. His words, and the mogkgiint in his
eyes, struck through the cloak of intimacy she lbeeh consciously
weaving about them. The wind whistling outside, waamth of the



kitchen, attending to his injury—all these thingsdhbrought her
closer to him, had aroused an emotional responsehvith the cold

light of day she would despise herself for. And rnoeevhad put into
words the suspicion which she had nurtured foiptst three weeks,
and she hated him for it.

She took a jerky step backward, away from him, @rde up against
the edge of the table. "Then perhaps you shouldhgeto take the
glass out of your foot," she got out tightly.

"Nerys wouldn't soil her hands on anything so cedrke retorted
abruptly. "Oh, go away, Julie, before | change niydi

"Change your mind?"

"Yes," he muttered, through clenched teeth. "Changye mind!
About—this—"

And dropping the knife to the floor, he reachedand put his hands
on her hips, drawing her resisting body towards. him

Julie's hands against his chest were no greaeb&orovercome, and
when her thighs encountered the muscled hardnels ofier own
body betrayed her. She looked up at him througtletiheyes and
saw the darkening emotion in his eyes before histmdescended on
hers. If he had been brutal with her, she woulceHaught him all the
way, but instead his mouth moved softly and cangégiover hers.
He held her closely, his arms supporting her akness invaded her
legs and made it impossible for her to draw awdnenThe parted her
lips, and the hardness of his mouth brought an wbwarge of
sweetness flooding her being. She was drowningmsgal feeling,
vertiginous, oblivious to everything but the thingturgency that
made her cling to him, her sleeves falling backhaes bare arms
wound themselves round his neck. She knew whatvsisenviting,
but for once in her life she was without the voll the desire, to resist.



"Julie!" he groaned hoarsely, more aroused thacold cope with,
burying his face in the thickening glory of her mastroking her
shoulder laid bare by his questing hands.

To the boy standing in the doorway, his face wapale- in the
artificial light, they must have looked pagan amdredoned, intent
only on the satisfaction of their senses, entivalgpped up with one
another, uncaring who could see them.

Julie saw him first, over his father's shouldeid aomething inside
her wept for the despairing look she could sedisiface.

"William!" she gasped, when Rhys would have possdésmself of
her mouth again, and the word tore than apart riimmeughly than
any douche of cold water could have done.

Pushing her almost roughly away from him, Rhys edrrhis son's
name on his lips, but the doorway was empty. Willizad gone.

"Are you—"

"Sure? Yes, of course | am," she gulped chokirfglstening the belt
of her robe around her. "He was there 1"

"God!"

Rhys limped across the room, and she took a cadfiplecertain steps
after him. "Where are you going?"

The look he turned on her was enough, and she raduspless
gesture with her shoulders. "Your... foot..."

"To hell with my foot!" he retorted savagely, artdode out of the
room.



Back in her room, Julie climbed wearily into betdeSvas cold now,
cold and miserable, sick with the realisation ofatvBhe had done.
For there was no doubt in her mind that she had beblame—for
everything. If she had gone back to bed, either nwhest he
suggested it in the hall, or later after she hashlnable to use the
knife on his foot, none of this would have happeret now she
strained her ears to hear any sounds from Willianoxsn further
along the hall.

But outside the sea was lashing itself into a famthe rocks below,
and the crying of the wind through the eaves wasdruenough to
disguise any other sounds which might be hearde had never
listened to the forces of nature released with glemental violence,
and she buried her head under the pillows, as rabide from the
world in general as to escape the angry forceestarm.

Not that she could hide, or close her ears, tatimempt she felt for
herself and for the man who could come from one ammbed and
show himself capable of possessing another. Shaxéaer been so
close to a man before, and even now, contemptuosiseawas of her
own weaknesses, she could not completely dispetrdseherous
needs he had aroused inside her. Despite whatkivweals a modern
outlook, she was, like many girls of her age, nexperienced in the
theoretical practices of sex than the physical o8ke had not known
she could feel the way. she was feeling now, bairémembrance of
his hard body against hers could still bring adjig lethargy to her
bones.

Oh, God she thought sickly, rolling on to her stomachrying her
face in her pillows, if William had not appearedie doorway, what
might she have done..,?



The wind was abating, and the faint light of mogmmas probing her
curtains before Julie fell asleep, but then ontjully, aware that
somehow she had to get up and behave as thougimadtad

happened in a couple of hours. And not for her sdkat for

William's.

She did not dare to speculate on what his reactonast night's
scene might be. What had his father said to himatWkplanation
had he given, if any, and how could anyone excase behaviour?
What if Rhys asked her to leave? What if he deciteduld be the
best thing for all of them if he employed the ols#eyman he had
intended in the first place? Why did that prosg#icher with such

dismay? Because, in these few short weeks, shbedwad to care for
William in a way that made the idea of leaving haggin almost
impossible to contemplate.

She dressed in slim-fitting jeans that flared &t émkle and a navy
knitted shirt, and as she did so, she consideredheh she should try
to speak to William herself before breakfast Buh@ligh she went
along to his room, there was no sound from withimg she did not
have the courage to turn the handle and walk isid&s, she justified
her timidity, he could still be sleeping. He hadl l@adisturbed night,
after all.

She breakfasted alone in the dining room. Someadeswept up the
glass and nailed a board across the gaping pareh e wind had
smashed the night before. Julie wondered if Rhgsdaae it himself,
or whether .it had been Haggar who had discovéredress on his
morning rounds.

As she ate her toast and drank her coffee—she éad bnable to
face anything heavier—she tried to compose whatshdd say to
Rhys when she saw him again. She wondered whaamigbn he
had given Nerys when he finally returned' to had this, more than
anything else, made Julie face facts. Somehow ati¢dshow Rhys



that what had happened between them meant nothihgrt that it
would never happen again—and later, convince Whillad the same.

The library was deserted when she positioned Heasdler desk at
nine o'clock, and despite the heat of the fire WiHaggar had laid for
them, a clammy chill descended upon her. Rhys hadya been
there before her, had always been waiting for Imeher arrival. His
absence put the spectre of her dismissal morelghatp focus.

Refusing to accept that possibility, she honedoeecils to a sharper
point, and opened her notebook in readiness. Tsihnp@e. Perhaps
he had gone to see William. Or perhaps he wasasthl Nerys...

Getting up from her chair, she moved across towlimelows. The
aftermath of the storm had left the grounds aratmedchouse littered
with broken twigs and branches, leaves spreacbkéetti across the
grass. The sea this morning was a slate grey oucdlate grey...

She turned round abruptly, and as she did so, dloe abened and
Rhys himself came into the library.

Immediately Julie wished she was sitting down dosagnething,

anything,rather than appear anxious at his nonappeararsteat of
which, she stood uncertainly in the window recessting for him to

say the words of dismissal she had convinced Haveeé inevitable.
In black suede pants, and a black silk shirt, he tree sombre
countenance of an executioner, and she could Hevbehe had
anything good to say to her. But he was no lesadive than he had
been the night before, and she wondered how Nerykl dope to

hold a man like him without even the frail obligatiof a wedding
ring.

"I'm late," he said, non-committally, walking towlarthe desk. "I'm
sorry; but | had to ring the glazier to come artdrat to that pane of
glass in the dining-room."



Julie's breath escaped noisily, and recoveringelfeshe walked
quickly to her chair and sat down. "That's all tjjlshe managed
huskily, picking up her pad.

Rhys regarded her beat head for a few momentstheamdhe said,
half angrily: "I have no intention of apologisinghu know."

Julie's head jerked up, her cheeks crimson. "l meuggested you
should."

"And you're not about to offer me your resignation?
Julie drew a trembling breath. "Is that what yount?a

His eyes narrowed. "No." He .paused. "I have noplamts about
your work."

"Thai—then shall we get on?"

He sighed. "Very well." Another pause. "It won'pipan again."
"No."

"You appreciate that?"

"Of course." Julie found there was a definite aghthe back of her
throat now, and her eyes felt absurdly tight. "Is—lvas William all
right?"

"Only time will tell," he replied quietly. "So wétontinue, shall we?
| want to change the last two pages of typescioi't like that scene
with Harriman."

Julie determinedly put her own feelings aside, emadcentrated all
her attention on the novel, and when Nerys inteéediphem almost
two hours later, they were both engrossed withatlmt.



"Rhys!" she called, from the doorway. "The glazdrére. Will you
speak to him?"

Uttering an oath which only Julie overheard, Rhyew down the
fountain pen he had been twisting between his fsge he dictated,
and strode irritably towards the door.

"Where is he?"

“In the dining room, darling. His name's MereditGavin
Meredith—"

"l know what his name is, Nerys," retorted Rhysrlipand passed
her without another word.

After he had gone, Nerys lingered in the doorwaysing her dark
eyebrows at Julie. "I wonder why he's in such a bawbd this
morning,” she murmured interrogatively.

"l don't know..." Julie wished she would go.

"That was quite a steam we had last night, wasi'tNerys persisted
softly. "Annoying about the dining room window. Dibu hear
anything, Miss Wood?"

Julie looked down at her notepad, pretending torecor her
shorthand. "I heard the window break, yes," she. sai

"It must have been quite eerie," Nerys mused ththuliy “I'm glad |
don't sleep at that side of the house." She pau%$¥dliam was
disturbed, too, you know. Rhys had to go down andstigate."

So that was what he had told hédlie despised him for using his sot
in that way.



"l—storms don't bother me," she said at last, sealithat Nerys was
waiting for her to say something.

"Well, |1 don't like them," said Nerys, wrinkling hesmall nose.
"Broken windows, broken glass! It's dangerous! tttd Dulcie to be
sure and keep her shoes on today. Rhys got sos®iglais foot last
night, when he came down to investigate the crash."”

Julie wished Nerys would shut up. She didn't wanbé reminded
about last night. She didn't want to wonder whetlerys was not
simply playing with her, taunting her, knowing tineth of what had
happened. What if Rhys had told her? What if heldragged that she
had practically thrown herself into his arms? Wifathey had
laughed about it together?

"Glass can be dangerous," Nerys was saying nowggatahad to get
it out for him with a knife this morning. | couldiiave done it? Could
you?"

Julie shook her head, and at that moment, Rhysccdlér. "Miss
Woodl Miss Wood! Can you come here for a minute?"

Breathing a sigh of relief, Julie got to her feetldurried out of the
room, passing Nerys with a slight smile. Somehdw, did not think
Nerys did know the trutbf what had happened the night before, b
she was astute enough to realise that it was monhoeivable that
Julie might have gone to investigate the crash,$be was probing,
that was all, satisfying herself that what Rhys twdd her was true.

Rhys was standing in the dining room with a tai-fheaded young
man, dressed in a denim shirt and jeans, a patigdader jacket
hanging from his shoulders. The stranger looket ewvident interest
at Julie, and she liked his square, good-lookirug féhe twinkle in
eyes as clear and blue as the sea on a sunny day.



"Gavin Meredith," said Rhys abruptly, interceptitiieir smiling
exchange. "My secretary, Miss Wood."

"Julie Wood," said Julie determinedly, and Gavgria deepened.
"Hello, Julie."

Rhys's expression hardened. "When you've finishath whe
pleasantries, I'd like you to go and tell Mrs. Evémat there'll be one
extra for lunch. | want—him to go over all the wavas while he's
here and check for possible weaknesses. | don't avegpetition of
what happened last night"

Julie's eyes encountered the cold greyness cahtsshe nodded her
head. "Yes, Mr. Edwards."

Her deliberately formal use of his name set himrafsfam herself

and the young glazier, but she couldn't stop hierdékr her recent
conversation with Nerys, she felt raw and vulnezabhd for some
reason she had to prove to herself that he wassotdifferent as he
seemed. But she aroused no reaction that she sealdand with a
feeling of impotency, she left them.

When she came back, Rhys had disappeared, and Gewyn

Meredith was crouched on his haunches, taking mai®f a canvas
holdall. He grinned when he saw her, however, anaightening

said:

"l haven't seen you here before."

The desire to be friendly had dissipated somewbatthat Rhys was
not there to bait, but Julie was seldom impolited ahe said now:
"No. I've only been working here a few weeks."



"l haven't seen you about the village either," &iel,shis accent soft
and lilting, making his voice a pleasure to listenThere were no
undercurrents here, and Julie found herself regaxin

"Actually, | haven't been into the village yet,"esbonfessed, and as
she did so realised that since coming to Devil'siMpshe had had
neither the time nor the inclination to do so.

"Don't you have any time off?" he exclaimed, sheddnis leather
jacket, and she shrugged.

"l suppose | do. But there isn't a lot to do arobece, is there?"

“There is if you know where to look for it," he teul, his eyes
frankly admiring. "I've got a motor-bike. Would y@ome out with
me some time?"

"You don't waste any time, do you?" she laugheelirfg the tension
of the last few hours seeping away from her.

"No." He looked at her steadily. "I may not get t®s chance for
months."

"Then I'll have to break another window, won't IS8tie teased,
enjoying the exchange.

"No need to do anything so drastic." Gavin was vaig her closely.
"My number's in the book. There are telephones, lzgen't there?"

"l suppose so."

Julie smiled. All her life she had been used tosbwying to make
dates with her. Some she had accepted, some simtkdavas not a
unique situation. What was unique was the reatigatiat suddenly
he seemed so young, so immature. A boy insteadrafra



"How much longer do you intend to be, Miss Wood?"

Rhys's cold voice from just behind her brought thi tension
flooding back again, and the eyes she turned téahes were frankly
anxious.

"I'm sorry,” she murmured inadequately, and Gaumméd back to
his bag of tools.

But as she followed Rhys into the library, she wasscious of
Gavin's eyes following her.



