35

1.7%
el

arlequi:%;g?uwms.. .

seen bV candlellght

) FAVORITE
( "BEST
\ SELLER




SEEN BY
CANDELIGHT

Anne M ather



Although Karen Frazer had been divorced by her &mgdlaul two
years before, and had heard that he had since leeeagaged to
another woman, she still loved him. But she wasyrbfree of him --
for Paul's married brother was pursuing Karen&sponsible young
sister, and her mother had asked Karen to persReado do what he
could to put a stop to the affair.

Karen dreaded the thought of meeting Paul agairfdouhe sake of
her mother and sister, what else could she do“tiAeré was Lewis to
consider as well -- Lewis, who loved Karen and hiael best of
reasons for keeping her and Paul apart.

But when the fateful meeting took place, Paul hiffeét some of the
old attraction return. Had he been mistaken abaueK all this time?



CHAPTER ONE

KAREN STACEY slid out of the driving seat of her small blackosa
and slipped her sheepskin overcoat about her shsuldefore
locking the car door. Shivering slightly in the $tp March air, she
crossed the pavement and opened the door of thegi@eestyled
cottage which her mother owned in this quiet mews.

Inside all was warmth and light and Karen shrugaygareciatively in

the pleasant atmosphere. Liza, her mother's hoapekegreeted her
warmly, taking her coat and hanging it in the ltddiset. Liza had
been with her mother since Karen was a child, &tdo/Karen, she
never seemed to look any older.

With a smile now, Karen asked: 'Where is my mothea?'

'In the sitting-room, Miss Karen,' replied Lizaf leges showing their
dislike of Karen's casual attire. Tight-fitting etith slacks and a
chunky sweater were anathema to Liza. 'Must yourvikase
disgusting trousers, love?' she exclaimed. Thérdly suitable for
a young lady.’

Liza was terribly old-fashioned. She had never redrherself and
had always looked on the Stacey children as her &nd with the
familiarity of years she invariably spoke her mittdamused Karen
now and she answered:

'Oh, Liza darling, I've just left my drawing-boaibou can't possibly
expect me to dress up just to come round herewleh I've got to
go back and go on working. Besides, slacks are waryn and very
fashionable at the moment.’

Liza shrugged, grimacing, and with a chuckle Kdefhher to enter
the sitting-room. This was the room which overlabKdasewood
Mews and was a very pleasant room. The whole ttags
comfortably, if not opulently furnished, and Mrda&ey lived here



with her younger daughter, Sandra. Karen did netase much of
them as she should, she knew, but her work angaiming she did
in her spare time kept her quite busy and besttleshouse brought
back too many painful memories which were bestdtie.

Her mother was seated at a bureau writing lettéeviKaren entered
the room and she rose to greet her elder daughtere was little

resemblance between them for Karen was an ashlahide her

mother's hair had once been a vivid auburn.

Mrs. Stacey crossed the room and bestowed a kisgrodaughter's
cold cheek. Then she drew back and surveyed hesugbly.

'It's good to see you,' said Karen, smiling. 46dong since I've done
so.'

‘Yes, darling," murmured Madeline Stacey absetfitly. er... | didn't
hear you arrive.'

'From your tone on the telephone | assumed a noajasstrophe was
about Jo occur,' remarked Karen lightly. 'l hadons of your waiting
on the doorstep for my arrival. Instead, you seegr@ssed with your
own thoughts.'

Madeline sighed heavily. '‘Well, my dear, | must &dinam rather
cross with you for neglecting us for so long. We gour only kith
and kin, you know. You really ought to care abait u

'‘But | do,' exclaimed Karen, guiltily aware of h@wn indiscretions.
'It's simply that | never seem to have the timead a very full life
really, Mother. But anyway, what is there to stau yrom visiting
me? The apartment is only a stone's throw away."'

Madeline raised her eyebrows. 'My dear Karen, whenlevisit you |
find myself thrust to one side like so much rubbighile you engross
yourself in some new design or paint those ghaatgtracts.



Alternatively, I'm entertained, but am always coogs that I'm
stopping you from getting on. | could hardly saywhs made
welcome, however unkind that may sound.’

Karen felt uncomfortable. She knew that what hethmiohad said
was partly true, but Madeline's limited conversatievhich was
mainly gossip anyway, bored her stiff, and she mhefer to work
alone.

‘All right, honey," she agreed now. 'You've maderypoint quite
thoroughly. Now, what is your problem? The one ikdiot off the
press?’

Madeline indicated that Karen should sit down dovaarmchair and
turned away slowly. Karen sighed in exasperationcivias she really
loved her mother she knew only too well how sheadlto dramatize
things and it was obvious that this was not goobé the brief visit
that she had hoped for. Madeline had somethingeomimd and she
would not rest until she had extracted the veryastnout of it. Karen
drew out her cigarette- case and helped herselfcigarette, but her
mother's first words startled her so much thatasdhmst dropped it.

'‘Have you seen Paul lately ?' began Madeline condrivedly casual
tone.

'‘Paul?' Karen felt as though she was playing foetiTime to gather
her suddenly shocked senses together. With tregnbhgers she lit
the cigarette and inhaled deeply, savouring thetime in her lungs,
relaxing. 'No," she replied slowly. 'We never meeil you know it.
Why do you ask? Oh ... | suppose you saw the naticdis
engagement iifhe Times'

'Yes, | did see that,’ agreed her mother slowlytiRDelaney, |
believe that was her name. Some American girlcadg's daughter,
if | remember correctly.’



'You're in complete possession of the facts,' reathiKaren rather
dryly. This was no casual remark. 'Well, Motheryghmould | have
seen Paul ?'Mrs. Stacey shrugged. 'l thought psrhapnight have
telephoned to object about Sandra going out witho&i'

Karen's eyes widened. 'Simon!' she exclaimed. 'BiRmazer is going
out with Sandra? But he's married; you must bengki

'l only wish | were,' said Madeline stiffly. 'l dbnoke about things
like this, Karen. I'm at my wits' end. She refusegive him up, even
though I've begged her to do so. You know how uragaable
Sandra has always been, how headstrong and sedtiwil

Karen frowned. 'You have only yourself to blame tloait,’ she said
coolly. "You've always given in to her.’

Madeline's lips thinned. 'Thank you,' she exclairhgtusly. 'And
what would you have done if you had been left alwrik two young
children to bring up?'

'l would have treated them both alike, instead arfdting one and
making a rod for my own back,' retorted Karen. 'Way, Mother,
that's hardly relevant now. | agree that Simon é&raz no fit
associate for any young girl, let alone an impaassble idiot like
Sandra! How did you find out about them? | donfimase she told
you.'

'Oh, no; not a word. A friend saw them dining tdgtlast week and
couldn't wait to telephone me to let me know. Sandr only
seventeen, Karen. Simon Frazer must be over tlaftgr all, Paul is
thirty-seven, isn't he?'

'‘Ah, yes.' Karen drew on her cigarette. 'Where dRzad come into all
this?' She shivered. 'Simon is only his brothey, koow.'



'‘As I've already said, | asked Sandra to stop gegiimon. She simply
laughed at my arguments and refused to take angenot me. She
says she is perfectly capable of taking care addieBoth you and |
know how foolhardy that statement is with a mane likim.
Something has got to be done. | think Paul is tilg person able to
do that something.'

'S0?' Karen's voice was dangerously quiet.
'l want you to get in touch with Paul and ask hanspeak to Simon—'

Karen sprang to her feet. 'No!" she exclaimed alyughe ran a
restless hand over her shoulder-length straigint'haion't do it. Paul
and | parted in the divorce court two years ago lajus$t couldn't
contact him now. It's out of the question.’

Madeline frowned. 'So your own pride is greatemtlyaur sister's
downfall? She is your sister, Karen, your seveniggar-old sister!'

'Stop play-acting, Mother,' cried Karen, inwardgething. 'lt won't
work. | refuse to do it. Sandra is seventeen, asdwave said. She's not
a child. She must make her own mistakes. After lalkas only
eighteen when | met Paul.'

'‘And look what happened to your marriage,' taurtted mother
cruelly. 'Five years and it was all over. Here yare, twenty-five
years old and already a divorcee. Not that themeis question of
marriage in the circumstances. As you've said, Bimonarried. That
makes everything so much worse.'

Karen was pale. This conversation was raking uphallpainful past
that she had tried to bury these last two years.Hald always known
that her mother had resented her break with Paypdeely selfish

reasons, but to fling it all in her face now almbsbught Karen to
tears. How could Madeline be so unkind? But teanseva luxury that
Karen had never indulged in and she did not do®®. ishe had



always been an independent sort of person, likeféter, and
Madeline had clung to the baby, Sandra, and sphiéeditterly when
their father was killed in an air crash a long whabo.

Karen knew that Madeline wanted to save Sandra frerself and
she did not care if she hurt her elder daughténenprocess. Karen,
was tempted to leave immediately and let. them waolt alone, but
she knew if she did so, she would never be welcloene again. As
her mother had said, she and Sandra were Kareliys bbood
relations and to cut herself off from them woulave her completely
alone. How could she do such a thing?

‘Well?" exclaimed her mother. 'Are you going toyleur sister's life
be ruined?’

Karen sighed heavily. The ultimatum had come anel wshs not
ready for it. What could she say? How could shdamphat it was
not merely pride that kept her from contacting Palthat she was
frightened of her treacherous emotions and aftzat he might see
how disturbed she was.

But Simon, too, had a wife whom he never considaretlalthough
Karen had never liked Julia Frazer, she was stiblved. Perhaps
Paul might be glad to break up the affair. Aftdy la¢ had no reason
to love the Stacey family.

‘All right,' she agreed at last. 'But why shouldiymagine that Paul
will take any notice of me? Let alone speak to $iro

'‘Paul used to be very fond of Sandra,' replied Mia€egeinwardly
exulting at Karen's surrender, 'And he knows whatl lof a man
Simon is.’

Karen stubbed out her cigarette and thrust a hatiodthe pocket of
her slacks. She was committed to speaking to hdwuskand. God,
weren't memories hateful enough without reinforcthgm with



reality? How could you meet a man with whom you bhdred the
tenderest intimacies of marriage without feelingnde turn in your

inside? She supposed dully that it should have leasrer, but they
had been so much in love and now ...

She had been eighteen when she met Paul Frazevasi¢hen the

chairman of the board of the Frazer Textile Indastwhose head
office was in London, and Karen was a very juniesigner working

for the company. She had worked there for almostyt@ars without

ever dreaming she would come in contact with thengodynamic

tycoon whose name spelled 'Success' with a c&itéhe had heard
plenty about him from her colleagues, but he didaomcern himself

with the small fry like them. Still a bachelor hirty, he-was the most
sought- after man in London, and the social papats magazines
splashed stories about him wherever he went.

For all this, Karen had secretly believed that than could not
seriously add up to his image. It had amused hksten to the girls
raving about him, but she had not been particulatigrested. Men
had always been attracted to her and she had mé&atgmirers in her
own sphere without looking on to a higher, much exfotile, plane.

And then she produced, as much to her surpriseydsody else's, a
design for a carpet which was quite brilliant. T@zer Combine
produced various ranges of textiles and the cadesign was a
completely original piece of work.

To her embarrassment, she was sent for by the mesel, and had
to go to his office on the sacrosanct top floothef Frazer building.
She had been not so much nervous as embarrassadhdsuthe chief
designer introduced her to Paul Frazer she founselHecompletely
absorbed by his overwhelming charm and persondhgr. from

over-estimating the man, she found him absolutelyendevastating
than his reputation and was therefore astonisheshwvidter in the
week he rang her office and invited her to dinner.



She accepted, of course, much to the envy of leerds, and found to
her amazement that he was actually interestedriaha person, and
not as a designer.

Within a few weeks their relationship had assumezh roportions
that Paul, who had never been used to being demgthing from a
woman, found his every waking moment a torment ahtmg to
possess her, and his admiration for her idealsldéahihto love.
Karen, who had been attracted to him from the begg fought
against the love which threatened to overwhelm Ingtr when Paul
eventually proposed marriage she was utterly comdurwith
happiness.

They had flown to the Bahamas for their honeymamhsere away
for three idyllic months. Karen had never knownlshappiness and
Paul grew relaxed and lazy and sun-tanned. Theseddeach other,
but when they returned to England to the house lwikaul had
bought near Richmond, they both resented the retumormality.

Paul had to spend a lot of time at the office tmeaking up the work
that had been left to slide in his absence, aneéiKarms left alone.

To begin with she was not lonely. The house nealedmplete

redecoration, and Paul had only a few of the rofummashed so that
Karen might do the whole place over to her owmlikiWith the help

of a team of interior decorators Karen set to wanhkg the result
pleased Paul just as much as Karen. She loved#mengs best when
Paul came home to her. They rarely went out ortemted, and spent
hours alone, talking and making love.

Then, as time passed, Paul, who had neglectedaa deal of his
normal work to be with Karen, found it necessaryisit the factories
in the Midlands and the North of England where Erdzxtiles were
produced. Being an active man, and interestedsnnairk, he had
always disliked delegating duty, and it was ovgear since he had
made a tour of inspection. With reluctance, he Keften ~at home



when he went to visit the factories. He knew iftbek her with him
he would be unable to concentrate. When she wédmshint nothing
else could take precedence.

For a while, Karen's duties at Trevayne absorbeddmsl she spent
her time swimming in the pool in the grounds, aiting friends over
for tennis or drinks.