CHAPTER EIGHT

JULIE's first intimation that all was not well between &&f and
William came at lunchtime.

Since his recovery, he had usually come to thexdiroom to take his
lunch. Most days, Nerys and Dulcie joined them,,t@nd

occasionally Rhys, although often he satisfied bimsvith a

sandwich taken in his study. But today only Dulciene to sit with
Julie at the long dining table, and the absencar@ybne else left
neither of them with much choice but to talk to amether.

Since the incident with the shells, Dulcie had bperceptibly less
hostile towards both Julie and William, keeping otitheir way as
much as possible, and indicating by her frequenhapges at the
weather that she was expecting Julie to take upph@mise of
allowing Dulcie to accompany her ¢ and William bteit next outing.

When it became apparent that no one else was dgoifmn them,

Julie suggested that they should begin. Mrs. Evenasleft a steak
and kidney pie in the middle of the table, and $lkeving dishes
around contained potatoes and other vegetablexieDalade no
demur when a plate of the delicious smelling pis wat in front of

her, and she helped herself to peas and carrots.

"Mummy's gone to Llantreath," she volunteered, whitey were
eating, although truth to tell Julie was not pauacly hungry. "Have
you been there?"

Julie shook her head. "No. Have you?" Her resparaseautomatic,
her thoughts with William, wherever he might be.

"Only once." Dulcie was unaware of any abnormaltthe situation.
"But | couldn't go today. Mummy's going to the llagssers, and |
hate waiting around for her."



Julie heard her last few words and hoped a noddwsuffice in reply.
She was not really listening to her, but she coultip thinking how
much more this conversation would have meant ifisvi had been
there, too, to hear it.

"The rain's stopped,” Dulcie said, a few momentsr]aobviously
getting round to the point of this attempt at arbility. "Will you and
William he going for a walk this afternoon?"

The unconscious appeal in her voice got througbutee, and she
endeavoured to respond to it. After all, it was Datcie's fault this
time that William had been hurt, and just becailmevgas all mixed
up inside there was no reason to go back on het teathe child.

"l...we might be," she managed at last, and Dul@gés brightened.
"Can | come?"

Julie sighed. Then she nodded. "l don't see whyRratviding your
mother doesn't object.”

"Oh, Uncle Rhys spoke to Mummy. She won't mindjd daulcie
confidently. She paused. "But where is William?'$@uaion clouded
her expression. "He hasn't gone with Mummy and &idtys, has
he?"

Julie's lips parted. "l—Uncle—Rhys—has gone with uryo
—mummy?"

"To Lkntreath. Yes, | told you." Dulcie was sulky.

Julie put down her knife and fork. "Well, perhapdldm has gone
with them, after all." But she didn't really beleeit.

"He wouldn't! Dulcie pursed her lips petulantlyUricle Rhys
Wouldn't take William and not me!"



"But you just said that your mother was going t® llairdressers and
you didn't like hanging about, waiting for her,"ip@d opt Julie
patiently.

"l know, | know. Because Uncle Rhys said he hadesbmsiness to
attend to and wouldn't have time to look after Bt if William's
gone, he won't be waiting at the hairdressers,heff"

"Your Uncle Rhys is William's father, Dulcie," saillilie quietly.
"Don't you think they deserve some time alone togét’

Dulcie's knife scraped nerve-rackingly across leiep"Why? Why?
| don't even have a daddy."

"William doesn't have a mummy," Julie reminded siadily. "I'm
sure William wouldn't mind you sharing his daddyt lyou try to
monopolise him."

"Mono—mop—what does that mean?"

Julie half smiled at her futile attempts to saywed. "Monopolise?
It means to—be selfish with, to keep for yoursefithout allowing
anyone else to share."

"Uncle Rhys doesn't love William."
"You don't know that"

"l do, I. do!" Dulcie pushed out her chin. "He'svays grumbling
about him and saying that he should be in school."

"That doesn't mean he doesn't love him!"

Dulcie regarded her sourly. "Uncle Rhys doesn'tteaygs like that
to me."



"Because you're so much younger, Dulcie. You'k atiittle girl.
William is a teenager. Naturally, his father trefaits differently, but
that doesn't mean he thinks any the less of hintaDfse he thinks
that William should be in school Because he wamtsth get a good
education, maybe even go to university, have tlaoh of a good
career. It's because he cares for him that heaggty with him, don't
you see?"

Dulcie absorbed this with evident reluctance. "Wbluhraiy said
Uncle Rhys had no time for William. She said heyagot him out of
the home because William's mummy might have troedet money
out of him later on."

Julie was horrified at the child's grasp of thaation. She must have
been told this, or heard it, many times for heetote it so accurately.
Poor William! Poor Dulcie!

"Well, perhaps Mummy made a mistake," she comfdhedittle girl
now. "People do, you know, even mummies."

Dulcie hunched her small shoulders. "Why did mydjakdave to get
killed?" she muttered tearfully. "I want my daddy!"

Julie quickly removed the dinner plates and opensdrving dish to
display a cream-covered trifle. "Oh, look!" she lakxoed, with
deliberate emphasis. "Fruit and jelly and sponge@eam . . . and
lots and lots of hundreds and thousands on thé top!

Dulcie looked up, the uncertain tears drying on tieeks. "It's a
trifle!" she said, her chin still wobbling, and idufeigned surprise.

"Is it? Is that what it is?"
Dukie looked at her suspiciously. "You know it is."

"Do 1?"



"You must have seen a trifle before."

Julie gave a mock frown. "Yes, | suppose | must, @&ill, what do
we do with it?"

Dulcie's mouth twitched, and Julie saw to her fehat she seemed
to be getting over her tears. "We eat it," sheréasdenow, and Julie
acknowledged this with a solemn nod.

"But | couldn't possibly eat all that," she exclamh and Dulcie's
smile appeared.

"You don't,” she said, entering into the spiritleé game. "You spoon
it out into a dish."

"Show me," said Julie, indicating the serving spaord kneeling up
on her chair, Dulcie complied.

It was obvious from the amount of trifle which eddep on the
tablecloth that Dulcie had seldom, if ever, donis gort of thing
before, but there was nothing more satisfying¢bibl than plunging
about in a dish of jelly, and Julie hoped Mrs. Es/auould forgive her
for the mess.

By the time they had eaten their trifle, it wastgquate, and although
Julie had intended to go and see if she could William before
beginning the afternoon's typing session, she ddcathe could not
spare the time right now. She was afraid that Rhigiht arrive back
from Llantreath and find his typescript only halighed, and then,
no doubt, he would assume that she had been wasikimg time
talking to Gavin Meredith.

Thinking of the young glazier, she glanced towadhgswindows, but
the pane of glass had already been replaced, and thas little
evidence now that it had ever been broken.



Dulcie accompanied her to the library, and sto@idlon one leg as
Julie opened the door to go into the room.

"Will you—I mean, are you—going for a walk?" sheked
awkwardly.

“Later, you mean?" said Julie.
"WeU—yes."

"If it stays fine," Julie agreed doubtfully, wondwey exactly what she
was letting herself in for. If William had gone litantreath with his
father and his aunt, what reaction would he hawdut®'s making a
friend of his cousin, particularly in his absengefl if he hadn't gone
to Llantreath....

"What time shall | be ready?" asked Dulcie exciedhd Julie thrust
her doubts aside. It was not in her nature to li@&drto anyone, least
of all a child.

"l should be finished by about half past threeg shid, and Dulcie
wait skipping away, obviously delighted at the ymeoted treat.

As it happened, Julie was finished typing soonrdfieee. The delay

in starting that morning, Rhys's desire to altecane she had typed
the previous day, plus the interruption causedhieygiazier, had all

contributed to a briefer output, and consequently sompleted

transcribing her notes in record time.

Leaving the library, she made her way to the kitglaad found Mrs.
Evans seated comfortably in her armchair by tleg firinking tea and
talking to the young glazier who was perched faarlii on the edge
of the table, a mug of tea steagnin his hand, too. They both lookec
surprised at Julie's intrusion, and Mrs. Evansugatut of her chair to
say: "Is there something | can get you, miss?"



Julie, conscious of Gavin Meredith's blue eyes ulpen felt rather
uncomfortable. Smiling apologetically, she saidictually, Mrs.

Evans, | just wanted to ask you if you knew whetvdtiam went to

Llantreath with his father."

Mrs. Evans shook her head. "Oh, no, miss. Williaamrtt gone out,
not that | know of. | took him his lunch up at abbalf past twelve,
and Mr. Edwards had already left then."

"l see." Inwardly Julie trembled. She had suspetheq of course,
but she had hoped. ... "Well—thank you, Mrs. Evans.

"Will you stay and have a cup of tea now you'reehaniss?"
suggested the housekeeper amicably. "It's no tedubl

"Oh, no. Thank you again." Julie shook her head,vaas aware that
Gavin's eyes had never left her face although sltedeliberately
avoided looking at him.

"Dulcie tells me you're taking her walking thisaaftoon," said Mrs.
Evans, as Julie walked towards the door.

"Yes." Julie half turned.

"Shelf enjoy that," went on the housekeeper, andrGslid off the
table and placed his empty mug on the drainingdoar

"Who wouldn't?" he commented teasingly, and Mrsaris/«chuckled'
She, at least, seemed to have accepted Julieenpees the house.

Julie escaped into the hall, her cheeks ratheramat,then, without
waiting for the impulse to be blunted, she ran klyicp the stairs.
William's door was tightly closed, but taking a pdelereath, she
knocked at the panels and without waiting for dyeppened it and
went in.



William tinned from his labours at a table in thimdow recess where
he was assembling a model aeroplane. He staredsaatrdulie with

hostile eyes, and if she had harboured any doudastdiis feelings

towards her, they were clarified in that moment.

"You have no right to come in here uninvited," leeldred, his thin
body taut within the polo-necked sweater and jéanwas wearing.

Julie closed the door and leaned back againsHavén't 1?" She
paused. "Why didn't you come down to lunch, Willi&m

"l wasn't hungry."

"That's not true. Mrs. Evans told me she'd broughir lunch up
here."

"Oh, | see. You've been checking up on me."

Julie expelled her breath impatiently. "Don't b#ysiWilliam. |
wanted to know where you were. | thought you miggate gone to
Llantreath with your father."

"He told you he was going to ask me then? ThatréguWhat was
it—your idea or his?"

Julie gasped. "I don't know what you're talking @bddut | gather
your father did ask you to go with him then."

William folded his arms. "Does that surprise you8houldn't. It was
intended as a bribe—to ensure my silence about Wwisaiv last
night."

"WUlumr'

He had the grace to colour then. "Well," he muttetefensively; "It's
true."



"You don't know that!"

"Don't 1?" In his bitterness, he was incrediblyelikis father. "Well,
why did he invite me, then?"

"As your aunt was going along, too, | hardly thinwas the action of
someone wanting to hide something, do you? If he th@ man
you're saying he is, surely he'd avoid throwing woal Ner—Lady
Llantreath together!"

William's brow furrowed. "Was Nerys going along?é idhrugged,
and threw off his momentary doubt. "Oh, well, he'dw | wouldn't
say anything."

“Then, by your criterion, why ask you, then?"

William's lips worked silently for a moment, thea kaid: "That still
doesn't give you the right to come bursting in h&kat do you
want? I'm busy."

Julie straightened away from the door, refusingealeterred by his
insolence. "Are you coming for a walk?" she askattty, and his
eyes flickered half remorsefully over her straifeatures.

“No. I've told you, I'm busy."
Julie sighed. "William, this is silly—"
"Is it?"

"Yes." She linked her fingers together. "Look, wylbu let me
explain—"

"No!" He almost shouted the word. "Go away! | don't wartalk to
you."



Julie took an involuntary step towards him, andhtbieeling herself,
she halted. "Very well. If you insist oh behaviilgela baby, don't be
disappointed if people treat you like one."

"A baby?" William was cynical. "I wish | was, do ydnow that? |
wish | didn't understand—"

"You don't!"

"l understand that my father only has to snap imgefrs for every
female to jump to his bidding!"

Julie gasped. "It wasn't like that."
"Wasn't it? It looked like that to me."

"I know what it must have looked like to you, but-elly | was to
blame, not him."

"Do you think that makes me feel any better?"

Julie made a helpless gesture. "I thought it migttese things
happen, William. When you get a bit older, youtiderstand. Men
and women—they often do things that seem incommshie to a
boy of your age." She hesitated. "It won't happgaira”

"How do you know that?"
"I won't let it."

"You didn't seem to be objecting," he muttereda itortured voice,
and suddenly she understood something much moreriamt. He
was jealous! William was jealous. But not, as shd thought, of
her—but of his father!



"Oh, William!" she exclaimed, her heart reachind tmuhim as she
stepped forward, but now he backed away from her.

"Leave me alone," he implored huskily. "I—I just ntao be left
alone."

"William, come for a walk."
"With you?"

"Of course with me." Julie held out her hand. "D@top being my
friend."

William licked his lips, his eyes guarded, the eolm his pale cheeks
eloquent of his upheaval. His eyes were on her, facel she
wondered why she had never suspected his partiatityer company
before. Perhaps because she had never seen Willidhat light,
never realised that he was old enough to experiecérst painful
pangs of pubescent emotion. A sympathetic feelifgalmost
maternal fondness spread over her as she retunsestdre, but
common sense was warning her that to show hertafifetor him
now might well precipitate a situation more compiean any she had
thus far encountered.

Now William bent his head, scuffing his toe agaitis¢ carpet.
"Dulcie came up here," he muttered, in a low td&&e told me you
and she were going walking together. | believed harsorry, Julie."

An awful feeling of anti-climax replaced Julie'srlesa elation.
"Dulcie—told you that?"