But as the years passed, apart from having holidetysPaul, their
time together was limited to the evenings. Weeksewdre given
over to entertaining, and Karen began to hateigfie pattern of their
lives. She was bored; not with Paul but with haviog much time
and too little to do.

Eventually she asked Paul whether she could go aadkwork for
the company. Paul was astounded, and refused Iplaimk. Apart
from wanting her at home when he needed her, hectdg to her
working when it was so unnecessary. Her pleas oédmn were
shrugged off, and Karen found herself gettingabié and frustrated.
The combination of these two emotions began thesef arguments
and rows about her work and about her aimlessiposit the house.
Paul, who had assumed her too young to start alyfamow
suggested that they do just that, but Karen wasstabborn and
foolish to agree and thus give in to him again. &esed abruptly,
and to her horror Paul moved his clothes into ffeeesguestroom.

She was frightened and terrified of the resultsefown actions, but
too full of pride to beg him to come back to her.

They had been married a little over three yearsnwikaren went
behind Paul's back and got herself a job with al @wvganization, the
Martin Design Company. When Paul found out he wa®dis. The
Martin Company obtained some of their work from thezer
Syndicate, and he immediately withdrew his interest



This culminated in yet another row, the result dfickh was that
Karen packed her possessions and left. She hadjora to her
mother's home. Her mother had never agreed tha&nksrould need
anything more than a home and a husband, and sh&aema angry
with Karen for a long time after their separation.

But for Karen there was no going back. Lewis Matte head of the
small company, who knew her circumstances, sympadhivith her

but advised her to be brave and stick it out. Hendit advise her to go
back to Paul, indeed quite the reverse, and Kaemngrateful to him

at that time. Looking back now, she felt sure tbftalone she would
have returned to Paul within a week; and on hinsér

Paul made several abortive attempts to see helgwis guarded her
like the Crown Jewels and Karen was left alone \with thoughts.

Whenever she suggested that perhaps she ought ©ase, Lewis

had reminded her of her reasons for leaving, asdwuards had

stiffened her resolve. No good could come of tleunion. Only

more arguments and more rows and another separdti@y were

iIncompatible. She might as well admit it here aodnSexually, they
were well matched, but marriages were only paisda on that side
of things. These were Lewis's words, his advickdn and she had
believed him. After all, why not? He had nothinggain in this

except a rather second-rate designer who had ferg@o much

during the past years. How was he to know that theiaffair of the

‘Job' as she called it to herself, she and Paubhbdrarely argued,
and never in an unkind way?

Lewis found her the apartment which he obtainethfeofriend who

was an estate agent. Lewis himself bought theaftat Karen was
therefore his tenant. Karen was thrilled to haveme of her own
and she furnished it as soon as she had savedteynthe did it in
pieces, refusing Lewis's offer of an advance. adl long stopped
calling her and she was left in peace. She workatfar Lewis, who

was a good designer himself, and learned a lot friom



He was a man in his early forties, a widower withahildren, and
Karen felt more like a daughter to him. It was watksense of shock,
therefore, that she received his proposal of ngerabout a year after
her break with Paul. She had protested that agart the fact that she
did not love him, she was technically still a madrivoman, and he
had remarked that he had heard that Paul was goisge her for
divorce.

Karen was horrified a few days later when she weckithe
notification in the mail of Paul's intention, angt@unded that the
grounds were adultery. He was citing Lewis as gpoadent.

Lewis however did not seem at all perturbed apbstion in all this,
even though the press made a nine days' wondeofattall. He
advised Karen not to defend the suit, as did theiy he found for
her. Defended suits, they said, became laundriesirgf washing,
and unless she wanted her private life draggeddéifi® magistrate
she might just as well not defend.

Bewildered, with no one to turn to but Lewis, Kardid as they

suggested, and withdrew even more into her shalll &hieved his
freedom by revealing certain facts which appeam@tticisive to an

outsider. Karen was too sick at heart to care. @ifrge Lewis had
obtained the flat for her, but she paid a renitfdrewis often stayed
late in the evening if they were discussing a nesjgat, but it was all

guite innocent. Even the night he had spent in-atre@tment on the
couch in the living-room was only because a thickog had

descended on London, and it seemed ridiculousli&éats should

have to trail home to his house in Hampstead. Hewesven she
could see that no good could come of trying toteethie accusations.
They looked too conclusive, and Lewis's attitudes wae of amiable
inertia. Thus it was that less than five yearsrdlfteir wedding, Karen
found herself free again.



Lewis was a tower of strength in those early ddgspting himself to
her welfare and generally making himself indispéfesaBut when he
again broached the subject of their marriage sheedethe idea at
once. Apart from anything else she felt too ravideso contemplate
such a -step then, and Lewis, who knew he hadvatsriwas content
to wait.

Time had eventually partially healed Karen's tagrlihgs and she
had thought she was beginning to get over the raffait now,
listening to her mother extolling Paul's virtuesl awliculing her own
part in it, she knew that it was only pushed i@ back of her mind,
waiting to be brought into the open. And she feltivanced that all
her futile defences were going to be in vain.

Still, she had committed herself and there was @iaggback now.
She had to go through with it, see her ex- husbfandhe could not
discuss this over the telephone, and possibly eveet Ruth
Delaney, the woman he had chosen to take her place.

Karen walked restlessly to the door. She mightasdo it and get it
over with.

‘And ... er... what if he refuses to even speak&?' asked Karen,
turning back to her mother.

'I'm sure he won't,’ replied Madeline calmly. 'Pad't a man like
that.'

It had been a great blow to Madeline when she fzabth give up
giving her intimate little parties which Paul hatlulged her in. He
had always made sure she had plenty of money fgthimig she
desired, and flowers and chocolates were ofteweleld for her. He
had known all her little weaknesses, and evenséaetary carried
out his instructions, Madeline revelled in the iieglof being a
cosseted woman again. Karen had not known halfeofrtoney spent



on Madeline, which was just as well, as she wowaldehhated that
Paul should think they were paupers.

'‘Well, why can't you ring him, then?' asked Karemating one last
attempt to free herself from her obligations.

'l couldn't, Karen. | wouldn't know what to say. Ywere his wife.
You know him intimately. It will be much easier cmg from you.'

Karen flushed. Yes, she had known Paul intimately.

She had thought that no one could possibly knovoaeyas she had
known Paul.

‘Now,' said Madeline, smiling in her victory. "WWAlbu ring him from
here?' She glanced at her watch. 'It's eleveryttiieé may be at the
office.'

'‘No,' replied Karen with emphasis. 'l shall ringaifrom the intimacy
of my own apartment. That is ... if you don't mirdl,course.' This
last she spoke sarcastically, causing Madeline ressp her lips
together in a thin line.

'So long as you don't forget,' she replied curtly.

'l shan't forget,' replied Karen heavily. 'I'll gitnim when | get back.
Does that satisfy you?'

'l imagine so,' said Madeline coolly. "You'll haweffee before you
go, won't you?'

Karen shook her head. The strained atmospheretiflagysher.

'‘No, thanks,' she answered swiftly. 'l... I'd begte. | have a lot to do.'



'Of course.' Madeline shrugged, and Karen wentraatthe hall to
retrieve her coat. She felt nauseated and longethéopeace of her
own home.

With a brief farewell, she slid behind the wheeltio¢ Morris and

drove round to Berkshire Court, the large bloclapartments in a
cul-de-sac in Chelsea, of which she occupied thdltor. It enabled
her to have the maximum amount of light into th@kistudio which

ad joined the flat and she had always liked it.

A lift transported her to the twelfth floor aftehes had put her ear
away in the basement garages. She walked alongothiglor and

inserted her key into the lock and entered thedewf the apartment.
This was an attractive room, with stark white wallsich were an

ideal background for the dark red three-piece saite lusciously
opulent velvet curtains of olive-green. The camets fitted and

patterned in a variety of colours, while the rerdamof the furniture
was a light oak in colour. There was a small foldawable and
chairs, and a small cocktail cabinet. The essehteeaoom spelled
elegant simplicity in design, and it suited Karedfsaracter. She
loathed fussy rooms, overflowing with knick-knacksd ornaments
of all kinds.

The rest of the flat was composed of her bedroofmataroom, a
minute kitchen opening off the lounge, and the sistaidio where
she worked, which also opened off the lounge. Thdie had roof
windows as well as wide windows in the walls andswdeal for
working. Here she had her drawing-board, as mo&eofvork was
done in the silence of her home.

After her break with Paul she had been left witbtaf spare time in
the evenings and had started painting picturesdoown pleasure. It
was an entirely new hobby for her and she foundtgatisfaction in
putting her thoughts into paintings. They were,has mother so
unkindly termed them, 'ghastly abstracts’, and dwvenis showed



little interest in them. To him they were so muddsted effort, and he
bluntly told her so. Karen was a little disappoththat he should
think so, for although she did not believe theyev@asterpieces, she
nevertheless felt that they had something.

All Lewis would admit was that they made her amaldeccupation,
but he advised her not to consider them a mon@taposition. As
Lewis was a clever designer and knew a lot abautnageneral,
Karen contented herself with his opinion for sheé ot care much
either way. It was merely a means of filling in &m

Now, as she looked round the lounge, the paintmgs all about
her. As she liked them she had had them framedaatehst they
provided a splash of colour on the otherwise baaksw

She slipped off her overcoat and hung it over archad scrolling
across the room she took a cigarette from her aadelit it. She
thought momentarily that she was smoking far toacmubut she
drew on the tobacco with enjoyment.

The scarlet telephone on the low table by the caegmed to mock
her silently and she inwardly hated herself foreagrg to her
mother's blackmail, as indeed it had been. Teleph®aul or be
ostracized.

But how on earth could she just pick up the teleyghand speak to a
man who had divorced her two years ago and whbati@ot spoken
to for almost four years? It was ludicrous, reafyd would he be
secretly amused at her for calling him? What sattsbn would it
give him to have her crawling to him for help? Biteher lip angrily.
Only her mother could have placed her in such a&iposShe was
tempted to ring Lewis and ask his advice, but dstidgainst it. He
would consider her actions quite ridiculous and Mamost likely
advise her not to go through with it.



With a deep sigh she lifted the receiver with tréngpbfingers and
dialled the number of the Frazer building. She kilegvnumber so
well; how often had she called Paul there in tloedalys?

A switchboard operator answered her a few momets, lher cool
voice polite and businesslike:

'Frazer Textiles, can | help you?'

'‘Oh, good morning,' said Karen, trying to souncbfibind composed.
‘Gould | speak to Mr. Paul Frazer, please?'

'I'm afraid that's out of the question,' replie@ thperator in her
cultured tones. 'Mr. Frazer is not in the buildifay, one thing. Will
his personal secretary be able to assist you?'

Karen sighed in annoyance. Her hopes of gettingafifer over
swiftly were not going to be realized.

'‘No,' she replied, 'it's a personal matter, I'midfrl don't suppose you
could tell me where | can contact Mr. Frazer?"

‘Mr. Frazer is touring the factories in Nottinghamd Leeds,’ replied
the operator, 'but I'm afraid | couldn't tell yolheve he might be
contacted. However, he's expected back in Lond@anewening, |
believe he has a board meeting here in the motning.

'‘Oh!" Karen frowned. Then she would have to waitl dime following
day. "Thank you. I'll ring again tomorrow.'

‘Very well, madam.' The operator rang off, and Kareplaced her
receiver reluctantly. Now that she could not geburch with him she
felt curiously disappointed.

She stared into space for a moment and then ooftrehance she
dialled his apartment in Belgravia. She knew hedithere now,



presumably he had sold the large house, Trevaymenwhe divorce
came through. He would want no memories of Karem#r his
future.

She held her breath when someone answered théndelepbut it
turned out to be a manservant. He merely repeatkdt \the
switchboard operator had told her. Mr. Frazer washe north of
England but would be back this evening. He askée i€ould take a
message, but Karen said, '‘No, thank you," and eéfregoruptly.

She felt unreasonably angry that he could not lbehed. It was
absurd to feel that way, she told herself firmlyteA all, he might
have been out of the country. He often went to Garsand the United
States. He could have been there, and then shelvilawke had to
have waited for much longer than twenty-four houfShe

contemplated calling him that evening, and thewoegtthe idea. To
call in business hours, calling him at the offigept things on a
strictly business footing. If she rang him thatreng it seemed much
more personal, and she wanted to maintain the sopat note in
this.

She made herself some scrambled eggs and coffeenfiir and then
rang her mother and explained the situation.® Madebtacey was
guite apologetic, but obviously pleased that Kakas doing as she
had been asked so precisely and punctually.

Then Karen washed up her few dishes and left tloedrdin on the
draining-board. She had a daily woman, Mrs. Coaté®, came in
and did her housework for her, but she looked &ieself otherwise,
making her own meals and taking her washing to riearby
launderette. Her salary was quite adequate to ¢bese luxuries and
Lewis had often suggested that she employ a fukthousekeeper.
But Karen preferred her freedom, and as her knaydedf
housekeepers was limited to Liza, who ran her nisthée as well as
her home, she felt sure she was doing the righgthi



That afternoon, Karen sat staring at her drawingarth finding

herself singularly devoid of any ideas. Even hauehpaintings held
no charm. Outside the apartment a watery sun wasghand it had
turned into quite a springlike day. On sudden irmpwhe left her
studio, pulled on her sheepskin coat and left faatenent.