"Yes. She was bragging about it, saying you'd @d/her to join you.
[—was—mad!"

"Oh, Wittiam!" Julie's arms swung frustratedly at her sides. Véha
hopelessly insecure child he was! And now she weasggio have to



disillusion him again. "William, Dulcie asked mesiiie could join us.
|—I said yes."

He looked up, all the old distrust back in his fd&ad you?"

"Yes." She sighed, trying to find words to justifgrself. "William, |
had promised. You know | had."

"Nerys absolved you of that!"

"No, she didn't. William, can't you see, Dulcie ibke she is,
because she's as insecure as—"

She broke off, but he was astute enough to gueas stle had been
about to say. "As insecure as | am?" he querigdrlyit "Don't deny
it. | know that was what you were about to say. Webw | know
where | stand, don't 1?"

"William—"

"Don't say any more. | don't need it, Julie. | do@ed your pity. |
don't need anyone."

"William, listen to me—"
"l think you've said enough."

He was absurdly adult, and she longed to gatheritionher arms
and comfort him as she knew she could. But thatdvaean another
situation entirely, and one which even she daredniiiate. With a

feeling of defeat, she turned towards the doorrdes nothing she
could say at the moment which would not sound pig&onage to his
ears.

As she reached for the handle of the door, his svedote an actual
pain in her chest: "Enjoy your walk, Miss Wood!"



CHAPTER NINE

IN fact, Julie did gain a certain release in simpytigg out of the
house. For days she had been confined, and it aed @ free her
hair from all constraint and allow the lingeringebee to tangle its
silky length as she and Dulcie scrambled down tifiepath to the

beach. It was fresh and invigorating down on theksp feeling the
salty spray in their faces, wild and free by thersk of the ocean.
Dulcie loved it, and for the moment Julie refrairiemm chiding her

for taunting William. Her own emotions were stdiot shaken to take
any more excitement.

So she gathered shells, played ducks and drakediatistones, and
pointed out the underwater life visible in the rqudols, for Dulcie's
benefit. In jeans and Wellingtons and her warm aatke little girl
had never looked more animated, and Julie wishetiavki could
have been there to share it, too.

As they walked back to the house, their pocketk dfithe sea's
bounty, Julie casually mentioned Dulcie's behavidawards
William. Without arousing any antagonism, she eixmd that if
Dulcie wanted to share in any more outings, shelshwot indulge in
petty spitefulness. Because of her, she said, &llhad been denied
this outing, but in future if would be Dulcie helfsgho was denied if
she persisted in trying to score off her cousin.

Dulcie was surprisingly acquiescent, but Julie gadsthat with the
least provocation that would not last. Nevertheldssfirst seeds of a
nicer child had been sown, and maybe they wouldteredly take
root.

Back at the house, Rhys and Nerys had obviouslynedl.

There were boxes bearing the name of some Llahtstate in the
hall, and the scent of expensive perfume, and Jubiedered with



uncharacteristic cynicism whether her employer baen placating
Nerys for his tardy behaviour of the night before.

She looked into the living room, half hoping thatlli&m might be
there, but although he was not, the tea trolley,\aad the smell of
hot scones after the chilly air outside was venyadizing.

Dulcie had scampered off in search of her motregeeto show her
what shells they had found, and with the feelingeykction she had
felt earlier sweeping over her again, Julie wetd e living room
and closed the door.

The heavy chesterfield was set squarely beforéréyeand shedding
her coat, she went to sit down. The room was shadothe firelight,
and she was ludicrously startled when the unseeupant of the sofa
suddenly got up from his lounging position. It wRlys, and Julie
stepped back, her heart thumping.

"I'm sorry | startled you," he said, reaching floe switch of a nearby
standard lamp, and flooding their small area witramber glow. "It
was not intentional."

"Th—that's all right." Julie wrapped her arms abdwrself.
"l—we—the trolley—"

"I know. You and William usually have tea togethetis tone was
coolly controlled, totally different from Julie'sibky breathlessness.
"It's William, actually, that | wanted to speakytou about"

"I—I thought he might be here."
"Did you? But he didn't accompany you on your walk.
"No."

"Dulcie did, though."



"Yes." Julie was defensive, but he shrugged.
"Won't you sit down?" He indicated the chesterfield

Julie subsided gratefully, and after a moment héesehimself beside
her, leaving the space of a cushion between thenarélw the trolley
nearer, and at his silent suggestion, Julie toak oihthe scones,
munching its crispy lightness with more determiomti than
enthusiasm. Rhys ate nothing, she noticed, butchpalir himself a
cup of tea, adding milk and two teaspoonsful ofasug

"I've spoken to William since | got back," he satdast.

As he didn't elucidate, Julie volunteered that Iste spoken to him,
too.

"l know." He replaced his cup carefully in the sawuclThen: "You
know what's wrong with him, don't you?"

Julie's cheeks burned. "He—he's upset. After whatat\we saw last
night."

"It's more than that." Rhys spoke flatly. "Williatnas always
regarded you as more his property than mine. Light was an art of
treachery, a—betrayal, if you like."

"I've told him it won't happen again!"

"Have you?" Rhys regarded her dourly. "And can gewabsolutely
sure of that?"

Julie almost choked on the final piece of scond,sdre snatched up a
napkin, hiding her face in its folds.. "l think $she answered in a
muffled voice.



Rhys' mouth turned down at the corners. "Forgiveaffnéan wrong,
but were you, or were you not, making arrangemeatsneet
Meredith this morning?"

Julie loved the way he said Meredith, with the eagih on the
second syllable, but she resented his interference.

"l was just talking to him," she denied hotly. thay have slipped
your notice, but | have not had any free time sinc@me here."

Rhys' grey eyes gave nothing away. "You're sayiagd ftm working
you too hard?"

"I—no, not exactly."
"What are you saying, then?"

Julie bent her head. She was being unfair, andrséwe it Her hours
were not arduous, and certainly time did not haagvily on her
hands. What she was talking about was the timgawe to William,
and until now she had never complained about that.

"What you do in those hours when | am not employiag is your
concern, Miss Wood," went on Rhys relentlessly, dntle felt
small—and mean. "If you have been giving more tiongy son than
you feel justified in doing, then | suggest you tige opportunity to
make the break."

"What opportunity?"

Julie looked up at him apprehensively, but her sihmmuscles
tightened at the tenseness of his expression.

"The boy's in love with you!" he muttered harsHlinging himself
off the couch, and pacing to the windows. "Donétend you're not
aware of it."



Julie got unsteadily to her feet, unable to sii stnder such an
accusation. "You're blaming me?"

Rhys turned back to her grimly, and for a momes#yes bored into
hers. Then, with characteristic honesty, he shasléad. "No," he

said heavily. "No, | guess not. But that doesmédrdhe situation, does
it?"

Julie made a negative gesture. "I'm sorry."

Rhys nodded impatiently. "Yes. So'm I." He sigh&b what am |
going to do?"

Julie felt side, the smell of the scones no lorageappetizing one.
"You could—ask me to leave," she ventured quietly.

"l know." Rhys walked back to the hearth and stetating into the
fire, a certain weariness evident in the way he edowand Julie
wondered why both the Edwards, man and boy, shmeilchpable of
moving her so swiftly to compassion. "l have coesadl that."

"A—and?" The word was scarcely audible.

"I don't think that's the answer." Julie was ovegimied by the
feeling of weak relief which flooded her lower lisiat his words.
"Besides," he went on, "we work well together. Amdbn't want to
have to ask Thomas to advertise all over again.'phigsed. "You
don't want to leave, do you?"

Something warned Julie that this was the moment h&ttk been
waiting for. How simple it would be to tell hiryes,she had had
enough, she wanted to leave.... But she couldnit &md the agony
of it was, it wasn't just for William's sake thakeswanted to stay!

"l—what if | said | did?" she countered, playing fone.



His expression darkened. "Do you?"
"l asked you a question."

He kicked a smouldering log further into the flam®&sou're not a
prisoner here."

Julie shifted from one foot to the other. "But i@t at all like—like
anyone would be led to believe."

"What do you mean?" He looked at her broodingly.
"The—the advertisement—it was misleading."

"I didn't write it," Thomas did. My solicitor. Henew | wanted
someone competent rather than decorative."

"But surely—the wording—it was more likely to attta—"

"Thomas is used to dealing with people. | reliedhan to separate
the sensation-seekers from the rest. All thosetdrirewed were
extremely competent.”

Julie linked and unlinked her fingers. "But you &ato admit,
this—this is hardly the home of a wealthy man."

"You don't like it?"
"l didn't say that. Yoknowwhat | mean."

Rhys hesitated for a moment, and then with a shragsaid: "My
brother never used this place. He preferred toiMeondon. When
I—when he died, | decided to live here. | realtsgeleds a lot doing to
it, and right now we need someone to help Mrs. Bvaith the
housekeeping, but | have ideas for renovation. Bpirty that the



advance my publishers have promised me will go sevag to
accomplishing my plans.”

"But—but—" Julie was at a loss for words. How t&k aghat had
happened to the inheritance his brother's death haise brought
him?

As if aware of her thoughts, his expression grevsiner. "I do not
intend to use my brother's money, Miss Wood, evdagally it's
mine. Obviously, you are aware of his identity. Hmer, villain
though | may seem, | do have my pride. Richard'seyavill remain
intact until Dulcie is of an age to appreciatéds.for myself, I'm not
quite destitute. | do have a little money of my oBat this house was
my home— | love it, and | intend to keep it."

Julie felt as if she had intruded into some privgteef. "l— |
understand," she murmured, and in some way, she did

Now, as though regretting his moment of confidenige, said
roughly: "You, least of all the applicants, showaloimplain of the
conditions here. You came to that interview expgct number of
things which you were told had been lies. Yet yarsted in
accepting the position."

"It—it must have been galling for you to have teeuat me."
His lips twisted. "Are you looking for complimentdjss Wood?"

Her nails dug into her palms. "No." She held uphfed. "And—and
I'll stay."

For a moment, a strange expression crossed his saftening its
lean contourshringing a certain brilliance to his eyes, and kiezes
trembled violently. She teas madshe thought wildly, as he
acknowledged her acquiescence with an inclinatibrhis head.



There was going to be nothing but trouble for rerehand she was a
fool for not recognising it.

"Very well," he said now, gesturing towards the douagain.
"Please—sit down. You haven't finished your tea."

Julie sank down obediently on to the chesterfigldre than glad to
take her weight off uncertain legs. Rhys did nodswn, however,
but remained standing on the hearth, staring imkdfite once more,
as if for inspiration.

“Tell me," he said at last, "has William ever talke you about his
mother?"

Julie shook her head. "We don't discuss—ypersopaiso

"Your idea, | gather. William, I'm sure, would beuah less

circumspect.” Julie said nothing and he went oerliBps that's what
he needs. The maternal influence—as opposed toxwalsene,

hmm?"

Julie could feel a cold hand squeezing her stomatiat was coming
now? Was he about to tell her that he had decidegkt married?
That he had asked Nerys to be his wife?

"Well?" he prompted. "Have you nothing to say fouyself?"
Julie shook her bead. "It's—it's not my affair—"

"Isn't it? Don't you know that in all the best stgr this is my cue to
ask you to marry me? Albeit in name only?"

Julie gasped, her teacup clattering into its saWete-eyed, she got
to her feet, and encountered his sardonic stare.



"Relax!"-he advised her, his voice cooler than befdl don't have
that kind of self-constraint. If | married you, yawuld not be able to
keep me out of your bed!"

The mockery in his tone was doubly hurtful in herddenly
vulnerable condition. Pressing her palms togetsiee, said: "I think
this conversation has gone far enough, Mr. Edwdirssorry about
William, but | think you'll find that, given timeje'll get over any
infatuation he has for me,"” and she moved pointéaiyards the
door.

"I'm delighted to hear you say so." The mockery wadicious now.
"That's right. Run away, Miss Wood. Forgive me,mf words
offended you. I'd forgotten—I was treating you asadult!"

The rain returned during the following days, ana@lirhonesty Julie
could not say she was sorry. It meant that shengaput into the
position of having to substitute Dulcie's compaory/\William's, even
though the extra hours spent alone in her roontdeftmuch time for
thought.

William himself remained aloof from the normal worgs of the
household, but the fleeting glimpses she had of t@vealed dark
lines around his eyes, and a certain haggardnelss iaxpression.
She longed to be able to comfort him, but he awbiber eyes,
seemingly determined to shun her companionship.

At least working with Rhys provided some sort ofestcape. On the
morning after his trip with Nerys into Llantreaghe discovered he
had replaced the old chair she had been usingaviitack leather
office chair with a revolving seat, and the knovgedhat he had not
forgotten his promise brought a momentary sengeabth pride.



And working on the book had its compensations. &sggd in the
labyrinthine intricacies of the novel, Rhys becaygain the stranger
he had once been, impersonal and detached, intdptom the
satisfaction of his readers. The story had progeeshrough the
horrors of an African militargoupand its attendant complications, tc
the even more complicated power struggles goingoemnd the
faceless masks of government. Here were all thiy pgtigues she
had read about in newspapers, the back-slappingcergty of
opposing factions, the creeping destruction of wgaron in high
places. Julie, whose reading had been limited tgaziaes and
historical novels, found it completely riveting, carwas always
reluctant to call a halt for the day. The story wasmoving along so
quickly at the moment, there were lots of wordslsie to ask him to
spell out for her, and places in the narrative wHeinys himself was
not satisfied with its development. It was likerigepresent at a birth,
she thought in one of her more imaginative mood&uly creative
experience.

Since coming to Devil's Mount, she had managectogcouple of
reassuring letters to her mother, which Rhys heaalt deith along

with his own mail. But one afternoon, finishing tigping earlier than
usual, and with another letter waiting to be posfedie decided to
walk down to the village and post it herself. Stiklsad not seen the
village, other than that brief glimpse she had badthe night of
arrival, and it seemed ridiculous not to take tpportunity to stock
up on a few small personal items she was also ngedi

It was not a pleasant afternoon. Throughout thetbegse had been
squally showers, but now a fine mist was settlimgrahe headland.
But it was not sufficient to deter her, particwaak it was only three
o'clock, and still light enough to see her way ¢hand back.

She put on her long boots, pulled on her tweed cmad
marathon-length scarf over her working skirt anceater, and let
herself out of the house. She realised it was et the first time



she had been out alone since coming to Devil's M@ certainly
the first time she had left the grounds.

Winding her long scarf about her neck, she trangmgin the drive,

pushing her mittened hands into her pockets faraexarmth. The

gravel crunched under her feet, and beyond thee gjateway, the
road wound desolately over the headland, makingatvere of her

isolation in this curiously silent, world. The miseemed to have
muted even the sounds of the sea, and it was obd teithout the

wind which for days had been shrieking round theso

A bend in the road brought her in sight of theag#, its roofs all one
with the greyness of the small harbour below he &ould see the
spire of the church, and the cottages clusteredtahe square, and
unknowingly, her footsteps quickened. She came ddwvensteep
incline into the village, passing few people on Wawy, but aware of
the speculative glances of those she did see.dgatiramwere obviously
a novelty this late in the season.

The cobbled square was enclosed by the commereialipes of the
village, two public houses, a general dealers, kets and a post
office. There were few people about here eithebably preferring

the warmth of their firesides on this bleak Novemdifgernoon.

Julie decided to post her letter first, and as Ish@n't any stamps,
went into the small post office. Two women werekitag to the
postmistress when she entered, but. their voiesalvay as they all
turned to look at the newcomer. Remembering whdtiamM had
said, Julie expected to see hostility in their fateit all that was there
was mild curiosity.

Approaching the counter, she waited for them to mete their
business, but one of the women pulled the othateasind said:
"That's all right. We're in no hurry."



Julie smiled and asked the plump postmistressdioresstamps. She
was conscious of the other women watching her, kieweand

feeling obliged to say something, murmured: "lt'migerable day,
isn't it?"

"Miserable," agreed the woman who had spoken fiiss been a
miserable week."

"Miserable," agreed the second woman, and everpadisémistress
echoed her sentiments.

Julie hid a smile. They were like a trio of parrots

"You're a stranger in Abernarth?" suggested thé& sgdpointed
spokeswoman of the group.

Julie had been expecting this. "Yes." She paud&d.secretary to
Mr. Rhys Edwards."

"At Devil's Mount?" exclaimed the second woman. &fiéi"

Julie tore off one of the stamps and stuck it onléier. They were
still watching her, and it was difficult not to furde over her task. But
she got the stamp stuck on, and put the rest af théner purse.

"Don't you find it lonely up there?" The first wom&ad definitely
more determination than the others. "The house emasty for so
many years. Not good enough for the last owner jpstieve. | heard
a rumour it was going to be sold."

"Well, I can assure you, Mr. Edwards has no intendf selling the
house," said Julie firmly.

"No?" Raised eyebrows all round. "There's intengsti



Julie walked towards the door. "I must be goinghave some
shopping to do before it gets dark."

"You'll know Lady Llantreath, then?" A persistentiee followed
her.

Julie turned. "Yes."
"She'll be living in the house now, is she?"
Julie felt slightly impatient. "Yes."

"There! And she always said she hated it." Theettwvemen were all
nodding together now. "Closed up for years, it wdter the old lady
died."

Julie knew this was nothing to do with her, but stinng in their
tone made her hesitate. It was obvious that tpéople of Abernarth,
Devil's Mount was something of a talking point. $aegeople had
probably known the family from way back, their telas might well
have been in service there, in the days when t& woa big house
was considered quite an achievement. And they vimensely
suspicious of any change in th@atus quoWilliam had told her that
the people in the village didn't like them, buth&re was a rumour
going round that Devil's Mount was to be sold, igint account for a
feeling of betrayal. Rhys' brother had never lisrethe house after he
inherited, and now that Rhys had come back, pertigysthought it
was only a matter of time before he, too, packedngpwent to live in
London.

"Mr. Edwards likes the house,” she said now, feglihat some
further reassurance was necessary. "Unfortunatedy,seems to
experience some difficulty in getting anyone to kvirere."

The three women exchanged glances. "Girls, you fieasked one.



Julie nodded A girl, perhaps."
"Someone to do housework, you mean?" asked another.
"Well—yes."

"I know that Mavis Jones is looking for a job," uoteered the
postmistress shyly, and the other two women noaddedh.

"l could have a word with her mother," said the veonmwho had
spoken first. "A good girl, is Mavis, strong anddhaorking."

Julie wondered how the aforesaid Mavis would feshe could hear
herself described in those words, but other congiaas made her
feel slightly apprehensive. It was one thing foryRHo tell her that
Mrs. Evans needed assistance, and quite anothdrefoto take it
upon herself to actually offer the vacancy for d&ston in the village
post office. But she had done it now, and if he \magry with
her—well, it wouldn't be the first time.

"Perhaps | should mention her name to Mr. Edwarsi®"suggested.
"Then perhaps he could' get in, touch with Mrs.e¥oh

"I'm sure Mrs. Japes—and Mavis—would be interestagreed the
postmistress.

As she walked back to the house, Julie's thougéts wccupied with
finding the easiest way of breaking the news tofRRltywasn't going
to be easy to explain how she came to be discuissngouse in the
first place. He would think she had been gossipamgl, in a way she
supposed she had, even if her own contributiorhéoproceedings
had been involuntary.

She had almost reached the top of the headland slieheard the
sound of a vehicle behind her, and glancing rowie found a
motor-cycle bearing down on her. She didn't neewtib for the rider



to remove his scarf and goggles to know it was G&deredith, and
when he halted beside her, she turned to him aitigt It had been
amusing to flirt with him, to exchange the kindoainter she was used
to exchanging with boys back home, but her own lwve/ment with
Rhys was such that she was loath to create arhefurbmplications.

"l thought it was you," he exclaimed, pulling of§lerash helmet, and
running his gloved hand through his unruly hainwds just finishing
for the day when | saw you walking up past the ehayou should
have called in to see me.

Julie's smile was perfunctory. "I wouldn't know wéeo find you,
would I?"

"Ask anyone for Merediths, they'd know. My fatheashhis own
business, see. Painting, decorating, plumbing;neme it, he does
it."

"Oh, | see." Julie hunched her shoulders as theé dnifed about
them. It was much colder here than it had been davihe village,
and she was looking forward to sitting by the fwed toasting her
toes.

"You don't seem very pleased to see me," he rerdadkgy. "I
thought we might be able to fix up a date. Now tyat've proved
you really can leave that place!"

Julie bent her head, looking down at the plastta@acontaining the
few articles she had purchased at the generalsstits nice of you
to ask me, Gavin, but—"

"We needn't go out on the bike, you know. Not itiyapn't want to.
My dad has a car. | could borrow that."”

"It's not that, Gavin."



"What is it, then? You didn't seem opposed to deailast week."
Julie sighed. "It's difficult ..."

"Oh, | see." Gavin's face assumed a knowing lolbk. difficult, is it?
| get you now."

"What do you get?"
Gavin looked cynical. "His secretary, eh? Wel, itot original.”
Julie gasped. "You couldn't be more wrong!"

"Making him jealous, were you? Talking to me? lonrg, | didn't see
the Off Limitssign."

Julie was horrified. If Gavin started those kind mfmours in
Abernarth, Rhys would be furious.

"You don't understand!" she exclaimed, and then startled by the
sound of running feet, coming from the directiortlod house. They
both looked, in that direction, and Julie's lipsted in astonishment
when William's lanky figure appeared out of the tmide was

wearing only his jeans and sweater, and the damspmad already
covered his hair and clothes with moisture.

"William!" The word was torn from her, and the bdyalted

uncertainly at the sight of her and the leathed-glaung man beside
her, his expression changing from evident distressconfused
incomprehension.

"Julie!" he explained, coming on disbelievingly tangds them. "Oh,
Julie, where have you been?"

Julie looked helplessly at Gavin and then back giiam, gesturing
towards the carrier. "lI—I went to the village," seeplained; then



more forcefully: "But what are you doing? You'lkcl your death of
cold, coming out in this weather without a coat!"

Gavin pulled on his helmet again. "I'd better bengg he said,
showing unexpected discretion, and Julie was tow&med about
William at that moment to make any objection.

"Goodbye," she said absently, as William reachednthand with a
distracted little exclamation, turned him back todgathe house.
"Well?" she demanded. "What are you doing? Wheree w®u
going?"

William shook his head wearily. "I was—Ilooking fgou."
"For me?" Julie was startled. "But—"

"l saw you go out. | thought you were going for alkvon the beach,
so | decided to follow you. But when | got downrhethere was no
sign of you. | came back to the house." He shruglgisdthin
shoulders. "I thought somehow I'd missed you. Bulcl2 said you
hadn't come back, and— and | got—worried."

"Oh, William!" Julie felt like hugging him, but shéared not do it.
Then she sighed. "But that still doesn't explairatyou were doing
just flow."

William shivered, and she deliberately quickenegirtipace, as he
said: "l had to get help. I thought you might h&deen swept off the
rocks. There's nobody but Nerys at the house, aondltin't wait for
my father to get back."

Julie took his hand in hers. "Come on," she saidt's run, shall we?
You're frozen, and it's all my fault.”



"No, it's not," he panted beside her. "I—I shouldhave let you go
out alone on a day like this. I—I've been wantiagell you—I'm
sorry, Julie."

Julie did not trust herself to answer him, and slas unutterably
relieved when the lights of the house began to gkmthrough the
mist. Heaven knew what this outing might have dmm&Villiam's
constitution. If he fell ill again, she would nevfergive herself.

Dulcie was waiting in the hall when they got baakd her eyes
widened curiously when Julie insisted that Williament straight
upstairs and took a bath. , "You forgot your coatllie,” she

remarked, in her childish treble. "Uncle Rhys Wi ever so cross."

"But you're not going to tell him, are you, Dulcle&sked Julie
quietly, shedding her own coat. "You don't do that of thing any
more, do you?"

Dulcie pursed her lips. "Mummy says that sometigmshave to be
cruel to be kind," she recited smugly, and Julieligd the urge to tell
her to mind her own business.

Instead, she retorted: "My mummy always said thhatwhe eye
didn't see, the heart didn't grieve over. Do youmtia get William
into trouble?"

Dulcie, scuffed her toe. "You haven't taken me 'tect any more
shells,"” she reminded her.

"Nor shall I, if I hear any more of this. Don't thfackmailing me,
Dulcie, because it won't work."

"l don't know what you mean." The little girl loakesulky.

"Yes, you do. Now, go along upstairs, William. @eur bath, and I'll
order tea in the living room in fifteen minutes, if'



William grinned, and it was like the breaking oflam, allowing all
the hurt and tension of the last few days to escaperight," he
agreed eagerly, and took the stairs two at a time.



CHAPTER TEN

DURING the night, Julie heard William coughing. It waguaet night
compared to the previous week's storms, and ttshlsmund echoed
hollowly along the corridor between their two roon&he came
awake at once, remembering his unprotected excunsio the mist,
knowing instantly that her fears on his behalf haok been
unfounded. Because Dulcie had not mentioned thdent Julie had
had no occasion to explain what had happened aédihe evening
before, even though she knew that sooner or laen®uld have to
tell Rhys about Mavis Jones.

Pulling on her dressing gown, she slid out of bed padded to the
door. William was coughing again, hoarsely now asstrove for
breath, and she felt a terrible sense of respditgilti seemed that no
matter how she tried to avoid it, she was invohut this family, for
good or ill.

There was a light under William's door, and shéddauncertainly,
suddenly conscious of the scarcity of her attirad af what
interpretation Rhys might put upon her ministrasio®ut when
William began to cough again, she put such trie@hsiderations
aside and opened the door.

William was not alone, however. His father was diag beside his
bed, holding a glass in which some hot liquid wasi®ing, waiting
until William recovered again. He was wearing cardeans that
moulded his lean thighs, and a navy sweater—butkiswere bare.

"Oh!" Julie's involuntary exclamation was automatit—I heard
William coughing. Is—is he all right?"

William nodded from the bed, forcing a faint smilem fine."



"He's not fine," said Rhys heavily, handing his sloa glass again.
"He's got a chill. | just wish to God | knew howhi¥ house isn't
draughtproof, | know, but | have tried to ensur the's kept warm."

Julie hovered in the doorway, aware of William'smag eyes upon
her. But it was no good. She couldn't allow Rhybabeve William
had developed a cold from nowhere.

"It was my fault,” she began, and ignored the bdyervhe tried to
intervene. "l disappeared yesterday afternoon.igillcame looking
for me."

"l see." Rhys looked down at his son again., "Is ttue?" William
reluctantly nodded. "Why didn't you tell me?"

"Because he thought you'd be angry," exclaimed Jabming into
the room and half closing the door behind her, Uimgito alert
anyone else to their exchange. "I'm sorry, | dithmfik."

Rhys shook his head, and looked at her again,eyrey encountering
hers before moving with disturbing intentness domenlength of her
slender figure. Then he said quietly: "Just ouintérest, where did
you—disappear to?"

Julie sighed. "As a matter of fact, | walked to Wiage."
"To the village? But it was a foul afternoon!"

"l didn't mind," Julie defended herself indignantlym entitled to go
out, aren't 1?"