Outside, the air was fresh and invigorating, anel @lossed the road
into the small park nearby and watched the chilgitaging. It was a

favourite spot for nannies with prams and tiny ledsljust learning

to run and play with their slightly older brothewnsd sisters. The sight
of the happy, laughing faces turned the knife imades stomach. If

she had had the baby Paul had wanted, it would beaga three or
four years old now. Who knows, she thought dulhg snight have

had two or even three by this time.

She walked aimlessly across the stretch of grashing the day
would end and tomorrow arrive that much sooner.ilUsfite had

actually spoken to Paul her concentration was auateexistent, and
if she tried to work in such a manner, it woulddbeomplete waste of
time and energy and materials.

She stayed out for a couple of hours and thenrretuto the fiat. She
made herself a scratch meal of beans on toastunadli dinner, and
then switched on the television. It was rarely ydmd this evening
she enjoyed losing herself in the exciting westard variety show
which she watched.

When the television closed down for the night, Kasenoked a last
cigarette before going to bed. She thought abontliBaand Simon.
Sandra was just foolish enough to get herselfsetmus trouble. She
was completely irresponsible and quite wild, dueh&r mother's
fawnlike adoration all these years. No matter wdtaapes she had
got into as a child, her mother had always helpsddut of them,
glossing over the facts to Karen, and consequemtly Sandra did
not know the meaning of the word sensibility. Dgridaren's years



as Paul's wife, she had been more manageable, awirRaul's
control over her, but after their divorce she haddme worse than
before.

As for Simon, he ought to have more sense. He ali@ Jad been
rare visitors at Trevayne when Karen was marrideiol. Simon had
made it plain from the outset that he favoureddnsther's young
wife, and Paul had made it equally plain that im&nh came near
Karen he would get his head in his hands.

Julia, Simon's wife, had been the daughter of gwoirarished earl

when she met Simon, and had aroused herself fromatiresr languid

manner long enough to get Simon to marry her. Tparents had
approved and Julia, although well aware of Simdrmssrepancies,
saw in him a meal ticket for life. She enjoyed tdoenpany of men,

and after their marriage they each went their s¢pavays to a great
extent. They lived in the same house, entertaioiedy, but each had
their own friends. It was a nauseating set-up, Radl had avoided
them quite openly.

Thinking now of Sandra, throwing herself away anan like Simon
Frazer, disgusted and appalled Karen, and she khewvould be
glad if Paul would do something. Only he had thev@oto dictate to
Simon. Paul held the family finances.

Of course, Simon probably gloated over the liaisecretly. He was
getting back at Karen and Paul to some measurieafding slighted
him before. He was an amusing character for allfdudts, and no
doubt Sandra found him quite fascinating after ithemer callow
youths she usually associated with.

It was midnight by the time Karen crawled into bledt sleep did not
come easily. Her thoughts were too full of Paul, inend too active
to relax. She recalled how attractive he was, d&imkned, and
dark-haired and dark-eyed. Although she herselfaviadl girl, all of



five feet seven inches, he absolutely dwarfed Imesking her

Intensely conscious of his overwhelming masculinklys hair was

short and cut close to his head and was alwayp and vital to the
touch. His dark eyes, sometimes cynical or amusedld soften

miraculously with love, and his mouth had done gridmngs to her

body. A man of the world before their marriagehlad known many
women, but Karen satisfied him mentally as welphgsically, and

under his tuition she had learned all the deligind desires of her
own body.

Remembering all these things disturbed her emdtignand she
moved restlessly in the bed, rolling on to her stoimto stop its
churning.

She remembered the nights of the long hot sumna¢htd followed
their marriage, when, too hot to sleep, they hategtown to the pool
and swum in the moonlight. They had been uttexdynea] the rest of
the household asleep, and they had made love,ldbdies dripping
with the cool delicious water.

Groaning, Karen slid wearily out of bed and paddetb the
bathroom. Filling a tumbler full of water, she edred a sleeping
tablet from the bottle in the cabinet and swallowedth some of the
water. She peered at her weary face in the mirfrtineocabinet and
frowned. Was she to look like a hag when he sawtdworrow?
Would he be glad he was no longer married to suttted-looking
creature?

She returned slowly to her bed and slid back betwbe sheets.
Moodily, she mused that at least during her maerimgPaul she had
never had to resort to sleeping tablets, at leasstmhile they were
living together. On the contrary, she had sleptngbu and
dreamlessly as a child in his arms, conscious@fttturity of those
arms always.



Achingly she stared into space until the cotton waarld of the drug
descended upon her and she slept.

She awoke with an aching head next morning, heahegsteady
buzz of the vacuum cleaner from the lounge. Slueaslt of bed and
pulled on a blue quilted housecoat before operieglbor leading to
the lounge.

Mrs. Coates, the daily, was just finishing and simded cheerfully at
Karen. She was a small, plump woman of about ffiyh a husband
and six children &t home. She often regaled Karéh stories of ‘our
Bert' or 'our Billy', and Karen found her a refreghpersonality.

'I've made your coffee,’ she said now, lookingaalty at Karen. She
nodded towards the kitchen. "You look as though gauld do with
some.’

‘Thank you," replied Karen dryly, but padded wily into the
kitchen.

The percolater was bubbling merrily and she potmedelf a cup of
black coffee and went back into the lounge fordigarettes.

‘Are you all right, dearie?' asked Mrs. Coateskilog worriedly at
her.

'Of course. Thank you, Mrs. Coates. | slept rabiaelly, that's all. I'll
be all right when I've had this.' She nodded tocibiéee.

'‘Right." Mrs. Coates pulled on her mackintosH.BH off, then. See
you in the morning.'

'Yes, all right," Mrs. Coates,' said Karen, manggansmile, and the
woman left.



After she had closed the door, Karen stood downcoéfee and
walking over to the switch she turned down the terapre of the
central heating. Mrs. Coates always kept the dikeea greenhouse,
and this morning Karen felt as though she needeaiad lots of it.

Her watch told her it was only nine-thirty, so studlected the daily
papers, which Mrs. Coates always brought for hemfthe kitchen
and settled herself on the couch in the lounge.

She knew that Paul would not reach the office detilo'clock at the
earliest, so she read for an hour before tacklgtélephone. The
newspapers were full of the world crises, but fbthe impression

they made on her she might just as well not hatbkdsed reading
them. Her mind buzzed with the telephone call ahefaler and

eventually she laid them aside and merely waited.

Today when the switchboard operator at the Fraaaldibg
answered her, Karen again asked for Mr. Frazemnasdmmediately
put through to Paul's office suite.

His private secretary answered her and asked icdwr modulated
voice who was calling and what it was about.

'‘Mr. Frazer is extremely busy this morning,' shetowed silkily. 'He
has a board meeting in half an hour so I'm afraitlist ask you to
either call back tomorrow or tell me what it's abdn sure | will be
able to assist you, whatever it is.'

Karen clenched her fingers round the red receiver.

‘Just tell Mr. Frazer that Miss Stacey wants tagge him," she said
coolly. 'I'm sure he won't refuse to speak to me.

Whether the qirl recognized the name herself, Kacenldn't
Imagine, but after an impatient wait of about fmautes she heard a
man's husky voice saying: 'Karen, is that you wgfi and she



realized if was Paul. Her heart thumped so loudlly felt sure he
must be able to hear it. His voice was so famikaen after all this
time, although it was as cold as a mountain stream.

For a second her nerve almost failed her, andrgheght she was not
going to be able to go through with it, and thee shanaged to
murmur:

‘Yes, it's me. Hello, Paul. How are you?'

Even to her own ears her voice sounded rather neramd she
wished she could be as confident as he sounded.

'I'm very well, thank you,' he replied flatly. 'Ayeu?'
'Oh, yes, I'm fine." Karen stiffened her shoulddrterminedly.

‘That's good,' he said, and waited, obviously etipgder to speak
and explain why she had called at all. Karen soagbut for words

to begin the conversation and with cold emphasid &ad: 'Karen,

why did you ring me? I'm sure it wasn't simply skabout the state
of my health.’

'‘No,' she agreed, sighing.
‘Then why?' he asked curtly. 'Come on, Karen. llmsy man.’

Karen gasped. How dared he speak to her like thattat superior
tone! All of a sudden her courage returned. His mearnad caught
her on the raw and she was damned if he was goitrgdt her like
dirt.

'I'm afraid | cannot discuss it over the telephoske replied icily.
She had been going to tell him a little of the mrabiver the phone and
suggest that they meet to discuss the rest, butsh@ardecided he



could wait and find out what she wanted. 'lt's espeal matter,' she
continued, 'l should like to see you.'

'l can't imagine what we have to say to one angtherreplied coolly.

Karen tried to control her rising temper. She felich better about
everything now. He was just as belligerent as eMer.doubt he
thought that she wanted to talk to him about Ruth.

'‘Paul,’ she said carefully, in a controlled voiti@s matter concerns
two other people, not ourselves, so don't thinkdioee moment that
I'm trying to make an assignation with you.'

Paul sighed. 'l don't understand a word of thigekaWhy can't you
tell me now?'

Karen sighed herself. 'Good lord, Paul, just takeword that it
concerns you just as much as me.'

‘And when do you suggest we meet?' he asked.
'‘How about lunch?'

‘Today? God, Karen, | only arrived back from Leé&ds night. I'm
absolutely up to my eyes in work.'

'Oh, dear.' Karen sounded sarcastic. 'But them gxmons have to
eat sometimes, don't they? Or do you live on vitapills these
days?'

Paul was silent for a moment and she heard hirkirflgc over the
papers on his desk.

‘Make up your mind,' she said abruptly.

‘All right,' he said slowly. 'l suppose | can make



‘Don't put yourself out,' she exclaimed heatedly.

He sounded almost amused. 'Still the same old Kdrerremarked
cynically; 'Will one o'clock at Stepano's suit ol have a table
there.'

‘Admirably,' she replied dryly, and rang off.

As she lit a cigarette she found she was tremlagegn. This would
never do. She hated herself for becoming so enmatiomvolved.
After all, it was only a luncheon appointment, aafisit to the torture
chamber.

She spent a long time deciding what she would wghe needed
something smart but not too dressy. Certainly mgtio make him
imagine this was anything other than a businesagamgent. On the
other hand, she wanted to look her best, if onghimw~ him how well
she was managing alone.

Black was the best idea, she decided at last, lamskca close-fitting
black suit which suited her very fair colouring perfection. The
neckline of the suit was low and round, and shesddal string of
pearls which he had bought her for their first waddanniversary, to
complete the ensemble. She never wore a hat anthibky straight
hair needed no adornment. It tip-tilted slightlytte¢ ends and was so
soft and silky that it always looked attractive.uP&ad always
admired her hair, the jagged fringe straying achessvide brow and
framing her piquantly attractive face.

She studied her face in the mirror for a momentmwdiee was ready,
wondering whether she had changed. Her best fsatteee her eyes,
framed by thick black lashes that needed no maskkaeyes were
greeny-grey and very widely spaced, while her neas small and
slightly retrousse Her mouth was full and passionate and much tt



big in her estimation. However, she sighed, she agashe was and
nothing could change that.

She took a taxi to Stepano's. The traffic m Londblunchtime was
such that to take her own car would have beenila fffort. Besides
she hated driving in the rat- race of vehiclesagisvconscious of the
swarm of cars on her tail, ready to pounce if shdera mistake.

Stepano’'s was a massive, glass-fronted restauradxford Street.
Karen had never been inside before, but as sheednshe was
greeted by a white-coated waiter who escorted li#rneverence to
Paul's table. Paul had not yet arrived and Kardared a dry martini
and lit a cigarette.

As she sipped her drink her eyes surveyed the tingeg-room with
its gleaming damask cloths, shining silver andimise flowers. The
clientele matched their surroundings, over-indujge
expense-account fed men and elegantly jewelled woiiieere were
some younger people, but even they were all tocolsly bored by
too much of everything. However, she was aware shattoo was
being studied and discussed. After all, this wad Peazer's table and
she was not the woman with whom he had been phagitbgd so
frequently lately. She wondered if any of them grimed her as
Paul's ex- wife. She felt quite amused as she imedgtheir
comments if they did.

At five past one, the swing glass doors openedimitaPaul Frazer.
He was dressed in a camel-hair overcoat, whiclem®ved and gave
to the waiter who hovered at his side. Underneatlvas wearing a
charcoal grey lounge suit of impeccable cut, anldbleed bigger and
broader than she remembered. Even so, he did abtttohave an

ounce of spare flesh on him. He was big-framednanskcular, and as
she watched him thread his way through the talddss own, she
was intensely conscious of the almost animal magmesbout him

which had so thrilled her in the old days. He wdlkath a lithe, easy



grace for such a big man, passing a word here hack twith
acquaintances he knew. His hair was still as thiok black as ever,
only lightly touched with grey at the temples”™ whigerved to give
him a distinguished appearance. He was still agylatractive as
ever and at thirty-seven looked the well-dressedur@ed business
tycoon that he was. If he had grown a little moyaical with the
years that was only to be expected of a man wishwealth and
position, who knew that money could buy most thingavanted.

He reached the table and seated himself opposgiteitiea brief nod.
Conscious that they were the cynosure of all égasen flushed and
looked down at her drink.

‘Well, Karen,' he murmured lightly, 'you haven'anlged much. Still
as beautiful as ever, and as talented too, | hear.'