Rhys' eyes narrowed. "The famofise time,"he mocked coldly.
Then: "If you had wanted to go to the village, yshould have told
me. I'd have arranged for Haggar to drive you dbwn.

"It wasn't necessary. [—well, | enjoyed the walk."



"Did you?"

William started to cough again, and Rhys was formedeave his
catechism of her to attend to his son. This tineelibut was more
severe, and with a moan of protest, William vomiteglwhole of his
dinner, half on the bed, and half on the floor.

Rhys uttered an exclamation, and Julie waited antyoment before
hurrying forward and moving him aside. "Do you knaivere Mrs.

Evans keeps clean sheets?" she asked, reassurlhgmAivith a

smile, and Rhys nodded.

"I think so0."
"Well, go and get them then, while | strip off thed."

By the time Rhys returned, his arms full of sheid blankets, Julie
had found clean pyjamas for William, and he whanging them by
the fire while she dragged all the covers fromaad. The dirty sheets
she had used to mop up the worst of the mess oftottre realising
they would have to be boiled before they could $eduagain.

It didn't take her long to remake the bed, and evkiie did so, Rhys
disappeared again to reappear with a bucket amdypdé hot soapy
water, cleanly smelling of disinfectant. He soospdised of what was
left on the floor, and Julie got a face-cloth fréine bathroom, and
sponged William's face and hands before puttinglfack into bed.

"Thank you," said Rhys, rather stiffly, when Williawas lying back
weakly against the pillows, but Julie dismisseddnegitude.

Turning away, and speaking in an undertone, sluok '84illiam went
out without his coat. | have to tell you. But give notice, if you like,
only don't take it out on him!"



Rhys looked down at her and her heart pounded wviidl the
momentary emotion that darkened his eyes. "You khewen't do
that," he said huskily, and she looked confused:€@ou notice," he
explained briefly. "Now—go to bed!"

Julie tossed and turned till morning. She was wedrabout William,
concerned about her part in the proceedings, afnatdthere might
be something more seriously wrong with him tham gushill. But as
well as these anxieties, there were others—othdmehwput in

jeopardy the whole fabric of her life here at DasvMount. Ajpid

most disturbing of these was her relationship wglowner.

Ever since she came here, she had been aware ,dhtarway totally
different from any other attraction she had expwmesel. Her
experience with men wasn't immense, it was true, dhe was
sufficiently familiar with the workings of her owsody to know that
no other man had penetrated so far into the degther emotions.
And such a man, she thought miserably, a ruthessal individual,
who could come from the bed of one woman and make Lo
another without shame or self-recrimination.

That was really the crux of the matter, she redliss she lay there
waiting for the release of morning, for no mattawhhe might
indulge himself with her, amuse himself by arousngy immature
emotions, gain a cynical satisfaction from his igbito bring the
warm colour to her cheeks, it was to Nerys he ohisdallegiance,
and that had never been in any doubt. He had nfagedsition
painfully clear on more than one occasion, andsfhionesty was
hard to bear, it was because she was not likedriims sister-in-law,
unable to participate in such insincere sophisitirjout getting hurt.
With each day that passed, she was getting fudateof her depth,
and that moment in William's bedroom had clarifesminething she
had only half suspected. She was in love with Rfgwards, in love



with a man more than twice her age, who ate Igitts like her for
breakfast....

She was up and dressed by half past seven, andréaced Haggar
in the hall when she went downstairs. The eldedynservant seemed
surprised to see her, and she said quickly: "I e@scerned about
William. He was ill during the night."

"I know." Haggar was carrying a bucket of coals amticated the
dining-room behind him. "If you'll come in here,ssi"

The dining-room fire was already lit, and Haggaicgly transferred
some of the coal in his bucket on to the blazingavalulie waited
until he had finished rattling the shovel in thecket, and then
exclaimed: "How is he this morning? Do you knowdidn't like to
disturb him."

Haggar straightened, flexing his back muscles Wedtiunderstand
Mr. Edwards has sent for the doctor, miss. Butlibg has slept a
couple of hours now, and that should do hmore good than
anything."

"Thank goodness!" Julie was glad she had not giverno the
temptation to look into William's room. "Thank youdjaggar.
Er—where is—Mr. Edwards?"

"l really don't know, miss. In his study, maybeeé&ding, perhaps.
He's been up nearly all night.”

Julie nodded, and when Haggar excused himself &dgat his tasks,
she remained in the dining-room, standing by thes Btaring down
into the billowing clouds of blue-black smoke thatrled up the
chimney.

William's condition got no worse, and within a ctupf days he was
able to get up and about again. But his illnessthiaght Julie a lesson



she would not forget. She never went anywhere witficst advising
somebody where she was going.

The problem of Mavis Jones lay heavily on her nulding those
days, too. Since the night in William's bedroomy&had become
almost unapproachable, unbending only when he wtetidg to her,
and even then, keeping his comments rigidly to jdiein hand.
Consequently, Julie did not find an opening to noenivhat she had
done, and she lived in fear of either Mrs. Jonesar daughter
coming to the house.

Williagi was still not well enough to join her orihafternoon walks,
but he was always there afterwards, waiting to hasevith her, and
he manfully stifled any jealousy he might have fehen Dulcie
occasionally joined them. The little girl was turgimore and more to
them for companionship, and there were times whiie found it
hard to relate this eager happy child to the sulleralicious
individual she had been on her arrival. She wdsk istilined to
display that selfish, demanding side of her natarker mother, but
she knew better now than to try it on with Juliel &illiam.

William himself seemed to have recovered from hmsogonal
outburst, and their relationship developed almestlise of what had
happened. Julie felt a strong attachment to hideep affection, and
it was this more than anything else which made igaore the
emptiness Rhys had put into her life. William nekdier—and he
was his father's son....

One afternoon it was too damp and foggy to goand, after she had
finished working for the day, Julie went straighiioi the living-room
where William was waiting for her. Although it wdmrely the
middle of the afternoon, it was already gloomy iodo and William
had turned on the standard lamp to cast a triasfghearm light over
the hearth.



"You're early," he said, and she nodded.

"l didn't go out. It's too damp. When this fog ckeaway, perhaps
we'll be able to go out together."

William nodded, patting the seat beside him, araljsmed him on
the velvet cushions of the chesterfield. It wasdady yet for tea, but
it was pleasant just to contemplate the fire, kmgwihat she was
finished for the day, with the prospect of Mrs. Bs'apotato cakes
and a cup of scalding tea warming the immediateréut

There were pictures in the flames, elves and gslalind all manner of
weird beasts conjured up by smouldering lumps af.cthere was a
dragon breathing fire, and the many-headed gorgmhing its

tail—and yes, there was a Viking ship, long anesiye prowed, but
with no lusty commander to steer it through theyfiwaters. Julie
sighed. She didn't think about her Viking thesesd&is image had
been overlaid by another man's harsh visage, danked and

dark-browed, with eyes the colour of the sea aairayrday, and thick
dark hair that showed blue-black, not golden, erthys of the sun...

When the living-room door crashed back upon itsgés) both
William and Julie almost jumped out of their skikgilliam jerking
his head up in astonishment from the dictionargeaflogical science
he had been studying.

Rhys stood in the doorway, a physical manifestatiadulie's foolish

Imaginings, his face dark and angry as he survélyedscene they
presented. Then he moved further into the roontingekis hands on
the back of the chesterfield, knuckles showing athitough the skin,
and she felt the first twinges of real apprehensib® was wearing
black, a colour which he seemed to favour, busas\breness only
served to intimidate.



William spoke first. "Is something wrong, Da?" heked, an
unnecessary question when something so obviousty arad Rhys
did not even favour it with a reply.

Instead he looked at Julie, and she wilted befwedhtard brilliance of
his gaze. "What have you been saying?" he demamcdédly.
"Exactly what have you been saying—in the village?"

Julie gasped and William looked bewildered. "Joksn't been to the
village, Da—"

"Keep out of this, William!" Rhys was in no mood be polite to
anyone. "Well?" He did not shift his attention frajulie, "re you
going to tell me?"

Julie got to her feet. She was in her stockingest, fbut the
discrepancy in their sizes seemed less overpoweaviren she was
standing. So he had found out about the Jonesligiwlas her own
fault. She should have plucked up courage andhiahd

"I—I'm sorry," she said now. "I know | should hagensulted you
first—"

"Like hell you should!" Rhys' mouth was a thin lifiEor God's sake,
why did you do it?"

William stood up now. "What has she done?" he exsd. "She
doesn't know anyone in the village."

"Doesn't she?" Rhys switched his attention to arsfer a moment.
"What do you know about it?"

William was taken aback. "I don't think you shotddk to Julie that
way. What right have you—"



"Oh, William!" Rhys' fist smote the bade of the stezfield. "You
wouldn't begin to understand.”" He paused. "Thiaathing to. do
with you. It's-between Julie and me. Now, if younvtn do her—and
yourself—a favour, you'll get out of here right nbw

"Julie?"

William turned doubtfully to die girl at his sidand she gave him a
faint, apologetic smile. "l think | know what yot@ather's talking
about, William.- And—and yes, perhaps it would le¢tdr if you left
us." These kind of scenes were not good for hind, @neady the
familiar flecks of colour in his cheeks warned & imvolvement.

All the same, it was like being in a battle anddmrmdy discovering
that half your weapons were useless, and as heouweof the door,
her knees started their cowardly trembling.

Rhys dosed the door behind his son, and then tumeegard her
with chilling penetration. "Well?" he said, foldings arms. "I'm
waiting."

Julie took a deep breath. "l was in the post offase these women
were there, and they were talking about—about thesé, and how
it's been shut up for years—"

"Wait a minute. How did they know you were from &@f

Julie sighed. "I told them. They—they said | wagtranger. hadto
say something."

"And?"

"Well—they said that they'd heard a rumour thatitbese was going
to be sold—"

"What?"



“It's true. They said that—that your—your sistedaw had never
liked living here."

"That's never been in question."”

"No, well—I expect they thought that she might peide you to sell
up—"

"My God! So that's why you pretended we were ha@ngffair!”

Now it was Julie's turn to look horrified. "l—Il—whédid you say?"

Rhys's arms fell to his sides. "It was a stupidaldéhe intoned
angrily. "You had no right to even suggest suchiagt"”

Julie almost choked over her words of denial. dndi [didn't! | don't
know what you're talking about.”

Rhys's eyes narrowed now, and he disconcertedtidugher by
coming round the couch towards her. "l suppos®ukhbe flattered
really," he muttered derisively. "No one's ever @@mything quite
like that for me before."

"I tell you, you're mistaken!" cried Julie, staringto his dark,
sardonic face. "I—I don't know what you're talkiapout. What
has—what has this to do with—with Mavis Jones?"

Rhys's expression revealed his bewilderment novavisJones?" he
muttered blankly. "Who the hell is Mavis Jones?"

Julie put her hand to her head. A tiny throbbingl hsarted
somewhere near her temple, and the confusion shewkes

disorientating her completely. "Mavis Jones," sygeated, in a small
voice. "You must know who Mavis Jones is,"



"l can. assure you | don't." Rhys looked down atdwiously, and
then put a finger under her chin to lift her faodlsat he could see it.
"You'd better tell me."

Julie endeavoured not to succumb to the temptadiordrag herself
away from him. He was too close, too disturbinge stas too
conscious of him to speak with real coherence.

"lI—l—you wanted someone, you said so, to—Mrs. Evang't
manage."

"Take it more slowly," he advised, half impatientlWhat has Mrs.
Evans to do with this?"

Julie's breasts heaved beneath the thin wool o$Wweater. Forcing
herself to speak slowly and lucidly, she said: "Ysaid that Mrs.
Evans couldn't manage, that she needed someoréthdr with the
housekeeping. So |—I mentioned it; in—in the pdfte."

"And this Mavis Jones applied? Why didn't you teé?"

"No, she didn't apply," said Julie unhappily. "Teesomen—the
ones who were in the post office when | was thet@ey-said she
was looking for a job, that she might be interestétey were going
to mention it to her mother."

"l see. So that was why you pretended a relatignalih me? To
give you the authority to employ this unknown hauaa—"

"No!" Julie was almost in tears now. "No, no! I—I nesaggested
anything like that."

"Then where has it come from?"

"I don't know .. . that is ..." Suddenly Julie wasmembering that
scene with Gavin Meredith on the cliffs. His insitions, before



William had come running out of the mist and drivalh other
thoughts from her head. Drawing her chin away fiws probing
fingers, she said unsteadily: "lI— I'm not sure,-bperhaps it
was—Gavin—"

"Gavin—Meredith?"
She nodded, and sensed his instinctive irritation.
"You've been meeting Gavin Meredith?" His voice Wwasd.

"I—no." She shifted uncomfortably beneath his come"That day |
went to the village, | saw him, that's all."

"And he had become a nuisance to you, so you dbatisabuse him
in the only way possible!"

"No." Julie shook her head, but she knew he didoebeve her.

"Interesting," he murmured, and there was anotb&s m his voice
now, one which she recognised but scarcely darezttember. "So,"
he said moving closer to her so that she felt satled by his
nearness, "if I'm to be used as a deterrent, psrhahould take
advantage of the facilities offered.” One hand edrvound the back
of her neck under the weight of her hair. "If théage is talking

about us already, why shouldn't we enjoy ourseivgsstifying that

reputation?"

"Don't—be—silly," she exclaimedstruggling to escape from him.
"You know perfectly well that | would never—"

"Do 1?7 Do | know you so well?" he taunted her, bither hand
circling her waist, spreading possessively overloineer part of her
spine, as he pressed her relentlessly towards him.