Karen looked up at him and for a moment his dadsdyeld hers.
Then with a rush she said:

‘Thank you, Paul. You haven't changed, either.ydre still working
hard, too?'

He half smiled in a mocking manner. 'l was, untitds dragged to a
certain luncheon appointment.’

Karen looked indignantly at him. 'You need not hawane,' she
stated abruptly, colouring.

'Oh, really? With you flinging innuendoes left, mgand centre?
Besides, you set out to make me curious and yocesded. That
should please you.'

The wine waiter appeared by his side and he ordbmelf a

whisky and another martini for Karen. After the wiwaiter had left,
the head waiter arrived for their order, and Paaktthe menu and
ordered for them both as he had always done ipdke



When his whisky had been supplied together withelar martini
and they were waiting for the first course to beveeé, he said:

'‘No retaliation yet. | felt sure you were thinking some vitriolic
reply while | studied the food.'

'‘Don't be so clever,' she retorted, disliking hiscking treatment of
her. 'l ought to be congratulating you on your eagaent, but |
won't.'

‘Thank you, all the same. Was that what you watdadlk about?’

Karen gasped. 'l told you it had nothing to do wify' she snapped
angrily.

Paul shrugged, and iced melon was served. Karersifggularly
unhungry, which was quite unusual for her, and ¢ojyed with the
food.

Paul ate his and then said: 'Well, come on, them'tCkeep me in
suspense.’

Karen pushed her plate away.
'‘My ... my mother asked me to speak to you,' slgabalowly.

'‘Oh. | see. And how is Madeline these days?' Hellewed the
remainder of his drink. 'l keep meaning to visit.he

'She's all right,' replied Karen, glad of the bmgfersion. 'I'm sure

she'd be overjoyed to see you. You were alwayblnereyed boy, in

a manner of speaking, of course.' This last becstus&new his eyes
were a very dark grey so as to appear almost laatines.

'‘Good.' He raised his eyebrows. 'Well... go on.’



Karen reluctantly continued. 'It's really about &anthat | wanted to
speak to you,' she said.

'‘Why? Does she need money or something?"

'‘No," retorted Karen shortly. 'Money; the be-alldaand-all of
everything to you, | suppose.’

'It helps,' he remarked sardonically.

'‘Anyway, it's not money. Sandra is going arounchv@dimon... your
dear brother Simon, that is.’

'‘Simon?' echoed Paul, all mockery gone from hise/d{ood lord, is
she completely out of her mind? Simon's years didan her, and
he's married into the bargain.’

Karen sighed and nodded. 'l know that and you kinaty but Sandra
apparently doesn't. You know how wilful she is, hewd and
uncontrollable. Goodness knows what trouble spetiiherself into.
She's stupid enough to allow him enough licence teell, you know
Sandra... and Simon.’

Paul nodded and looked thoughtfully down at thensal which had
been placed before him.

‘She needs a damn good hiding," he muttered viglent
'Precisely, but no one is likely to give it to hegid Karen moodily.
Paul shrugged. 'So. What am | expected to do atidut

"You know what Simon is like," said Karen, lookiaighim earnestly.
‘And you can handle him. You've told me so numerouss. We
want you to stop him seeing her. She won't takenantige of us, and
short of locking her up every night, there's vettjel we can do.’



'l see. So you want me to play the heavy fathes®o

Karen flushed. "You employ him. You dictate hisonte. He has no
money of his awn to speak of. | know that.'

'Hmm. You've got it all worked out, haven't you€'remarked dryly.

Karen clenched her fingers round her knife and.félis voice was
mocking again and she hated the humble positiomateut herself
into.

'‘And ... er ... why should I do this?' he askedogimyly. 'l mean,
Simon is free, white, and over twenty-one. If Sandr reckless
enough to go out with him, oughtn't she to bearcthesequences ?'

Yes, she ought,' exclaimed Karen hotly. 'And ifadhmy way, |
would never have asked you to do anything. My motirded me
into doing this by one of her devious methods anith@ moment |
couldn't care less what you do.'

He smiled. ‘Do keep your voice down, Karen, or do yant the
whole restaurant to hear our discussion? It wouldkema charming
topic of conversation at cocktails this evening.'

'Oh, you're hateful!" she cried, feeling as thoagh might burst into
tears at any moment.

'Relax," he remarked abruptly. "Your mission isoamaglished. I'll
speak to brother Simon. If only to keep you in gstehd with your
mother.’

‘Thank you,' she muttered, and thereafter atelense. She was
conscious of his speculative gaze on her oftemduhe course of the
meal and to her ignominy, her face refused to resiis normal
colour and remained flushed.



When the meal was over and coffee was served,dffeuéd Karen a
cigarette and after he had lit hers and his owsalid:

'You're still with Lewis Martin, then.' It was mooéd a statement than
a question.

'Yes. Lewis and | get on very well,’ she replietttyo

'I'm sure you do," he agreed smoothly. "Why havgolt married
him?'

'‘Because | haven't,' she retorted. 'In any cdseatconcern of yours.'

'Of course not. | was merely making conversatidte' smiled
mockingly and she conveyed her own gaze to theftiger cigarette.

'‘How ... how is your mother?' she asked quietly.

Paul's mother lived in the south of France. Whenhusband died
and Paul took over the business, she had retiezd tb live with her
sister and Paul and Karen had visited her a cooiptanes during
their marriage. Karen had liked her but had not &daok to do with
her.

'She's very well," answered Paul gravely. 'l expeth and | will stay
there for a while after the wedding.’

'‘Does Ruth already know your mother?'
‘She has met her, yes. She flew over for the emgageparty.’

'‘Ah, yes. | ought to have remembered,' said Kasbnygging. ‘And
when is the wedding to be?' The question was adosg one for her.
Asking when Paul intended to make another womamlies



'In about three months,' he replied smoothly. 'Rudits to be a June
bride.'

'How sweet,' remarked Karen sardonically. 'I'm ssine'll do you
credit.’

'I'm sure she will," he said easily. 'She's a ainactive person.’

Karen drew on her cigarette. She had only seem#graph of Ruth
in a newspaper and really it had not given muehtbfher features.

‘Do you intend living at the apartment, afterwatdsf?e asked,
wanting to know and yet dreading the answer.

‘To begin with, perhaps,' he replied, droppingieeslof ash into the
silver ashtray. 'l expect | shall buy a house, seheze in the country.
Ruth knows England quite well and likes the Weald.'

'‘Oh yes? How nice for you both." Karen soundeddboseit all.

Paul shrugged. 'I'm sure it will be. And then ofise, we will spend
some time each year in America. Ruth's family liv®allas.’

Karen finished her coffee. 'And you're having adynoon, too, |
suppose?’

Paul smiled. "You're very curious about us, angnit?'

'‘Why not?' She managed a tight smile. 'What elstase to talk
about?'

'‘We may go touring,’ he remarked slowly. 'We havdetided yet.
Ruth adores being the perfect tourist.'

‘Touring?' exclaimed Karen, raising her dark eyelstdThat's rather
a strenuous way to spend your honeymoon.' She é¢rmailddenly,



remembering. 'Do you recall the months we spenhan villa near
Nassau, with that gorgeous beach all to ourselves?’

Paul frowned and stubbed out his cigarettes,| remember,’ he
replied, his voice cold. Karen looked surprised yetdfelt reasonably
pleased. He had been so complacent, so confidgrityd mention of
their honeymoon still had the power to disturb hirhose halcyon
days and nights were never to be forgotten, whatButh might

have to offer, and even Paul had to acknowledgetohihimself.

Studying him when he was not aware of her doingsbke, found

repugnance in the very idea of his marrying anotlm@nan. After all,

their marriage had seemed so right at first andngebim now

brought it home to her that divorce inevitably opes everything
completely. She felt she wanted to reach acrobsiand have him
look at her as he had used to look at her with iovieis eyes. She
wanted to tell him she still loved him and wouldlzggrk to him today
if he would have her.

But that awful thing called civilized conduct prened her from
doing such a thing and instead they exchangeduydats and ignored
the primitive emotions working beneath the surface.

They finished their coffee and Paul said:

'I'm afraid | must go now. | have a great dealddlds afternoon and
| have a business engagement at three.'

Karen rose to her feet. 'That's quite all rightulP8ve said what |
came to say.'

Paul shrugged almost imperceptibly and then steo# o allow her
to precede him from the room. Once outside, heeduthn his
overcoat and said:

‘My car is parked nearby. Can | drop you anywhere?'



Karen hesitated for a moment. She had no desiggrdlmng the
agony, but she did intend going to see Lewis tfies@oon, and now
was as good a time as any.

‘You could take me to Martin's,' she said, lookipyat him with a
cool green gaze. 'l want to see Lewis." She sagd ldftter part
purposely and was amused when his face darkerggdlglilt lasted
only a moment and then it was gone, and he was imgdahd
assisting her down the shallow steps to the pavemen

The car was not far away and they walked towarigssilence. Karen
had never seen this car before. It was a low-sloogtinental car in
cream with scarlet upholstery, and when Karen wasinside she
found it superbly comfortable. The springing of teeats .was
luxuriously soft and it was like gliding on a beidfeathers.

‘A new car,' she murmured softly. 'Very elegant.’

Paul shrugged and slid behind the wheel, his thrgshing hers for a
moment, causing Karen to shiver slightly.

'I'm glad you like it. It suits me. It's good focceleration purposes
which is what | need for some of the roads | haveaver.'

‘It makes my old rattletrap seem very old and oukeab But | like the
old bus and it serves its purpose. | don't usaichsa lot." Karen
grimaced.

Paul glanced swiftly at her. 'But you could affardew one, couldn't
you?' It was a statement rather than a question.

Karen half smiled. 'Of course,' she admitted ea$lyt | don't want
one just at the moment. Oh, don't worry, honey,nbnha pauper yet,
not by any means. Sorry to disappoint you.'



Paul flushed. 'Why say something like that?' hetened. 'l don't
want to see you without means. Good heavens, |dvbal quite
willing to help you if ever you needed money, syrgu know that?'

Karen's eyes widened. 'Do I? Why should you imagimeuld come
to you for anything?'

Paul looked amused. 'Well, haven't you done jLetttiing?’

Karen flushed. 'Very clever,' she said, annoyetl wérself for being
so rash. 'Come on, let's go.'

Paul shrugged and drove out into the stream didraf

Martin Textile Designs stood in a by-road off GrBattland Street. It
was a tall, imposing building, although the basenaeml first floor
were merely warehouses for another company. LewatiiVis
domain occupied the upper floors with Lewis's afineing at the top.
Karen had a small office of her own there, but sblelom used it,
preferring to work at home.

Paul drew the large automobile to a halt at theaet and said:

'f guess this is it,' in a lazy voice.

‘Yes. Thank you for the lift,’ said Karen politend made to get out.
"'l ring you as soon as | have any informatieajd Paul, nodding.
Karen inclined her head and slid out on to the peard.

‘Thank you for lunch,’ she said, rather sardonycdlin sorry | had to
drag you away from your business.’



'It was a pleasure,' replied Paul, just as mockingle good,' and he
put the car into gear and moved swiftly away befkezen could
make some cutting retort.

Fuming, Karen walked into the building and enterthg lift pressed
the button for the fourth floor. As the lift wenh ats way she lit a
cigarette and drew deeply on it. He was so assscedonfident and
oh! so detached. She felt quite angry and she thtmee able to do
something to shatter his complacency. How calminée discussed
Ruth and his forthcoming marriage. How amused feldgeen at her
obvious curiosity. Would he tell Ruth about it? Ndaylaugh with her
about Karen's forced need of his help? She felbh@sgh something
shrivelled up inside her. To think of them togetlsiscussing her,
was disgusting and depressing. How aloof he seefmed the

rigours of a disastrous love affair. How composledud his life with

Ruth. With Karen he had had sometimes to bend ilisoMers. With

Ruth he would hold the upper hand and being theniem creature
she apparently was, she would enjoy letting hintheemaster. They
would have no fierce arguments or even differemdéegpinion. She
would be completely attuned to his every desireantdikewise. But
surely, thought Karen desperately, that would bexboring in time

to a man like Paul. Variety was the spice of lifedéhe needed
.someone to oppose him at times. At least so sbehmght. Of

course, if he got bored, he could always find hifre@other woman,
and probably Ruth would riot object too stronghhéd kept it quiet.
Karen stamped on the butt of her cigarette andrgtatiinto the

flooring with her heel. The lift reached the fourftbor. She had
arrived.

She entered the outer office of Lewis's domain as#ed his
secretary if he was free.

‘Yes, Miss Stacey,' she replied, smiling. 'Go rightHe is expecting
you.'



Karen lightly tapped on Lewis's door and then esdtdris office. It
was not a large office but the wide windows gaerttom plenty of
light, giving an impression of space. Lewis himgsedfs seated at his
desk, studying some papers, and he looked up aansbeed, a smile
spreading over his face. He was a man of mediughheslimly built,
with greying blond hair. He spent his leisure hotgading and
writing articles for trade papers and consequehityeyes behind
their horn-rimmed spectacles looked rather tiredit Be was
obviously pleased to see her, and she closed thieashml advanced
into the room, sinking down into a low armchair opipe him.

Perceptively, he said: 'You look rather disturbathat's been going
on?'

Karen flung herself back in the chair, helping kfrdo another
cigarette. As she lit the cigarette and looked @ik, she thought
reflectively that the contrast between Paul and ikewas very
considerable. Not only in looks but in manner.

‘Let me relax for a moment and then I'll tell y@iné said, managing a
rather grim smile.

After drawing on her cigarette for about five miesit during which
time Lewis studied his papers and consideratelgngpgh her, she said:

'l've just had lunch with my esteemed ex-husband.'

A strange expression flitted across Lewis's fageafenoment and
then he said:

"You must be joking.'
'‘No, I'm not,' she replied smoothly. 'Dear Pauldeth'

Lewis compressed his rather thin lips.



‘And what was this in aid of?' He shrugged his slimoulders.

'l ,.. | asked him to see me, have lunch with ameswered Karen, half
amused at Lewis's concern. He could see no reaswih she told
him, for the meeting and he was getting quite aedoy

His eyebrows ascended. 'You asked him to meetBuaiuwhy? Good
lord, Karen, you aren't trying to get him bade, ga?'

Karen looked away from his gaze. She wondered \wkatvould

think if he could have read her thoughts a few musago. He
would be bound to be furious. After all, he hadutjat he was acting
in her best interests when he helped her to awe®thg Paul.

Avoiding this question, she said: 'Mother asked tmesee him.
Simon, his brother Simon that is, is going out w&hndra, and
Sandra refuses to give him up. | had to appeakitd # prevent it
going any further.'

'‘Sandra!" exclaimed Lewis. 'But Simon Frazer is rradr Is she
completely mad? Good heavens, he's nothing butunsicel.’

'‘Precisely ... but you know how unmanageable Samglr&he's

gradually becoming completely uncontrollable. BesidMother still

dotes on her and indulges her in everything. Evem, hexpect she's
worried to death in case Sandra finds out she's egldling.’

Lewis rose restlessly to his feet. 'But to ask ymsee Frazer on her
behalf. She ought to have more sense. Doesn'tashevhio gets hurt
in all this? She might have realized that he wdake a delight in
humiliating you.'

Karen stretched her slim legs out in front of Weaul didn't exactly
humiliate me, darling. In fact, he was quite hunaéout the whole
thing. But on the other hand, | can imagine whatvhs thinking. He
probably thought I'd seen his engagement in therpapd decided to



make a bit of bother for him. | don't really thihlke thought | was
trying to get him back. I think if anything, he tight | was just being
nosy.'

'‘Are you seeing him again?' asked Lewis, frowning.

'l doubt it,’ replied Karen abruptly. 'l expect\wwd# ring me if he has
any news about Simon and Sandra.’'

‘Well, I sincerely hope so," said Lewis, sighinghasomething like
relief. 'After all, we don't want him causing yomyamore bother, do
we?'

'l should say that's entirely unlikely," remarkedr&n wryly. 'He
seems completely absorbed with Ruth and their dortiing
marriage.'

Lewis nodded. 'l believe she's quite a lovely gimk said, and then
clasped his hands together. 'Oh, my dear, | hopedgn't think I'm
trying to upset you.'

‘Not at all,' replied Karen, rather dryly, wishibgwis had not found
it necessary to discuss Ruth at all.

'You know I'd like to take care of you,' went onwig painfully. 'l
want to be able to have the right to do that. Wypmt't allow me ..."

‘Lewis, please. Not now. I've told you so oftedph't love you and |
couldn't marry someone | didn't love. The very idppals me. | like
and respect you, but as yet | don't feel | can Ewbody.' But Paul,
taunted her conscience, but she thrust the tholgltk into
anonymity.

Lewis became business-like, and Karen apprecidtetHe was
always so understanding. If he had behaved in &mgravay she



would have had to find herself another employed, @anthey worked
so well together she didn't want to have to do. that

'‘By the way," he said at the end of their discusslb have two
invitations for the charity ball at the Magnifiqea Friday. Would
you like to go? It should be quite a glitteringaaff Take you out of
yourself.'

Karen hesitated. She usually refused these inmtatpoint-blank,
but today, after Lewis's understanding manner fshehe ought to
give them both a break. After all, maybe he wabktrig ball would

take her out of herself and perhaps push her fgelior Paul back
into perspective.

'‘Well,' she began slowly, 'l think perhaps it midjet a good idea,
Lewis. Thank you.'

Lewis looked absolutely flabbergasted, and sheeshat his shocked
face.

'‘Didn't you really want me to come?' she askedingahim.

'‘Good lord, yes. It's just that | didn't hold ouich hope and now that
you've accepted I'm stunned!

Karen smiled. 'Oh, well, | feel | should come ofitnay shell for a
change. I've been too reticent of late.' She sbd/arvoluntarily.. In a
matter of hours her life seemed to have changed. &l been
content to drift along in her own backwater, lajtiife pass her by.
Suddenly she had found her own company uncongamdl the
thought of dressing up and going out, no mattem wwhom, gave her
something to think about.

‘A good idea,' approved Lewis, smiling. 'I'm glamyfeel you want to
meet people again. That's a good sign.’



Karen nodded. 'Yes, isn't it? Perhaps seeing Reutlhne me good.
After all, that's over and done with now, isn't #Re said, forcing a
lightness she did not feel.

Lewis looked very pleased. Suddenly his rather didy had
improved beyond all expectation.



CHAPTER TWO

AFTER Paul Frazer had dropped Karen at the offices okite
Martin's company he drove swiftly back to his ovince building. In
truth there was a lot of work waiting for him, lmdw his urge to get
on and get it done had turned sour on him. He edulchderstand it.
It was maddening. His thoughts were in a turmakiSg Karen, had
been something he had never expected to have tthrgogh.
Although she had killed the love he had felt for, lshe still had the
power to disturb him emotionally, and it infuriateun. After all, he
had met many more beautiful women in his lifetiméat was it
about Karen that so enthralled him?

In truth he had forgotten just how attractive skaly was, and to be
confronted with her so unexpectedly had had nie lgffect on him.

He went up to his office in a rare bad humour aad surprised when
he found Ruth waiting in his office for him. Ruthdchnever come to
the office before, and now that she had he feltogad for some
reason. He refused to connect this feeling withdadier meeting

with his ex-wife.

Ruth was a small curvaceous brunette with short drapped in a
curly mop. She always looked bandbox-fresh and dead very
feminine styles, with short flared skirts that atceted her
petiteness. She was twenty-eight, but appearedggouand until
today Paul had found this refreshing.

But after Karen's deliberate reference to theirdyen moon in
Nassau, all the details of their previous relatmpshad been
recollected with piercing clarity. She had recaleeimories which he
had believed were completely forgotten, and yetward from her
had revived everything. She had made him awareoas a woman,
a tantalizing woman. She had always had a devagtaffect on him
from the very first moment she had entered hiceffvith the design
manager to be complimented on her original carpsigth.



At first, her apparent beauty and charm had apgddalkeim, but as he
got to know her better he had fallen in love wién for the intelligent
woman that she was; young, vital, desirable ane tabtonverse with
him on any subject he cared to bring up. He hacgvihad his pick
of attractive women. He was well aware that his eyoadded to his
own eligibility, and when Karen refused to enteéoian affair with
him he found it quite a novel experience. Usuallyls had been all
too willing to sleep with him, and it piqgued him fiad that Karen
could refuse. It annoyed him, too, to find that im&erest in other
women had waned and he knew that only Karen caatidfg him
now. As the weeks passed he came to need her haosr@anyone else
in the world and he knew she reciprocated his rigsli but only
marriage would satisfy her. But strangely, he fohedlid not mind,
and those first few months of their marriage fldfil all his wildest
dreams.

But when she defied him and went behind his baaetaa job with
Lewis Martin he had been infuriated, and later wtrenfinal break
came he was sick to his stomach. He would neveg balieved she
could hurt him so and when Martin averred that didenot wish to
see him ever again, he had given up hope.

At first he had lost a lot of weight, for he hadesalittle and drank a
lot. He suffered from acute insomnia for monthg] bfie had lost all
interest. In consequence his work suffered andtaaéy his mother
had persuaded him to take a prolonged holidaya$dre was he was
of no use to the company.

When he had first been informed of her affair vigwis Martin, he
had hardly believed it. He could not acknowledgenitmself that
Karen would actually sleep with another man, paléidy a man like
Martin who was so much older than herself. Thougbftehem
together had nauseated him and angered him. Hetila® much in
love with Karen, and if she had shown any inclioagi towards
coming back to him he would have accepted her grieams.



But when he learned that Lewis Martin had actusfignt a night at
the apartment, he was forced to admit that alliptes/stories about
them had been true, and their marriage was ouwevacably. He
drank a good deal at this time, drugging his tedusenses, until the
pull of his work brought him back to normality.

The divorce, of course, finalized everything. Itsstne ultimate
ending. The writing on the wall had eventually tnphed. Paul had
been convinced that no woman would ever invadeeh®tions
again. He became very cynical about life and wonad lived
without much thought for the morrow.

And then, six months ago, he had met Ruth Delafkgy met at a
cocktail party in New York where he was attendintgsile trade

fair. She had immediately made a bee-line for mealizing he was
the most attractive male she had ever seen or vaadikely to see.

His cynical manner had added a rather cruel twisti$ lips and he
was leaner than he had been before the divorceyenyditter. She
became his shadow, appearing at all the functienattended, until
he was forced to take notice of her. After all, fegher was Hiram
Delaney, an oil magnate, and his money might Hefpcompany if

nothing else, Paul's public relations officer haded him to be
sociable to the Americans, and Paul found it compaely easy to

comply. Ruth was a likeable girl, and her youtl#ura was what he
needed to brighten his image.

To begin with, Paul had merely used her, takingaathge of her
naivete, but gradually she worked-her way intodusfidence, and
eventually he told her about his broken marriagethRvas very
sympathetic. She commiserated with him and made dware of
himself as a comparatively young man without muaimfxo his life.
Paul was quite aware that Ruth intended that sheelieshould
become the point in his life.



She was devoted to him, and when he returned taddmorshe
prevailed upon her parents to visit there too. €goently, Paul
found himself with three guests, at least two obmitexpected him to
marry Ruth. He was being politely managed, andlbgvad himself
to drift with the tide. When the tide became a ltidave and an
engagement was quite essential to keep harmomyedtided that as
he would never love again he might as well prosndaself with a
wife and hostess and later, if children came altimg tragedy of his
earlier marriage might disappear. So he and Rutlarhe engaged
and her parents, satisfied at last, returned t&tates leaving Ruth in
Paul's care.

Today Ruth was wearing a mink coat and a very femaihat of pink
feathers. She looked chic and very expensive, aut $ighed deeply
as she rose to meet him. She had been sittingeirchiair used by
clients, at the far side of his desk and she mdwedcrds him in a
cloud of exotic French perfume.

'Hello, darling," she said, reproachfully. "You didctell me you were
to be out for lunch. I've been waiting here for @étnan hour.'

Paul allowed her lipgo touch his cheek before moving away
removing his overcoat.

'‘Really," he said. 'I'm sorry, Ruth. | had no al&ive, I'm afraid.’

He dropped his coat on to a low couch and therserggo his desk,
he flung himself into the chair behind it, reachiiog his cigarette
case.

Ruth lifted his overcoat with a knowing smile, amdng it on the
stand before resuming her seat opposite him.

‘Now,' she murmured, ‘what on earth was so impotieat you had to
drop everything and go out to lunch? When | asked yesterday
evening you said you would have no time for anyghin



‘That was quite true,' replied Paul, drawing ondmgsrette. Ruth did
not smoke.

‘Well, come on,' said Ruth. 'Why are you looking moody and
disgruntled? You seem hardly pleased to see me.'

Paul shrugged. 'I'm sorry, Ruth," he murmured, fiog. 'l was just
thinking.'

Ruth pulled a face and stared at him through hep ¢beown eyes.
'l had lunch with Karen,' he said at length.

‘Karen?' Ruth's eyes Became saucers. 'Not... Hot...

‘My ex-wife? Yes, I'm afraid so.'

Ruth was absolutely astounded and looked it. Wa, Karen had
always seemed a phantom figure, vaguely theresibdckground but
unsubstantial.

'‘And what she had to say to you was highly impdrtasuppose?'
Ruth exclaimed, gathering her startled wits. Siemahed her fists.
What did this mean? Surely he wasn't intendingetioirgvolved with
Karen again? For the first time she began to wopdtiwhat Karen
was really like. Paul had never described her &iechsid never been
really interested.

‘Yes, it was,' he said slowly. 'Her sister Sanddag is seventeen, is
running around with Simon ... brother Simon, tisdt |

Ruth's tense nerves relaxed a little.

,'Put, Paul, Simon is a married man! Why, | metaJidr lunch only
last week. She didn't lead me to believe that there splitting up.'



Paul's cynical expression hardened. '‘My dear Rhthéxclaimed,
shaking his head, 'they have no intentions oftsgditup. Simon does
this all the time. So does Julia, for that matiérey have a very
comfortable arrangement, | believe.'

Ruth flushed, and compressed her rather thin lips.
"You must be joking!

‘Must 1?' He smiled wryly. ‘Life has obviously slied you from any
unpleasantness, Ruth, Grow up! These affairs haalbéme time.'

'‘Well, | think it's disgusting,' she cried, bitiriger lip. 'This is the
twentieth century! People don't have lovers andregses any more.
Two people, like ourselves, may meet and discavéime whether
we're suitably matched, but acting like this - watls animalistic ...
barely civilized!'