It was like a scene played in slow motion, witheowerless to do
anything to stop it. He was doing this deliberatalye told herself
fiercely, desperately trying to hold on to her samihen the intimate
pressure of his thighs uncoiled that yielding wesssninside her. He
was using the situation shamelessly, delightinthexpower he had
over her. All this was just a game to him, a sajptased game to
while away a rather dull afternoon, and. whileially he had been
annoyed that anyone in the village should link fasne with hers,
now he was realising how trivial that was, andrigkadvantage of
what had become a rather amusing interlude.

He bent his head to hers and her hands were crirgtegen them,
against the black silk of his shirt. Twisting hesall from side to side,
striving to avoid the seeking pressure of his mosftle tried to uncurl
her fingers, but only succeeded in parting thedmsttof his shirt so
that the fine hair which grew down to his navel wasight in her
nails. She dug her nails into him then, fightingelia cat for her
freedom, but her actions only seemed to incite Rimher and

exhaustion brought the surrender of her mouthgo hi

He wais not gentle this time. She had fought with,lFand he had
overcome her struggles, had become the victorcdingueror, with
the power to do with her as he willed. His mouthsweard and
demanding, his breath mingling with hers in her thpparting her
lips until she felt dizzy with sensual feeling.

She clung to him because she did not trust hertéegigpport her, and
felt his hands in her hair, forcing her head baxckhat he could bury
his face in the hollow of her throat.

"You've stopped fighting, Julie,” he groaned, cugpiher face
between his hands as she clutched at his belt. y8uveconceding
defeat?" His eyes darkened passionately. "Becduys®ire not, I'd
advise you not to trust me. Right now, | want yasywbadly, and



although | know I'll hate myself afterwards, | ddmow if | can let
you go."

Julie's tongue appeared only fleetingly, and heseyere wide and
innocent as they gazed up at him. For a few secahey were

completely absorbed in just looking at one anotkegrching one
another's faces with an intensity that disguisedptetely the sudden
opening of the door, and Nerys' instinctive exclaomwhen she saw
what was going on.

But no one was allowed to ignore Nerys, and witst jihe right
amount of sarcasm in her voice, she said: "Whervgofinished
flattering your ego, Rhys, I'd like to have a word.

They both turned to look at the woman standingigeagtly in the

doorway, and Julie could feel the shameful waverbarrassment
sweeping over her. She was sure that had she bh@&&rys' position,
she would have gone away quickly, too distressadteyvene, and
the very fact that she didn't proved the speciad kif relationship she
had with her brother-in-law. Perhaps she had wsmeghis kind of
scene before. Julie was sickened at the thought.

But before she could do anything about it, Rhysghader aside, and
was striding round the couch towards Nerys, malduige feel as if
she had been detaining him. "Well?" he said, logkdown at his
sister-in-law, and no one would have guessed fr@ratiitude that
only moments before he had been completely arous®#jous of
anything but the gratification of his senses.

Nerys looked pointedly at Julie. "Would you mindke murmured
insinuatively, and with flaming cheeks, Julie hedrout of the room.

William was hanging about on the landing when Julient upstairs,
and her heart sank at the sight of him. But fortelyahe associated



her hot colour with the anger his father had bedmb&ing when he
departed.

"What was it all about?" he asked, following heoraj to her room,
his brow furrowing anxiously.

"Oh—nothing much." Julie was abrupt, but right nalshe wanted
was time to gather her scattered senses.

"Can't you tell me?"

William hovered in the doorway to her room, andning she
surveyed him resignedly. "l—well, | employed—nadalidin't employ,
exactly, but | suggested that your father needetkesne else to help
in the house."

"When you were in the village?"

"Yes."

William's eyes brightened. "And someone wantedadh@"

"Well—maybe."

"Hey, that's marvellous! | thought no one in th#tage wanted to
work here."

"No—well, there was this rumour, you see, that yfatier was going
to sell Devil's Mount. The village people resenteat."

"Oh." William nodded. Then he grunted. "l bet | knavho was
responsible for starting that."

"Yes, well, | don't want to hear about it. The featnains that if your
father isn't going to sell the house, then I'm sw®ne in the village
would object to working here."



"Super!" William sounded delighted. "Then Neryb#ve even less
reason for complaining about the conditions hende' sighed
suddenly. "Not that that's such a good thing, afrse. | don't want
herto settle here."

"Now, William..."

"Well, it's true." Then he shrugged his momentdopm away. "Oh,
but that is good news about someone else workimg, hen't it?"
Then his brow creased again. "But | don't undedstsivhy was my
father angry about it?"

Julie turned away, fidgeting with the cosmetic jars the marble
surface of the washstand. "He—I expect he objedtmdmy
interfering—without his permission."

"Is that what he said?"
Julie crossed her fingers. "More or less."

"Huh!" William's toe thudded into the door jamb,dadulie turned
reprovingly.

"Don't do that, William." She Sighed. "Now, if yalon't mind, | have
rather a headache.. .."

"But what about tea?" William's cry was plaintibeit for once Julie
could not respond to it.

"I'm sorry, but | don't think | could drink any teght now," she said.
"Let me lie down for a while, and I'll probably b# right by dinner
time."

William was clearly torn between his desire to psbtand an
awareness that if he argued, Julie might not coowendto dinner
either.



"Oh, all right," he said at last. "I suppose ldve to have it alone."

"Why don't you have it in the kitchen? With Mrs.d0s?" suggested
Julie. "Ner—your aunt—is with your father just n6w.

William nodded. "I know, | saw her go in. Nosy du@@! As soon as
Dulcie told her I'd been sent out of the room, same to see what
was going on."

Julie acknowledged this with an inclination of head. So Nerys had
been protecting her property after all. Well, wioalld blame her?

Julie took some aspirin for the very real headadmeh had followed
her confrontation with Rhys, and after resting torwhile, felt
reasonably well enough to take a bath. She hadlexMeerself, and
was sitting in her dressing gown brushing her bafore the mirror
when there was a knock at her door. Thinking it trines William
again, come to assure himself that she was reabvshe called:
"Come in!" and then felt &issonof alarm slide up her spine wher
Nerys came into the room.

She was dressed for the evening in a gorgeous gdvdark red
velvet, low-necked and long-sleeved, with bandsile&r fur edging
the cuffs and hem. If she had set out deliberdteinake Julie feel
inferior, she had succeeded, and the fleeting glenjulie had of her
own reflection as Nerys closed the door made hiesatiedly aware of
her red-rimmed eyes and pale cheeks. She didniv kvtoy Nerys
had come to see her, although she guessed it wdsssociated from
what the older girl had witnessed that afternoart, dhe didn't see
what'she could say about something so obviousimpartant.

"William told me you had a headache." Nerys glancather
haughtily round the room. "Are you feeling better?"



" Julie guessed that if Nerys had acquired thairmétion, it was
more likely through Dulcie than William. But eveo, she would not
have expected her to care, one way or the other.

"Thank you, it's almost gone," she answered pglitel

"Oh, good." Nerys allowed a faint smile to touch reher thin lips.
"l can stand anything but a headache."

Julie acknowledged this with an inclination of herad, and waited
for her to go on. Her incapacity could not be thsole reason for
Nerys invading her room like this, and the earfeick of alarm

heightened into actual apprehension.

"Actually, Miss Wood, | wanted to talk to you—womberwoman, so
to speak." She paused. "But this is rather diftital me..."

Julie took a deep breath. "If it's about this aftem, Lady Llantreath,
then please don't say anything. What you saw— wbatthought
you saw—meant nothing, nothing at all!"

"l know that, you silly girl!" Nerys showed her teebut it was hardly
a smile. "l should know Rhys' little foibles by nolwe can't resist a
pretty face, particularly one that makes it so obsithat it wouldn't
object!"

Julie gulped. "What do you—"

"Oh, please, Miss Wood, spare me the dramaticséimoman, too,
you know, and far more experienced in the waysefworld than
you will ever be, believe me. No, your—er— assagiatwith
my—with Rhys doesn't really come into this. Exceplly indirectly."

Julie got to her feet. "Will you please come to fhant, Lady
Llantreath. | have to get dressed for dinner."



Nerys' lips tightened. "Very well. | understand ybiave been
interfering in the running of Devil's Mount, thabwy have actually
taken it upon yourself to employ some girl from thiéage."

"Not exactly ..."

"Well, whatever." Nerys' nails plucked impatiendliyher long skirt.
"Are you aware that | only agreed to come hereherunderstanding
that once Rhys' book was completed, we would moaek ko
London?"

"l don't see what this has to do with me—"

"Don't you? Don't you?" Nerys took an involuntatgsforward, her
eyes glittering angrily. "TheHll explain. Having gossiped about oul
affairs in the village, you then boast about yawrcess to William,
filling him with the false belief that Devil's Motims to remain his
home—"

"But it is!"
"You don't know that."
"But Rhys—Mr. Edwards said—"

"What Rhys says and what he does are two difféhemgs. Once this
desire for.literary acclaim has left him, he'lldife at Devil's Mount

a very boring affair. He's a man of the world, Mi@sod, not one of
your boorish generation, who seem to find destoacso much more
satisfying than making a success of their lives.ckses adventure
and excitement— you must know that. What can agdl on the

Cambrian coast mean to him?"

"l still don't see why you're telling me all this."



"Do you not? No, well, perhaps | haven't made tim®les position
very clear yet. William, Miss Wood, is the crodssave to bear, and
you're making it that much more difficult.”

"But how?"

"You know that boy, Miss Wood. You know what he clm how he
can inveigle his own way by those imaginary attaeks

"They're not imaginary attacks!"

"Never mind what they are. He can bring them oortter. And with
you behind him ..." She broke off abruptly. 'T wamu to leave
Devil's Mount, Miss Wood. You're not a good inflgerhere."”

Julie's expression was ludicrous. "You can't bmss!"
“I'm afraid | am."

"But—but—I don't want to leave." Julie gazed at maredulously.
"—Mr. Edwards hired me. I'll leave when he asks tmeand not
before."

Nerys' lips twisted. "I thought you say that."
"Then you weren't disappointed, were you?"

Julie's courage strengthened as she said the whids.could Nerys

do, after all? She hadn't the authority to turn tve;, and somehow
she still believed what Rhys had said about nahgitier notice. And

there was William. ...

Nerys sighed now, folding her arms, her fingerdibhgaan impatient
tattoo against her sleeve. "Nevertheless," she Yaidink you will
leave, Miss Wood. If you don't, | shall have no ickobut to tell
William that Dulcie is not his cousin, but lssster."



CHAPTER ELEVEN

THERE was silence in the room for a full minute aftemydefinished
speaking, and when Julie finally did manage to shgion't believe
you!" her voice was curiously hoarse.

Nerys shook her head indifferently, and a cold kf&ss descended
over Julie's mind. "l don't think it matters whatlyeu believe it or
not, Miss Wood. But William will."

"His father will deny it!" Julie burst out chokingl

"As he denied his own son's birth, no doubt."

"You—you're evil!"

"No, just honest, Miss Wood. Don't tell me you hat/euspected it."

But she hadn't. Never for one moment had suchugtitarossed her
mind. And yet now that it did ...

She shook her head violently, as though to shalay dlae visions
Nerys' words had evoked. She could imagine what kimd of
revelation would do to William. His relationshiptiihis father was
still such a tenuous thing. And Nerys was right—Aald believe
her, even if she was lying.

"Why are you doing this?" she cried now, and Nstystched out one
arm and examined her nails with calculated deliimma

"l have no intention of mouldering away at DeMillsunt while Rhys
satisfies some sentimental desire to relive the adyis youth. Oh,
yes, Miss Wood," this, as Julie's face mirroredduetempt, "l know
what Rhys is trying to do. Did he tell you why? N&2ll, | suppose
he wouldn't at that. He can be irritatingly reservéhen it comes to
talking about himself. But | don't have his hang-up



"Please, | don't want to hear—" began Julie, hadkalenching and
unclenching impotently, but Nerys ignored it.

"It has to do with me, of course. But you probaiplessed that. Both
the brothers were in love with me, you know, butiard was the
elder—he would inherit the title. And | was ambitgo It was
foolish—I realise that now. Rhys always had morengtion than
Richard. Besides, he was the one | really wantedy Othought |
could have both."

"Will you get out of here?" Julie did not know howuch more of this
she could stand, but Nerys hardly seemed to hear he

"When | married Richard, there was the most tegriimw between
the brothers, and the upshot of it all was thair tfeher, old Lord
Llantreath, ordered Rhys out of the house. And hentw
unfortunately, to Africa—and India—and Vietnam; wéweer there
was a war going on. That's quite something, igA'tThat a man
should try to get himself killed because the wonrh@&nloved had
chosen somebody else?"

Her lips curled smugly.
"I think it's—sick!" burst out Julie chokingly. think you're sick!"

Nerys looked at her pityingly. "Why? Because I'vpleded all your
girlish dreams? Surely you realised | didn't coraeethecause of the
climate!"

"l really don't care why you came here!" retortatieJtremulously.

"Don't you? Don't you really? Forgive me if | finthat hard to
believe. You're attracted to Rhys, Miss Wood. dinsis out a mile.
And | must admit I'm becoming a little bored by 8he paused. "But
let me finish my story—"



"I'd really rather you didn't."

"—when their father died, seven years ago, Rhysedaome for the
funeral. Richard was—prostrate with grief, helpeditiée by the
bottle of Scotch he managed to consume most dags|-awell, |
needed consolation—"

"Don't go on!"

"Why not? Fortunately, Richard was too drunk mdsthe time to
know what | was doing, or what he was doing, fat timatter. Rhys
was a—tower of strength."”

Julie bent her head. "All right, all right. You'said enough. | believe
you."