Paul shrugged. 'l know what a womanizer Simon reestn to you,
but his private life is usually no concern of miAs.long as his work
doesn't suffer in consequence, he can do as he &kefar as I'm
concerned. However, in this instance it's rath#eint. Karen has
asked me to intercede on her mother's behalf. &asdroung and
foolish. Wild, if you like. But she's taking on neothan she can cope
with, if she takes on Simon.'

Ruth snorted angrily. She objected to Karen's alipiagrietorial use
of her ex-husband.

'If this Sandra is anything like Karen, then | sldamagine she's well
able to take care of herself,’ she remarked angflige probably
deserves anything she gets.'

Paul's face grew cold and Ruth knew she had saiditbng thing.

'‘And just what do you know about Karen?' he askedly.



Ruth stretched her fingers and allowed her eyegldat on the
emerald engagement ring sparkling on her finger.

‘Julia has told me quite a lot about Karen," shgligd, half
defensively.

Paul stubbed out his cigarette.

‘Indeed? | never knew you had such cosy chatshegeYou must
tell me more.’

Ruth flushed. 'Paul, don't be mad. Julia hasrdtaalything more than
| suspected from your own words on the subject.gémdness' sake,
it's over now. I'm sorry if | spoke out of turn,tyou're not her slave
any longer.'

Paul shrugged.

'l suggest, then, that you forget anything Julia ta@d you about
Karen. She knows only too well that Karen is twilce woman she
will ever be and also that Simon has always madkedr that Karen
intrigued him. Oh, | know he has other women, lliehever knows
who they are. It was quite a blow to find him tryito make headway
with his brother's wife. The stigma has remained.’

Ruth's flush deepened. 'All right, all right, Padhe must be quite a
woman.' This last was said rather sarcastically.

‘Yes," murmured Paul thoughtfully, and then Ruttureed to the
attack.

'‘Well, anyway, why couldn't she have telephoned, yowueven her
mother could have phoned?'



'‘She did telephone, but | did not choose to dispgssonal family
affairs through the medium of a telephone, thegayvof which is
doubtful.’

Ruth shrugged.

'l suppose you're right,' she replied coolly. '®a yad a cosy lunch
together?’

Paul smiled dryly. 'l should hardly have descrilieds cosy,' he
murmured reflectively.

Ruth rose to her feet. 'Well, that's that, thesugpose you're going to
play the heavy father with Simon.’

'l shall try. Sandra used to be a nice kid. Spléltimit, but pleasant. |
wouldn't like to see anything happen to her.’

Ruth bit her lip again. She didn't like this corsagron. Her visit to
the office had been intended to relieve the monotoh Paul's
otherwise dull day. Instead, she had been keptihgragound for an
hour and now he had returned all he could talk aivag Karen. She
felt utterly and reasonably depressed. She likatitdk of herself as
the only woman in Paul's life. What was past wast,mnd she was
the present. His broken marriage had been thetre$uloolish
impulsiveness and she wanted to be the wife heedd@&@he had no
intention of being bored. Indeed, she was convirtbatl life with a
man like Paul could never be boring.

Paul looked up at her wearily.

‘Don't worry," he remarked dryly. 'Karen isn't r@sted in me, Ruth.
She's still working for Lewis Martin and | imagirieey will be
getting married one day. It amazes me that theyeitvone so
already. | expected it as soon as the divorce be@solute.'



Ruth noticed that he did not say he was not intedes her, but
decided to refrain from mentioning this. After dile couldn't be,
could he? If he had been surely he would have toegkt her back.
No, he loved her, Ruth. He would not let Karen makeol of him a
second time, she was convinced of that. His piiideothing else,
would prevent it.

'I'm so glad,’ she remarked, and felt herself rafgva little. 'Now,
where are we going tonight? That is, if you cargdraurself away
from the office.’

Paul's eyes narrowed enigmatically, and she cooldetl what he
was thinking.

'"Where would you like to go?' he asked, runningadhthrough his
thick hair.

Ruth shrugged. 'The opera... play?'

'‘Good. I'll get Miss Hopper to get tickets. I'lcgiyou up at your hotel
later and we'll have dinner first. Does that sony

‘Marvellously," agreed Ruth enthusiastically. Ndwyt were back on
ground she knew, not treading among old unexplodieés. 'By the
way, darling,' she continued, 'I've got some tisKet the charity ball
at the Magnifique on Friday. It sounds exciting1 Iboking forward

to it.'

Just at the moment Paul felt absolutely no intareatball.

He frowned and said, temporizing: 'l don't usuallgend those
functions, Ruth. | buy tickets, of course, but...'

'‘But nothing, Paul,’ she exclaimed. 'l'd like ta Pmesn't that mean
anything to you?'



Paul felt uncomfortably aware of behaving boorishly

'Of course it does," he said placatingly. 'I'm goRuth. Of course
we'll go if that's what you want.'

Ruth smiled triumphantly, assured again of hertposi

‘Thank you, darling,' she said, ‘and now I'll gd &t you get on. I've
wasted enough of your time.'

After Ruth had gone, Paul buried his head in hielsaHis thoughts

were chaotic and not pleasant. It was degradirfgebthis way and

he was furious with himself for feeling so. It hiaglen a strange and
unreal day and the strain had been greater thahadethought

possible.

With a sigh he lit another cigarette and crossimng filing cabinet he
withdrew a bottle of Scotch and a glass. He pounetself a stiff
drink and then reseated himself at his desk. H&dotuhelp recalling
how unalike Ruth and Karen were. It was remarkatdally. Ruth
was small whereas Karen was tall and almost voaystuRuth wore
her hair short and curly, Karen's was long andgditaRuth favoured
feminine, fussy clothes, whereas Karen preferrediaaattire and
suited slacks and sweaters. Surely it must meaethomg. He smiled
to himself. No doubt a psychiatrist would tell hinwas a form of
mental aberration. Probably it was. Probably hi®ceuascious
rejected any similarities between the woman hedmaoiced and the
woman he intended to marry. But no matter what bapg, Karen
was not going to insinuate herself into his lifseond time. He had
Ruth who loved him selflessly, who would never dathanything
from him that he was not prepared to give;, who @oloéar his
children with love and never want to be somethimg\was not. If his
own feelings were not seriously involved so muah lietter. Sexual
attraction could be hell as well as ecstasy.



* % %

Karen was dressing on Thursday morning, two dags,lavhen the
telephone suddenly pealed shrilly. It was only fileen, and Mrs.
Coates had just gone. Karen pulled on her houseooat her
underclothes and rushed across to the telephone.wsimdered
breathlessly whether it would be Paul.

'‘Chelsea 04804," she said huskily.

'Is that you, Karen?' came a male voice - one sbaegnized at once
was not Paul's.

‘Yes,' she said, with some curiosity. ‘Who's that?'

'‘Don't you remember me? I'm heartbroken,' he répt®ckingly,
and she suddenly knew who it was.

'‘What on earth do you want, Simon?' she asked medgly,
recognizing the voice of Paul's brother. "Wherer @re you at this
early hour?'

'I'm in the lobby, downstairs,' he replied easilywant to see you.
Can | come up?'

'l suppose so,' she said, sighing. '‘But I'm nosskd yet, give me a
few moments.'

"'l be right up,’ he answered abruptly, and raffg

Karen bit her lip and replaced the receiver. Whatearth could
Simon want with her? He had never contacted hareetince the
divorce she had hardly seen him and never more daheidentally.
Did he want to discuss Sandra? She hoped not. 8kgust hoping
that Paul had settled all that himself.



She had barely turned round before there was akkatder door.
Exasperated, she wrapped the housecoat closer ladroand went to
the door. She looked warmly beautiful, the deep blithe housecoat
accentuating her absolute fairness. Simon wasrigaagainst the
doorpost and his eyes lit up appreciatively atsigat of her. She had
always intrigued him, but had made it clear from beginning that
she thought little of him. He was five years oltleain she was but
acted about ten years younger at times. He wasnaeih more
self-indulged version of Paul, with dark hair thaeded cutting at the
moment, and a rather sallow complexion throughgetting enough
fresh air. She supposed he was an attractive nuashie felt sure the
weakness in his face and the sensuality of his mawduld have
revolted her, had she had anything further to dih Wwim. Many
women had fallen victim to his charms, but they evetomen like
himself usually, who lived for the day and had mought for
tomorrow. This affair with Sandra was a new departar him, and
Karen felt infuriated that Sandra couldn't see fanthe weak-kneed
individual he was.

‘Well,' she said, uncompromisingly. ‘What do yownt®a

'‘Oh, come now,' he exclaimed reproachfully. 'Suggly're going to
ask me in? | assure you | haven't come to rapewbatever you may
think.'

Karen sighed heavily, and then stepped back tavdlion to enter the
apartment.

‘Very nice," he murmured as he strolled over tacthech and lounged
on to it. "You certainly have a nice place therardq.’

'Cut the preliminaries,' said Karen abruptly. 'Biate your business
and go.'



But Simon was not so eager to do this now that&®installed on the
couch, and he yawned widely and said: ‘God, I'edtlr

Karen poured him a cup of coffee and put it insolfand. She noticed
he was wearing a dinner-jacket under his overcodisae said:

'l thought this was mighty early for someone lilauyHaven't you
been to bed, or is that a leading question?'

Simon smiled sardonically. 'Dear little Karen,' tegnarked dryly.

''ve been playing poker, that's all. | admit | Bat spent the night
between silken sheets and on a luxuriously spruatjress, but on
the other hand, | haven't been indulging in debanchSorry to

disappoint you, darling.’

Karen lit a cigarette and moved away from him.

‘Tell me, Karen,' he said, suddenly, 'why don'tttaat you, when
brother Paul used to send you into raptures?’

Karen flushed. 'Do you really want to know?' sh&eds turning
round slowly.

‘But of course. | imagine there's a reason.'

'Oh yes, Simon. There's a reason. | simply thinkrgoa weak-kneed,
unintelligent oaf, with little else but sex insigeur empty head. Does
that satisfy you?'

Simon had the grace to flush deeply, and finishiigy coffee he
replaced his cup on the tray.

‘Well, | did provoke that, | suppose,' he said,hwan attempt at
light-heartedness, that annoyed Karen anew. Howddwoei sit there
and allow her to speak to him in that manner? Heldho feelings?
No pride?



She sighed again. 'Well, Simon, you've had yourfeeof Now
perhaps, after all this, you can tell me what guoes

‘After what you've said, | feel that my journey veawasted effort," he
replied, sighing to himself. 'l secretly thoughtuyceally liked me,
even if | did rate second to Paul.'

Karen shrugged. 'Well, now you know. Why are yoreltels it about
Sandra ?'

"Yes," Simon nodded. 'She and | have been havigga time
together.’

'l can imagine,' exclaimed Karen. 'She ought teehawre sense. And
so ought you.'

‘But darling! Paul has told me to lay off Sandragd d hoped you
might be able to dissuade him. After all, I've hatmed Sandra.'

"You must be joking," she cried, half amused airtiiated ego. 'Good
heavens, Simon, it was | who asked Paul to interaadthe first
place. My mother nearly had hysterics when she doaat who
Sandra was dating.'

Simon looked at her with distaste. 'Karen! Do yosam to tell me
that you're behind all this?'

'l, and my mother,' she replied coolly. 'Why? Singou just aren't a
fit escort for any woman! Apart from Julia, that ¥ou're married,
remember!’

Simon frowned. 'That's our affair,' he retortedtated.

‘Well, did you really believe that | would encoueagliaison between
my sister and a married man, any married man?aeretl Karen.
'‘And a man like you has the worst possible infleena her. She's



wild enough as it is, without you encouraging heryour crazy
fashion.’

'Indeed? Thank you, Miss Stacey,' he muttered,yangw. 'But |

don't think you realize just how infatuated SandraYou won't

separate her from me so easily. Oh, Paul thinks da&t' the upper
hand, but it's not that simple.'

'‘What do you mean?' Karen asked anxiously. Suhayetwere not
going to be repercussions in this sordid affair?

Suddenly there was a knock at the door, Karen fealyand Simon
raised his eyebrows.

'‘More visitors?' he remarked sarcastically. 'l wemdho this can be?"

Karen shrugged and stubbing out her cigarette sttkeed to the door
and opened it. Paul stood on the threshold, talliaimaculate in a
dark blue suit, with a dark blue fitted tie andréiag white shirt. His

immaculate appearance showed Simon's rather haggaehrance
to disadvantage, and Karen could not help bubktthat Paul always
looked better dressed than anyone else, no matiarive wore.

But Paul's face was cold and his eyes looked pastrKto the man
lounging on her settee. The dark eyes were unfabterand Karen
felt her nerves jumping at the unpleasant exprassiohis face.

‘Well, well,"” Paul drawled at length. "You are ptutoday, or
should | say notorious?'

His cold eyes surveyed Karen's statele$habilleand make-up-less
face, and she knew immediately what he was thinking

She clasped her fingers. 'What a surprise ..bslgan awkwardly.



'I'm sure it must be,' remarked Paul sardonicadliy:d known you

knew Simon so intimately ... shall we say, I'd hbatgyou plead with
him yourself. As it was, | believed you were tostfdious to bother
with a man like him.’

'l was — | am - | mean, you surely don't believésteere because |
invited him?' she exclaimed desperately.

'It certainly looks as though he's at home heegplied Paul coldly.
'‘Perhaps you wanted Sandra to stop seeing himatoytu would
have no competition.'

Simon decided it was time to intervene. He rodaigdeet.

'‘Much as it goes against my better judgment,’ he, stéowly and
deliberately, 'l feel | must say that Karen is mbérested in me. She
has said so in no uncertain terms, | may add.’

‘Thank you," said Karen, sighing with relief, butuPs face did not
change. He shrugged, and said:

'‘Well, anyway, Karen, I'm sure you will have beetdtthat I've

already spoken to Simon and he has ... agreed stop seeing
Sandra. Anyway, Simon, it would hardly be worthwhibothering

with two of them. I'm sure you would find Karentjas delectable for
your needs ...'Karen's hand moved to slap his &mcder anger
exploded into action, but he was too quick for aed his fingers
closed round her wrist like a vice.

'l think not," he murmured softly and cruelly. l\ges narrowed as he
looked down into her pale, oval face. 'Poor misustded Karen,' he
continued, 'you'll never learn, will you, darling?'

'Let go of me!" she exclaimed, between her teeth.



'‘My pleasure,' he said, releasing her wrist imntetifa‘'Good-bye,
Karen. | don't suppose we'll be meeting again.’

He turned and walked away towards the lift and Kasood and
watched him, rubbing her sore wrist. She was abslglturious and
she turned round on Simon when Paul disappearedhatlift.

'‘Now see what you've done!' she spat at him. Yazds! You think
you rule the earth!

Simon's eyes widened. 'Hey, come on now!" he axedi 'l didn't
stir up that tornado. Don't go blaming me. | agrael wasn't strictly
pleased to see me here, but that's nothing. Altehels nothing to
you or you to him. What are you getting so het npua?'

'‘Get out!" exclaimed Karen, holding back the hardethat were
pricking her eyes with a great physical effort.

'‘Okay, honey, but remember what | said, won't you?'

Simon strode out of the door. "Do you think brotRaul might give
me a lift to the office if | asked him?'

Karen slammed the door without replying and leaagdinst it
feeling sick. The morning had turned out so batlgaaly and it was
barely eleven o'clock.

She walked into her bedroom to get dressed, allp#ia hot tears to
flow unheeded down her cheeks. She had no opptyrtinspeak to
Paul about what Simon had said about Sandra, atidntt look as
though she was to be given the chance now.

Why, oh, why had Paul chosen that particular mgnacome? As
for Simon, his colossal conceit had convinced Hiat tvhatever her
attitude, Karen was really quite fond of him - suiéintly so at any



rate to watch him ruin her sister's life withoutsmag a finger to
prevent it. She sighed heavily. Life was suddenlg@mplicated.

Paul had lunch alone at a small restaurant nedrteer building. He
felt unreasonably depressed and physically disturtb®od was
anathema to him and he had three cups of coffea arg@r instead of
his usual three- course meal. Seeing his brothi€an's apartment
that morning had flung his whole being into chadligorder and he
inwardly cursed himself for going there. He alsosed himself for
being Stupid enough to feel anything about theraéfiaall. The only
reason he had gone to the apartment in the fiaseplvas to speak to
Karen privately about his talk with Simon, and lae been astounded
to find his brother there. Just why was he themgway? Could they
possibly have been lying and were really loversf2dsi had not slept
at home, that was obvious from his attire, and Kanad been
wearing a housecoat. The thoughts tortured hisngamind and he
stared moodily down at his cigar.

If Karen were to start an affair with Simon, tauhteis thoughts
again, what would he do then? Could he stand it® iAnot, why?
Seeing her had brought all this upon him and ha&d<o God he had
never met her again. His whole carefully constradidiie seemed to
be shifting on sands; emotional sands. He evenidemrs the
thought of having an affair with her himself, ifesivas agreeable,
simply to get her out of his system. It was sinmg#¥ raising its ugly
head once more. He shook his head. Why should &e esnsider
having an affair with Karen after all? He had Ruthgd no doubt she
would be willing to console him if he so desiredh&Vwas it about
Karen that seemed to get under his very skin? Tivaeonly one
answer; sex appeal.

He finished his last cup of coffee and was abous®when a young
voice said lightly:



'Hello, Paul. What a surprise. May | join you?'

‘Sandra!' he exclaimed, standing up. The sight afel's sister
startled him. After his deep thoughts he felt ssmenething of his
feelings must show in his face.

Sandra Stacey was not a bit like Karen. She was sinaller for one
thing and quite plump, with full breasts and brdaagjhs and a
youthful disregard for fashion. Her fair hair hulngply on either

side of her oval face, longer than Karen's butsmotvell groomed.
She was dressed in a dark blue duffel coat witto@dhand long
off-white tights which ended in thick-heeled sho&tsher age Karen
had been tall and slim with good dress sense, Ve clothes like
Sandra's had never been expensive. Sandra's faseshghtly

freckled, a fact that she abhorred.

'‘Nice to see you,' she remarked, and seated heséifat Paul was
forced to sit down too.

'I'm afraid | was just leaving,' he said politelydidn't know you
frequented this place.' It seemed an expensivegehtiuse for her.

'l don't normally," she replied, smiling confidgntiBut | work in a

hairdressers near here - I'm a trainee stylist,kymw — and Simon
Is taking me to lunch. You may as well know, beedus may turn up
at any moment.'

Paul thought this was highly unlikely in the circstances, but he did
not reply. He had no intention of breaking Simdoad news for him.
Sandra would find out soon enough.

‘Then can't | order you anything?' he asked slowly.

'Oh, no, thanks. I'll wait. How are you? It's sndasince Mother and |
have seen you. You've quite deserted us.'



Paul shrugged and offered her a cigarette. 'Ysaftaid f find life
pretty hectic.'

'I'll bet! You've just got engaged, haven't yowsaw it inThe Times.
My boss reads it, you know.'

Paul smiled and rose to his feet. He was not in rtfeed for
conversation.

'l must go,' he said apologetically.

‘That's all right, Paul, | understand. Simon isugyoman too. He's
always having to rush back to the office.' Shehfags "Tell me, Paul,
do you disapprove of our relationship?'

Paul bit his lip. "You're a trifle young for hinhg said dryly. 'Besides,
Sandra, Simon is a married man. What about hisAiden't you care
about Julia?'

'You should know what kind of a person she isd ssandra with
youthful candour. 'Anyway, Simon will look after mehatever
happens.'

'l doubt it,’ remarked Paul. 'Simon's not the camistype. Look
around.- However, even if he was an angel in dsgune's still a
married man.'

He fastened his coat and wondered how much ofcthisersation
was really going in. Sandra seemed too bemusedrbgrSto care
what he was, or did.

'‘But he was very young when he got married,' said&. 'And he's
only thirteen years older than me.' She flushealéK is twelve years
younger than you.'



'‘And Karen was much older than you at eighteeplie@ Paul coolly.
'I'm sorry, Sandra, but there it is.’

'l get sick of hearing that," exclaimed Sandrayhddlow could she
be?'

Paul shrugged. How could he explain that Karenlveas older than
Sandra, somehow?

'l really must go,' he said, glancing at his watéh.revoir.'

'‘Cheerio, Paul. I'll give Karen your love,' shegleyl slightly, but
Paul merely half smiled and walked away.



CHAPTER THREE

DURING Thursday Karen telephoned her mother and tolghethad
had confirmation from Paul that he had spoken tao&i She did not
give any details of theimeetingsalthough Madeline tried her hardes
to find out what had happened. Karen remained alothf her and
Madeline had to be content that Karen had doné&ést

She was highly delighted that Sandra was no loimgerved with
'that dreadful man', and was convinced that Sawdrdd eventually
turn to her for comfort. After all, she was her heat and Sandra
didn't know she had asked Karen to intervene. Kavendered
bleakly if there was a showdown, whether Madelirmail admit to
having had anything to do with the affair at allad&line needed to
feel wanted, and if Sandra found out she had utstitsuch a cruel
deed she might well turn against her mother. Kaighed. As she
and Sandra had so little in common anyway, it ditireally matter
what Sandra thought of her, Karen.

It would indeed be a tragedy for Madeline if Sanblegan to show
independent tendencies, more reminiscent of Ke8ée. had never
condoned Karen's actions in almost everything. &awds her baby,
her protegee, and she had always clung to heh&bréason.

After Karen had rung off she lit a cigarette anchtiwt@ make herself
some coffee before starting work. It was alreatsy ila the afternoon
and if she didn't start soon it would be anothgrwiasted. But, just at
the moment, her work had lost its charm and inssedfound her
thoughts wandering back to Paul and his fiancee.

The following evening Karen dressed with care fog ball at the
Magnifique. She bathed, long and luxuriously, avakta long while
dressing, taking everything in slow precision. 8had bought herself
a new evening dress just that morning, and sheedantlook sleek
and glamorous for once. Too long she had shut hesay from



society. Life could not go on like that. She waamng and unattached.
It was only common sense that she should do songe#tinout it.

The dress, when she slipped it on, clung to heybowulding the
rich curves, accentuating her slender waist. It wasle of black
velvet, with a high round neckline, and a skirt ethireached her
ankles. It was a long time since she had spentsthmoney on
herself. Her only adornment was a pair of drop dadhearrings,
sparkling circles that winked as she moved her head

She wore a white sable stole which had been averrsairy gift from
Paul, and her hair hung loose and straight to heulders. Its
paleness accentuated the darkness of her dresssicay her cheeks,
and framing her attractive features. For a moméret iegretted
dressing like this for Lewis. After all, he was ggang enough as it
was in his desire to make her his wife. He mighbhkhshe was
deliberately setting oub attract him. She sighed. It was too late no
anyway. She had no time to change and he wouldebe &t any
moment. She took a last look at herself in theaniand then went to
pour the cocktails before Lewis arrived.

At the back of her mind there was a sudden sadigese thought of
Paul. Would he have admired her dress? She hdibdise could see
her if only to prove she was not pining away fordoof him. She
would like to think there was still an element efjret about their
divorce. But this was a very faint hope; he propdilund Ruth
equally beautiful, and she would be quite hapdyadis wife and not
make the demands on him that Karen had done.

A knock came at her door and she went to opereii& stood there
looking elegant in evening clothes. His eyes wdogieent with

admiration. Karen invited him in for a drink befdteey left and he
accepted eagerly. But Karen did not waste too ntued. Now that
Lewis was here she was eager to be gone. Tolsige\wening which



she suddenly felt was going to be a flop. Lewis wassPaul, and it
was no good wishing he was.

They had dinner in the restaurant of the Magnifiguewis had
reserved a table and the meal was delicious. ThgnMaue was
quite a newly built hotel, and its clientele welleiah and quite often
famous too. Karen found herself identifying stafdedevision and
films and in her interest she forgot her earligprdssion. Realizing
suddenly that Lewis was addressing her, she said:

'I'm sorry, Lewis, | was miles away.'

He smiled. 'l was merely saying what a beautifulrygpwoman you
are, my dear.'

‘Thank you, kind sir," she replied lightly. 'I'magl you approve. |
wondered whether | ought to have accepted yowredtlu're far too
patient with me, Lewis. Why don't you find yoursahvife? I'll never
change, you know.'

His eyes narrowed only slightly, and then he said:

'‘We'll see. My housekeeper is leaving at the endeat month. Her
sister in Glasgow has been in hospital and shetwasised to go and
look after her when she comes home. It looks lkiadp a very long
job. | don't suppose you would care to take onposition?'

'‘As your housekeeper?' asked Karen teasingly.
'‘As my wife,' Lewis said determinedly.

Karen shook her head. 'Isn't that Jane Mannerirey there?! she
asked evasively. 'She looks much younger than si®s dn the
screen.’



Lewis shrugged his slim shoulders. 'You're an adepn't you,
Karen?' he asked.

‘At what?' she queried coolly.

Lewis frowned. 'You know what | mean,' he answdredvily. 'But
we won't mention it again, as it seems to annoy'you

Karen flushed and for a while they ate in silence.

When the meal was over and they were having liqueuth their
coffee, Lewis said:

‘Tell me, has this business over Sandra beenaectbsily settled?'

'You might say that,' replied Karen, managing alksmile. ‘We
must wait and see, mustn't we?'

‘As in all things,' he replied enigmatically.

When dinner was over they joined the crowds of peapriving for

the ball, which began at ten-thirty. Karen and Lsesat in the cocktail
bar until after eleven, and Karen found the unuaoaunt of alcohol
she was consuming was relaxing her, and she beganjdy herself.
Before they entered the ballroom she went into dle@akroom to
powder her nose. It was thronged with the mostcektbly-clad

women, emeralds, sapphires, rubies and diamondspmadpeting

with each other in their magnificence.

Karen repaired her make-up and applied a coraidlpso her lips.
Her long lashes required no mascara and she wdye aofttle
eye-shadow. The smooth silkiness of her hair lookéditely more
attractive than the complicated coiffures of thenen around her.

She rejoined Lewis at the arched entrance to tresivea ballroom.
He was standing watching the dancers, smokingaretig.



'‘Ah, you're ready,' he said, as she joined himer&ls quite a crowd
here as you can see. Let's try and find a table.’

‘All right, Lewis. I'm really enjoying myself. I'mo glad you invited
me.'

‘The pleasure is all mine,' returned Lewis suavahd they strolled
into the crowds thronging the dance floor.

There were tables set around the polished sprag, feach with a
lamp in its centre emitting an intimate glow. Thehestra, a famous
one, was installed on a low dais at the far enth@hall while at the
other end a long bar had been erected. The reélseatalls were set
with tall mirrors which reflected the dancers mamges over. The
ceiling was high and arched and fluted pillars sugdl its carved
elegance.