"So you should. After all, Richard and | had beearned for eight
years without producing the expected son and Néfrereas Rhys
already had one illegitimate child, fathered onirh fpom Cardiff
when he first discovered | was going to marry Rirdta

Julie held up her head. "Just tell me one thinglylldantreath, what
will you do if William still throws a scene when Hewows I'm
leaving?"

Nerys' raised dark eyebrows. "I shall leave thaototo arrange. But
if you want my advice," she paused, "I should jushke my

arrangements and leave. You can write William a&n®here's not
much anyone can do aboutagt accompli.”

"But how can | do that? It's twenty-five miles tetrailway station."

Nerys shrugged. "I'll telephone for a taxi for yMau can leave the
bill to me."



Julie sank down wearily on to the bed. "You'veigatl worked out,
haven't you?"

Nerys nodded. "Yes, | think perhaps | have."

Julie did not go down for dinner that evening. dgén a desire to
allay William's suspicions could force her to make effort at

swallowing food which she was sure would choke had besides,
she needed time to think.

Nerys had not left her much choice in the matter. tHreats had been
only too well voiced, and there was no one to wilaitire could turn
for advice or guidance. She did consider goinghligsand making a
clean breast of the matter to him, but would heabke to silence
Nerys, or would she find some devious way of Igttilvilliam find
out the truth? It was a risk Julie could not beatake. Just recently,
there had been a definite improvement in the @iatip between
William and his father, but the revelations she hadrd this evening
could shatter all that in the twinkling of an ewilliam was so
sensitive, so quick to take offence, so vulnerablde matter of his
parentage.

She wondered how much time Nerys would give het.lblag, she
guessed. She had been a thorn in the woman'sosigeehough, not
only over Rhys but over Dulcie as well. She had enadbvious that
she disliked Dulcie spending so much time withelalhd William,

but Rhys' presence had made it impossible for beput her

objections into actual physical terms.

For Rhys himself, Julie still felt a terrible sermgdonging. In spite of
everything, she still loved him, and after what &lael heard today
she did not think anything would ever alter thatwas a daunting



thought that for the rest of her life she was dodrnmelive with the
memory of a man who had treated her, and life, safint respect.

She was making a desultory attempt to sort oubbkEmgingsvhen
William came to her door. She knew it was him ateobecause she
heard him call: "Julie!" through the door, and walsinking heart,
she said: "Come in."

She was still wearing her dressing gown, having pat her
underwear but nothing else, and he looked in ssepat the clothes
strewn on the bed.

"What are you doing?" he asked.

Julie shrugged. "Just—sorting things out."

"l thought you had a headache. You didn't come dimwvdinner."”
"l wasn't hungry. You know how it is."

"But you didn't even have a cup of tea this aftem®

"It will do me good. I'm getting too fat." Juligeéd to speak jokingly,
but failed dismally.

William looked at her anxiously. Then he said pptisely: "What is
it, Julie? What's wrong?"

She coloured. "Nothing. You know how it is when ybave a
headache."

"You look as though you've been crying. Have you?"
"No!" Julie sighed. "I think I've got a cold comig, that's all.”

William looked unconvinced. "Why did Nerys comesee you?"



"Nerys?" Julie was aware of the guilty expressioa was wearing,
and hoped he would not put the wrong interpretatiort. "How do
you know that Nerys came to see me?"

"I was on my way here before dinner, when | saw Kmarcking at
your door." He coloured now. "I listened outside &while, but |
couldn't hear what was going on."

Julie breathed a sigh of relief. "You know whatyth&ay about
eavesdroppers."

"l know. But—well, you have to admit it was unusu@he doesn't
normally come visiting you."

"No." Julie sought around wildly in her mind forme excuse to
make. "l—someone had told her | had a headachec&he to see
how | was feeling."

William looked sceptical. "And I'm Count Draculaldbn't believe
that."

"Well, I'm sorry."

"Julie!" He looked at her reproachfully. “I'm not that gregou
know." He chuckled. "But | bet she was."

"What do you mean?"

"This afternoon. | bet she was mad when she fowudaynd Da in the
living-room."

"What do you know about that?"

"You know what | know. | was there! | told you—Ivgdner go into
the room."



"You mean—you were—there? In the hall?"

"When she opened the door, yes." William hung kech "Yes. | saw
you with my father. | wasn't going to mention iguknow."

"Oh, William !"

"Well, | don't really mind," he went on slowly. "A¢ast, not as much
as | did before. | mean, I'd rather it was you théamys, if you see
what | mean?"

"Oh, William, you couldn't be more wrong!"
"Why? Da likes you, | know he does. He told me."

Julie wanted to question him about that, but she tea used to
guelling these kind of feelings. Instead she saiell, I'm glad you
feel that way, William, but so far as your fatherdaNerys are
concerned—I don't count.”

William pursed his lips. "Did Nerys tell you thdtBet she did. | bet
that's why she came here. To tell you to keep dveay him!"

"l think you've been reading too many stories, \ai!" exclaimed
Julie severely, her heart pounding, even so.

"No, | haven't. | know what she's like. She's maiaa spiteful and—"

"Stop it, William!" Julie put her hands over herrgaher nerves
strung to screaming pitch by his acute percepti®he could become
your stepmother one day, and it won't help—"

"She won't!"William interrupted her fiercely, and although poke
violently, there was no sign of his usual breattiesess. "Da
wouldn't have her years ago, before she marriedeURchard, so
I'm sure he wouldn't marry her now."



"You don't know what you're saying, William," shecimed, but it
was a feeble remonstrance and he knew it.

"Yes, | do. You think | don't know about my mothdon't you? Well,

| do. I know she left me in a children's home. Deitold me that ages
ago. And when | asked Da just recently, he saichd time | was told
the truth." He sighed. "She was a lot older thawhs, you see—my
mother. He met her in Cardiff, and—I suppose thegthave loved
one another—for a time. Then Uncle Richard marNedys, and Da
went abroad, and it wasn't until he came back aetwo find her

that he found out about me."

Julie found her throat was dry. William had sud¢bwching sincerity,
and it was so much easier to believe him than lievewhat Nerys
had said. But who was telling the truth?

"Well—he brought me out of the home," the boy weagrgg steadily,
"and he found someone to care for me while he weay a—I didn't
see a lot of him in those days, but | knew he Vkaset, and that he
must have wanted me or he would have left me ittmee, wouldn't
he?"

"Yes, William."

"But when | was older, when | wanted to go abroath Wwim, he
made me go to school. It was all right for a tilmet | was never any
good at games, and sometimes I'd get so upsdtdbatdn't breathe.
That was when it was discovered that | had thisowes asthma, and
I'm afraid | used to use it, shamelessly."

"To get yourself expelled?"

"Yes." William shook his head. "I thought that ifwas expelled
enough times, Da would relent and take me with humerever he
went."



"But—wasn't he fighting in—in wars, and things?"

"He was a mercenary for a time," agreed Williangding, "but after
being injured in Central Africa—"

"Injured?" Julie couldn't deny the automatic resgeon

"Yes." William frowned. "An African fractured hispge with the
butt of his rifle."

"Oh, but I—" Julie broke off, her hand pressed tr lthroat.
"l—something like that happens in—in the book."

William didn't look surprised. "I expect it doestie remarked
casually. "It's all true, you know. Or as muchtdas he dare publish.
That's my father's story you're typing, Julie. Dighou guess?"

Julie's legs gave out on her, and she sat downaitimp. Of course!
She ought to have guessed. There was so much bothiethat only

first-hand knowledge of a similar situation coult/e made possible.
And the man Barnabas, the man she found so endgahionest and

humane, matched exactly the image she would likeaiee had of

Rhys ..."

"I've read it, you know," William added proudly. aDsaid not to
mention it to you, not until it was finished, buthink he wouldn't
mind, in the circumstances."

"Oh, William!" There seemed nothing else to say.

"So whatever Nerys has said to you, ignore it,ttiecluded. "She's
getting fed up with being here, and now that Dgasg to employ

some more people, | think she's realising that ba'wbe shifting

back to London at the drop of a hat." He grinné&erhaps she will
be, though."



Julie didn't know what to think. Was it possiblattthis new William,

this increasingly confident William, might findpbssible to weather
the storm of his father's infidelity? Might he fimidin his heart to

forgive him for something that had happened sewsarsyago? Or
would Nerys' revelations destroy everything? Andaf could she,
Julie, take it upon herself to be the arbiter sffaie?

Late that night, after William was safely in beddahe house was
settling into silence, Julie still paced the fladther bedroom. Nerys
had not come to see her again as she had halfcted@he might, but
she knew that in the morning the problem would hHaJege resolved,
one way or the other. But the idea of walking aitleaving both
William and his father to discover her apparenadreery, sickened
her.

And yet she could see that it was a way out. If attempted to
confront William with the news that she was leayirajpd he
attempted to stay her, she didn't know if she wialde the strength
to withstand him.

She went to the window and looked out. It was arcteosty night,
much different from the afternoon it had been, ¢b&l air sharply
defining the curve of the headland. A pale mooamihated the
breakers rolling into the shoreline, and with agyashe realised that
she might never walk on that shoreline again.

With a feeling of inevitability she shed her robedgulled on her
jeans over her underwear, adding a thick sweatew&wmth. Then
her tweed coat completed the ensemble, the scamavoound her
neck, imprisoning her hair in its folds.

The house was silent as she stole down the stamd,she was
reminded of that other night she had crept dowe kdren the wind



had been howling through every nook and crannyigfdrthere was
no wind, just the sighing of the sea below the reati

Haggar had bolted the door, and h wasn't easyaww the bolt. But
she succeeded at last, and turning the key, lsel@&ut the door. She
had never been out in the dark before, excepeifighted streets of a
town, and there was something rather terrifyinghim awareness of
her own vulnerability.

She ran lightly down the two flights of steps, amaled the house,
keeping to the gravelled footway. Rhododendron bsisboked eerie
in the moonlight, a hiding place for intruders aniliam's earlier
remark about Count Dracula came back to haunt her.

But she thrust such fanciful thoughts aside, arathimg the cliff
edge, began the descent to the beach. It wasgbrold and she
was glad of her scarf to keep her ears from fregBat her hair blew
wildly about her face, and she had to keep wiptrgnsls of it out of
her mouth.

Down on the rocks it was a little less cold, thesfrtempered by the
salty tang of the sea. She stood for a while jtesirgy towards the
horizon, taking great breaths of the keen air, hgpior some

inspiration to clear the confusion in her head. 8ulkeast one thing
had been explained to her. She knew now why sorastiRhys

moved so stiffly, and the image evoked by Williabilent words of a

rifle butt in the back brought goosebumps out e#ircher flesh.

When she heard the sound of pebbles tumbling dbevnoliff, she did
not immediately associate them with anyone's agpro8ut an
awareness that she was no longer alone and uneldsenade her
glance round, and her heart caught in her throdueasight of a dark
figure quickly jumping down the face of the cliff.



She remained where she was for a moment, frozdnshibck, but

then the lateness of the hour, and the fact tlahtluse had been in
darkness when she left, forced her to the possiltiiat he could be
the intruder she had thought about earlier.

With a gulp, she looked about her. There was napescThe beach
stretched ahead of her, bare and uninhabited,alim@ in the blank
wall of rock that formed the headland. MoonlighHtnhinated her
position with the clarity of a spotlight, but theaglowy figure was
shrouded in darkness.

"Who is it?" she called jerkily, her voice faintdafaltering. "Who's
there?"

"Well, it's not Count Dracula!" answered a lacomace, and her
breath escaped from her on a deep shuddering sigh.

"Rhys!" she breathed, unaware of the feeling in her vaicéhat
moment, and he vaulted down the final curve tophth to land on
the rocks beside her.

He must have jarred his back because he uttemd adth, but it was
only a momentary spasm before he strode toward#$isezxpression
rather daunting in that pale light.

"What do you think you are doing?" he demandedy@ta right in
front of her, and she thrust her hands into hek@iscso that he
should not see how they were shaking.

"I—I could ask you the same thing," she counteasdl he shook his
head.

"l came after you," he said, and she tried noetdrmore into those
words than there really was.

"How—nhow did you know ..."



"... that you were down here?" She nodded. "l sawfypom my study
window."

"Oh!" Julie swallowed hard. Then another thoughtuck her.
"Why—why did you say that—about Count Dracula?"

His lips twisted. "Isn't that what William said you? When you told
him Nerys had come to your room to enquire about yealth?"

Julie gulped. "Will—William told you about that?"
"Of course."

"| see.”

"Why shouldn't he?"

"N—No reason.”

He regarded her intently, seemingly unaffected iy ¢old even
though he was only wearing a dark battle jacket dwe shirt and
pants.

"Tell me something,” he said quietly, "did you &k what he told
you?"

"What who told me?" she cried, playing for time.

"William." His eyes narrowed. "Don't play gamesjlid. | want to
know. Did you believe him—or Nerys?"

"What do you know about Nerys?"

Rhys sighed. "Enough. Enough to know that aftertwkad her this
afternoon, she did not come to see you for anyapttiropic reason.

Julie stared at him. "Wh—what did you tell her?"



"l asked you a question."

Julie pursed her lips. "I—I believe that Williamlieees what he told
me."

"What's that supposed to mean?"

Julie bent her head. "It's not supposedrteananything. I'm just
reassuring you that William has no doubts—"

"Damn you, | don't need your reassurance!" He wesathing

quickly. "I know my son, Julie. Maybe not a lot teetthan you do,
but some. | told him the truth, for what it's waortthave never lied to
him."

Julie acknowledged this silently. Then she saicktiyi"You don't
have to explain yourself to me."

He swore then, and she took a step back from Hikndw | don't
haveto explain myself to you, but | want to!" he muée. "Have the
decency to listen."

Julie shifted her weight from one foot to the othi#éls nothing to do
with me," she protested, knowing that every word dagd was
deepening the eventual pain of parting.

"l disagree." His eyes glittered. "You ought to ntne truth.
"Oh, what does it matter?" she exclaimed defeatedly
"l want you to know why I did what | did."

Julie's shoulders sagged. "I know what you did. Yefti Devil's
Mount when you found that Nerys was going to mgoyr brother,
and—and consoled yourself by making some girl inrd@a
pregnant!"



Her voice had risen as she spoke, and when shdinsised the
silence seemed that much more tense. How had sbe tesay those
words? she asked herself in dismay. She who hadcayalw
endeavoured to remain impartial in all things.

Rhys expelled his breath on a heavy sigh. "Sosthatat she told
you," he said flatly. "And you believed her."

Julie moved her shoulders helplessly. "Isn't ie®u

"Well, the facts are all there. The way they wakspnted might bear
some examination, though-" He paused. "l presumgd\iold you
that | didn't want her to marry Richard?"

Julie nodded.

"Well, | didn't." Julie's heart slumped. "But noedause | was
jealous." He shook his head. "It's so easy to misitae the facts. It's
like one of those problems that has more than ohwisn. You have

to decide which solution is the logical one." Hea@ a hand through
his hair. "l can just as easily say that Nerys mdrRichard to spite
me. That fits tie facts, too."

Julie shivered. "And William's mother?"

Rhys nodded. "Oh, yes, William's mother. I'll geher. But first, just
In case you have any doubts about Nerys' stohyuld tell you that
| was engaged to her—once." Julie's eyes widenad ha gave a
rueful grimace. "That surprises you? It shouldwédrys always was a
beautiful woman. And | was young and inexperiencedmature, if
you like. But it didn't take me long to discover atlshe was really
like, selfish—self-seeking—mercenary, and—cold."

"Cold?"



"Yes. Cold." Rhys' lips twisted. "Emotionless—inyarormal sexual
way. | think the word they use today is frigid."

Julie gasped. "But—but—"

"l eventually broke off the engagement. You cangma the furore
that caused. Arrangements for the wedding weraadyrender way,
and my father was furious. He said | was makinga &f him—of
the whole family. He demanded that | change my roirdget out. |
got out."

"Oh, Rhys!"

She was hardly aware of using his name, but he a@ntYou can
guess what happened. Richard was not as strongas. My father
could intimidate him. He married Nerys in my steadd lived to
regret it."

Julie remembered what Nerys had said about Richdristking. Was
it possible that there was some other reason &if?tAs Rhys had
said, facts could be twisted to mean anything.

Now Rhys moved stiffly, as if the cold was gettingp his bones, and
Julie said hastily: "We should go back," but hiadhan her wrist kept
her there before him.

"Not yet," he insisted. "There's still the questioh William's
mother."

"You don't have to go on—"

"Oh, but | do. Because she was no innocent eiBwgrshe had more
heart than Nerys could even imagine." He pausedolild lie and

make up some tale about her being just a girl | anet spent some
time with. But | won't insult you by altering therents to suit the
occasion. She was a nightclub hostess, Julie. Neay more? But



she had a heart of gold, and for some reason sineeskto care about
me. Sufficiently so not to take the necessary ptaas."

Julie quivered in his grasp. "l see."

"Do you?" His voice was harsh. "l doubt it. Anywayne had some
religious beliefs—a hangover from her chapel ugng, | suppose.
When she found out that she was pregnant, sheheachild, even
though | was long gone. You probably know the &t left him on
the steps of a children's home. | found out whearhe home from
Vietnam, and I—rescued him." He hesitated. "Perhaqs think |
should have married her. But | don't think she wdrihat. She was
quite a lot older than | was, and set in her ways. were just two
strangers who for a brief period of time gave eauher
companionship. When you've been in the placesbéen in, when
you've seen the sights I've seen, you realisdatiafitneans a hell of a
lot."

Julie could not bear to look at him then in casesheuld see the
emotion in her eyes. So William had not been barnod hatred, as
Nerys had denounced, and if not out of love, theleast from an
unselfish need.

Rhys released her wrist suddenly, and she statidfthat's the

matter?" he demanded savagely, and she realisedhdte
misunderstood her silence. "Has my story shaken ribiamantic

imagination of yours? Oh, yes, I've watched yoaefarhen I've been
dictating. I've seen the disenchantment there. Viidl isn't a tidy

thing. People don't ride around on white chargessuing maidens in
distress any longer. Such knights as there arekmights errant,
searching for other causes far more deservinghlilawed gallant,
Julie, and it's time you grew up!"

Julie stared up at him then through tear-swept.€yas grown up,"
she told him tremulously. "I grew up the first tipeu kissed me."



"Did you?" His expression remained sceptical. "Amotball on my
chain, would you say?"

"What do you mean?"

"Oh, Julie, don't you understand anything? | wami!yl've wanted
you for a long time. But I'm too old for you, anedides, | don't want
a blinkered child to hold in my arms!"

Julie gulped. What was he saying? Did he know Wwkatas saying?
Had he tired of Nerys now and thought to put helie,Jin the other
woman's place? Oh, God, she thought, am | stroagginto live the
rest of my life knowing | have eschewed heaven? #hede was still
Dulcie.

She took a couple of steps back from him, unconstyseeking the
cliff path behind her, and his eyes darkened.

"What is it now?" he demanded. "What else has Neayd about
me?"

"Wh-why should she have said anything?"

He took a step towards her, his eyes narrowingcdBse | think |
know you, Julie. | know you're not indifferent teeno what else is
there between us?"

But she could not tell him. With the words hovermg her tongue,
she could not speak thekVhat if they were true& voice hammered
inside her head. Would they not then cast doubtsvanything else
he had said?

She had to get away from him, she thought unstedslie had to get
away before emotion swamped common sense, bef@dosimd
herself giving in to a man who could never give $ath wholly to
anybody.



With a stifled sob she turned away, and ignoring dommand to
wait, she began climbing the path to the clifftS8pe tried to rim and
stumbled as she went, and with an exclamation hieandcoming
behind her.

But halfway up she heard him utter an oath andIskeithe rest of the
way down again, and she turned from her positiat pelow the

rocky shelf to see what had happened. He had sadhaéf the rocks

on to the beach, and from where she was standigbeared to be
kneeling on the sand.

"Rhys?" she called doubtfully, aware of an immerssmise of
responsibility flooding her being. "Rhys? Are yduraght?"

He did not answer, and her stomach plunged sicggnifiRhys?"
she called again. "Rhys, at least tell me thatyeull right."

But only her own voice echoed round the cove art wiclenching
of her fists, she started down again. Her hairdaathher at times, and
she thrust it back impatiently, quickening her stspshe neared the
bottom and saw that he was now lying on his bacthersand.

"Rhys!" she cried, rushing over the rocks towards him, goitg
down on her knees beside him. "Rhys," his eyes wles®d, "Rhys,
speak to me!"

"l love you," he said, to her complete astonishmand his arms
came up around her, pulling her down on top of him.

His hand at the nape of her neck guided her mauthst and in her
shocked state she could not suppress the degireetan to him. His
mouth was so warm and demanding, moving on hess,bbdy
hardening beneath her until she uttered a litibégst and broke away
from him. But not far—he would not let her go andhwa lithe
movement which belied his injury, he drew her dawnto the sand
beside him and turned to straddle her body witlotis.



"I'm not going to let you get away," he groanedot'Nntil I've said
everything | came to say."

"But—Dbut your back—"

"l only jarred it. But as you seemed so concerh#thught I'd let you
come and comfort me."

"Why, you—"

She wanted to be angry with him, but with the hefahis body
protecting hers from the cold, his hands insidettfeed coat, hard
and possessive, she found it incredibly difficaltesist him.

Tears of helplessness trickled from the cornetseofeyes, mingling
in the moistness of their mouths, and he lickeditlagvay curiously,
saying: "Come on, Julie. | need you so much."

"But—but Nerys—"

"What about her?" A harshness invaded his tonen Tdeertain
comprehension appeared in his eyes. "Of course—tyou—I let
you think we were lovers."

"L-let me think."

"Of course." His voice hardened. "Julie, if it wasything else, |
would tell you. You've .got to know me, Julie. Yal'got to
understand that sometimes | may say things youtMi&a; but I'll
never lie to you."

"But that night—in the kitchen—"

He half smiled. "My angel of mercy! Oh, Julie, by had had any
idea of what you did to me that night ... | had tg samething, | had
to drive you away. But then William did it for me."



"William—"
"—will love his new mother."
"His—mother?"

"Well, stepmother, then." He frowned. "You will mmame, won't
you? | mean—oh God!" He stared at her in mockation. "You
didn't think—but yes, | can see that you did. Jutiew many more
times must | say it? Nerys was lying... | neverctued her after she
married my brother!" He sighed. "And marriage stiieans
something to me. | don't offer it lightly."

"Oh, Rhys!"

She couldn't hold out against him any longer, aschia mouth
possessed itself of hers, and his body surged stga@n, she knew
that she believed him at last, and nothing Neryddcdo could alter
that....

When they walked back to the house, their armsrar@me another,
there was still one more question Julie had to ask.

"What will—Nerys do?"

"When we're married, you mean?" Julie nodded angsRinew her
closer against him. "You may not believe this—"

"I will," she insisted, and he smiled.

"—put the day after you arrived, | contacted amatestagent in
Llantreath who had connections in London, to arearigr an
apartment for her. She doesn't like it here, and tige finally
convinced her that she's wasting her time withshell go."



"Is that what you told her this afternoon?"

"Yes." He paused. "l wanted her out of the houderbd told you |
loved you, but in the event, her intervention poéated things. |
knew she'd try to make trouble for us, and | warndealvoid that."

Julie bit her lip. "She—she told me something elsel. have to tell
you. | can't have it between us."

"What?" Rhys' eyes were dark.

Julie drew slightly away from him. "She—she told-m®ulcie was
your child—that when you came home for your fath&rheral..."

"What?" His disbelief was violent as his fingers dugnpally into her
shoulder. "God, what must you have thought of me?"

Julie moved closer to him again. "l-—she wanted mééave. She
said | should just—go. Without first telling you."

"Yes, that would have suited her." Rhys clenchedibis. "But don't
imagine that would have been the end of it. | wddsle found you,
wherever you were."

Julie looked up at him. "W-would you?"

"Yes." He frowned suddenly. "But come with me. Inveo show you
something."

They went into the house quietly, and let themsela® the library
where first Julie had known that devastating aweserof this man
who was going to be her husband. Taking some kews liis pocket,
he unlocked the desk drawers which she had alwags Iold to
ignore. He extracted a file, and a handful of paper



"Look," he said, and she found herself staringvat ¢ertificates; one
was his father's death certificate, the other lgddrto Dulcie, giving
the date and place of her birth.

"You don't need to do this," she protested, gugssihat was to
come, but he ignored her.

"Read this," he instructed, thrusting another pamerher hand, and
she read the medical reports of his injury durigbting in a Central
African struggle for independence. The intimateadebf his injuries
made her feel sick to her stomach, and she lookedatuhim
helplessly, but he insisted she read on. And thenksew why. He
had been in hospital when his father had died candt not possibly
have attended the funeral. Dulcie's birth some temgbnths later
confirmed that she could not possibly be his daeight

"Oh, Rhys!" Julie exclaimed bitterly, "you didn&ed to do this."

"l had to," he said simply, and the look on hiseféigrned her lower
limbs to water. "Sometimes it's necessary to prsemething to
oneself."

Julie understood. She also understood that sheh@edno fears for
William now. Nerys could not harm any of them eagain.

Six months later Julie, Rhys and William were sg@ateind the fire in
the living room, sharing afternoon tea as Julie flllam had used
to do in those early days.

"Oh, it's good to have you back again,” William lexmed, grinning
at his father and his stepmother happily. "Butdlad you had a good
time. Was Jamaica very hot?"



"Very hot," agreed Julie, looking down with satidfan at the golden
tan she had acquired. "Next time we go, you'll coime."

Rhys lay back in his chair looking with satisfaatiat his lovely
young wife and at his son's animated face. "Sostti@ol isn't so
bad?" he commented, and William shook his head.

Since their marriage, three months ago, he had bh#ending a
private day school in Llantreath, and now that & & home to come
back to every night, he was working well again.

"Oh, by the way," William got up to fetch a lett@hich had been
lying on the mantelshelf, and handed it to Julidis came for you a
few days ago. | think it's from Dulcie."

"Dulcie?" Just for a moment, Julie felt a twinge reimembered
anxiety, and Rhys stretched out a hand to close loewrist."Do
you want me to read it?" he asked quietly, butsdtook her head.

"No. It's all right. | just wonder why she's wrigiio me.

Since Rhys had announced his intention to marig dud Nerys had
walked out of the house, their only contact hadnbégough the
medium of solicitors.

But Dulcie's letter was endearingly friendyear Aunt Julieit read,

| hope you and Uncle Rhys had a nice holiday. W ilh London
now, and | go to school with another little girl ahves in the same
flats we do. | like lining here because there'spemoheating, so
Mummy says, and there are two bedrooms and | haeead to
myself. When | was at Uncle Rhys' house | hacetepsivith Mummy
because she said it was so cold. Lots of love,iBulc

Julie handed the letter to Rhys after -she haditeatt saw the way
his lips twitched. Then he looked at her and sheskine was thinking
the same as she was thinking. Then he handedtteettz William.



William read it with a degree of his usual cyniciginere Dulcie was
concerned. "Oh, well," he said, "at least she'phamyway."

"Aren't we all?" said Julie, lifting her shouldensd allowing them to
fall with the sinuous grace of a cat that has ast the cream.