'It's very impressive,' said Karen, looking aboet with interest. 'l
had no idea it would be like this.’

Lewis smiled, satisfied that he had pleased her.

They found a vacant table and Lewis ordered drink® a passing
waiter. There seemed to be plenty of waiters pgsamongst the
guests and everyone seemed relaxed and informal.

After watching the progress of the dancers for deyhewis said:
‘Shall we dance, or do you prefer to watch?'

'Oh, no, | prefer to dance,' exclaimed Karen, swiliLet's, please,
Lewis. My feet are positively itching!

Lewis smiled and helped her up from the table. Weng her round
into the rhythm of the music. It was so nice td teethough she was
living again and Karen found she could follow Lewiead with an



ease which surprised her, for it was so long ssieehad danced. He
was quite a good dancer and they danced three vitiesut a break.

The band suddenly struck up a cha-cha, and Kaoketbteasingly at
Lewis. 'Can you?' she asked, smiling.

'l can but try," he replied, smiling too, and tlvewytrived to follow the

rhythm without much success. Lewis was not a bancdr and

Karen could not follow his rather-- jerky movemenihey were

laughing together when Karen's attention was drionvour people

entering the ballroom. They were endeavouring &uhea table near
the orchestra and were threading their way amdmgy,ctowds of

people thronging the edge of the floor. There vie@men and two
women. One of the men was Paul Frazer.

Lewis noticed her disturbed expression and saidnihg
'Is anything wrong, Karen? You look pale.'

'‘Paul has just arrived," she replied, concentratingher feet. 'He
hasn't seen me, | don't think. He's with lan Fedlswand his wife, and
another woman who must be Ruth, | suppose.’

lan Fellowes was an old school friend of Paul'sl la@ and his wife
had been frequent visitors at their house in tdedalys.

Lewis frowned angrily. 'My God!" he exclaimed. d'been to dozens
of these charity affairs and he's never turnedefpre. Why has he
decided to come tonight?’

'He wasn't engaged before,’ replied Karen, runaitmngue over her
suddenly dry lips. 'Ruth probably persuaded him.'

‘Probably," Lewis nodded glumly. ‘Do you want todawn?'



'Please.' Karen felt like making herself as inconspus as possible.
'l feel like a drink, just at the moment.’

'Of course." They went back to their table whichsvartunately

across the hall from Paul Frazer's party. Karen ads to observe
them when no one was dancing, without them beitg t@bobserve

her. She sipped her gin and vermouth and acceptegheette from

Lewis, allowing herself to look across at Ruth. 8fas curious to see
what kind of woman Paul was going to make his seéauife.

She saw Ruth was wearing an elaborate ball gowpirdf satin,

overlaid with lace. Small and vivacious, Karen cbake she was
very attractive. If Paul could dwarf Karen who wadall girl, he

would certainly be much taller than Ruth who wasyveetite and

probably made him feel rather protective towards e dancing

began again and they were obscured from her viéww.|&oked at
Lewis and found he was watching her.

'So that's Ruth,' she said lightly. 'She's verytpresn't she?'

'l suppose so,' remarked Lewis, frowning. 'Howelprefer blondes
myself. She seems rather talkative.'

They had both noticed how Ruth monopolized the ecsation, and
continually attempted to draw Paul's attentionén h

'You're biased," said Karen, with a smile, andsbked.

Lewis swallowed his drink and signalled the waftartwo more. 'l
wonder what Sandra will do if she stops seeing &*hde said
suddenly. 'l think she needs a firm hand. Your rapghould have
married again.'

'‘Oh, Paul used to control her,' remarked Karen I8lye adored him!'

Lewis's face hardened. "Then maybe | could doso he said.



Karen flushed. 'l doubt it, Lewis.' She looked ihts lean pale face.
She knew that Lewis had not the necessary powesotdrol a
teenager like Sandra. He had had no experiencen®thing. Paul
had always controlled Simon in his youth and Sardrd obeyed
Paul partially because of his dark good looks aagmatic attraction.
He had charm, there was no denying it, and Saratiddilen victim
to that charm. She had imagined herself in lovd witm and had
treated his every wish as her command. Lewis wdslikely to
appeal to her in that sense. And besides, Maddithaot like Lewis
herself, whereas she too had doted on Paul.

Karen smiled at Lewis now and said: 'Lewis darlihghink not.
Sandra's hardly your type, or you hers, but sheywhought she
was in love with Paul. She used to trail after hka a lapdog. | don't
think she ever saw anyone else.'

'l see.' Lewis was taken aback. The idea of Sanagining herself
in love with Paul Frazer had never occurred to Henfound the idea
distasteful.

Karen finished her cigarette and rose to her feet.

'‘Excuse me a moment,' she said. 'I'm just goinipeocloakroom. |
shan't be long.’

‘All right." Lewis looked up at her and rose abhlyupo his feet. 'I'll
wait here.'

She smiled and slipped away between the tablesadinrg her way to
the door, seeking the cool air of the hall. What sally needed more
than anything else was air.

She fanned herself with her evening bag and waddsosvly along
the corridor to the cloakroom. The hall was thicklrpeted, pillars
supporting the roof here as in the ballroom. It whwery modern,



but Karen liked it. She had almost reached theketman when she
saw Paul.

He was leaning negligently against one of the jajlamoking a cigar
and talking to another man. He looked big and beratiattractive in
a dinner jacket, his tanned skin contrasting siyampth the brilliant
white- | ness of his dinner shirt.

Feeling a surge of excitement, Karen strolled tolwdhem and her
approach caused Paul to glance her way. His harelfme showed
no surprise and she assumed he had seen her eoea blee had
noticed him.

Looking at him she wondered why she had allowed itetw
persuade her that a divorce from Paul was thetbesj. Left alone,
she would probably have gone back to him, and tdrifgat seemed a
most desirable occurrence. Had he not divorced dier,knew she
would never have divorced him, and she would kaNe been his
wife. Now, as his eyes met hers, he looked so andlaloof that she
felt anger at his apparent complacency.

However, he straightened and dropped his cigahé¢oflioor and
ground his heel on it. He was obviously not goimggihore her and
Karen felt unreasonably glad. His companion look@mehd too and
saw her, and Karen saw it was no one she had eeer introduced
to.

‘Hello, Paul,’ she murmured, overwhelmingly pleatdett she was
looking her best in the new evening gown. She hated Paul to see
her and now she was getting her wish.

‘Karen," he nodded, his eyes unfathomable. He durtee his
companion, a man of about thirty-five, with fainruly hair, and a
cheerful, carefree expression. Before he couldodhice Karen,
however, the man smiled jovially and said:



'‘Come on, Paul, won't you introduce me? You seekntov all the
most delightful girls.’

Paul half smiled, and Karen wondered what was gthngugh his
mind. Was he thinking that Ruth was twice as délidglas herself?

'‘Karen,' he said, 'this is Anthony Stoker - Sir Aarty - an old friend

from my university days. Tony, this is Karen .a&y.' He hesitated
an infinitesimal moment over her surname as thdwahtill thought

of her as Karen Frazer.

'Hello,' said Karen, smiling, and Tony shook hemdhaigorously.

'‘How do you do?' he replied in return. His hand Wage and
calloused but perfectly manicured. Everything abboot was big, in
fact what he lacked in looks he made up for in eatty. He seemed
a warm-hearted, amiable man, and Karen took an arateeliking to
him. He was not the kind of man to whom she coel@tracted, but
he would make a good friend, she thought.

'I'm fine," she replied politely. ‘Are you enjoyitige ball?'
‘Very much,' replied Tony. 'l helped to organizeittually.'

He smiled at them both beneficently and then sugdexclaimed:
'‘My God, Paul, the penny has just dropped. Isthigvell, | mean -
the girl who was your wife?'

Paul shrugged his broad shoulders. 'She was mymafiey moons
ago,' he said coolly, and Karen felt her cheeks.bur

'Heavens! Talk about fools rushing in, etc! Havadde a complete
ass of myself, Paul old boy?"

‘Not at all,' replied Paul easily. 'Karen is a vattyactive woman. She
knows that already, I'm sure.’



Karen's flush deepened. She hated being discussdldoagh she
were not present. Breaking into their conversatgihe began: 'Are
you alone, Paul?'

‘Actually, I'm waiting for Ruth,' he replied, hiyes holding hers.
‘She's in the ladies' cloakroom, | believe.'

'‘Oh, | see. | saw you arrive earlier.’

'l know you did,' remarked Paul calmly. 'l saw yaeross the room
when we sat at our table.'

Karen shivered. She had been quite unaware thatiservation had
been returned. What had he thought? Had he thdwghintensely
curious ?

'l see.! She cast about in her mind for somethmgsay. The
conversation so far had been very uninspiring, stmel wished she
could think of something witty to say to make thiaxngh.

'‘By the way,' she murmured at last, looking up iat through the
long veil of her lashes, 'thank you for speakin&itmon.'

Paul looked slightly uncomfortable, as she hadnii¢el he should.
Tony looked on, obviously immensely intrigued as$ tiarn of events.

'l didn't have a chance to thank you properly, smkty,” she
continued determinedly.

‘That's all right,’ replied Paul stiffly, while higyes sparkled
dangerously, daring her to say anything more.

Karen looked at Tony. Don't mind us," she murmusediling. 'Paul
and | are still good friends, aren't we, darlingfteA all, we're
civilized people, aren't we? Not primitives. Weaele to be quite
natural with each other. Aren't | right, Paul?'



'‘Perfectly,’ replied Paul coldly, but his eyes weositively glittering
with menace now.

Tony broke the unarmed combat by saying:

'‘How about returning to the ballroom with me, thKaren ? I'd like
to dance with you, if | may.'

Paul stiffened at Tony's words. Karen was consctbas for some
reason, Paul did not wish her to dance with Tongul@ he be
jealous? No, that was ridiculous. He probably didsint a friend of
his associating with a woman like her, or rathiee he supposed her
to be.

Ignoring his attitude, however, she replied: 'Thgok, Tony. I'd like
that, very much.'

'‘Good.' Tony looked back at Paul. 'See you laten tbld boy.’

'Of course.' Paul was aloof and Karen knew shedmstdrbed him,
but whether seriously or not she could not know.

Tony took her hand and they returned to the baifrade turned out
to be a good dancer for all his bulk, and was ansamg companion.
He explained that he himself had invited Paul aisdriends to this
ball as his guests, and that his own partner hddrfedown at the last
minute.

He joked about his title, which he did not takenseriously, and told
her he farmed an estate in Wiltshire, that had beethe Stoker
family for generations. They were not rich, for tdéir money was
ploughed back into the land. That explained hikoakd hands, and
Karen admired him for sticking it out and not giyiap. Had he sold
the estate, he and his mother and sister couldlhegkin London in
comparative luxury, but they loved the soil andf@med to live in
Wiltshire and support their tenants.



From his description, the estate sounded delighéfiadl his family
seemed genuine country folk, even if they werddbal lords of the
manor. His father was dead, he told her, and hehandother and
sister lived in a rambling old manor house overingkthe downs.
Although he had known Paul since their Oxford dédnesy had only
met again recently and renewed their acquaintamzebhey had had
lunch together a couple of times, and Tony hadPaet's American
fiancee.

Karen let him ramble on. She was vaguely interediat her mind
kept harking back to Paul. It was good to listerit chatter while
half of her mind was elsewhere. He was an undemgrnghrtner and
she followed him easily without any thought.

Once she caught sight of Lewis and felt her comse&erick her. He
looked strained and almost angry about somethimd)when he saw
her too and she waved, he merely frowned and ighloee. She felt
worried and very guilty, and when the dance enttecexplained that
she was with her employer and that he was waitndér.

'Oh, | say, really?' exclaimed Tony. ‘Well, do ybunk | might join
you for a while? | feel rather a gooseberry witulPgou know.'

Karen's lips tightened, but she said: 'Of courgwik and | are old
friends. He won't object, I'm sure.'

'‘Oh, good,' said Tony, warmly. 'I'd like the opponity of another
dance later, if | may.'

Karen smiled up at him and allowed him to retaildlod her hand as
they returned to the table where Lewis was se&tedose abruptly to
his feet at their approach, and as he wasn't antadl, Tony dwarfed
him both in height and bulk.

'‘Where the devil have you been all this time, K&reexclaimed
Lewis in a cold and angry voice. 'And who is this?"



‘The name is Stoker, Anthony Stoker," said Tongrate, not liking
the other man's tone or manner. 'Who might you be?'

'Oh, please,' exclaimed Karen, awkwardly, not usid@ding Lewis's
grim face. 'Lewis, this is Tony, Tony, this is LewMartin, my
employer.'

The two men shook hands with ill grace and Kardhvw@zhed she
had left Tony behind.

‘Tony was in the hall talking to Paul when | wemthe cloakroom,’
she explained. 'Paul introduced us.’

'You mean Frazer again, | suppose,' said Lewigyrnag.
'Of course.'

'l see.' Lewis looked at Karen. 'And now perhapg'liydance with
me, Karen.'

'‘Of course," she said again, bewildered by Lewmissessive
jealousy. She had never given him any reason tpaagpthey were
anything more than good friends for all his talknwdrriage, and she
didn't like to feel possessed like this. After bk, had no hold on her.
She was a free woman.

They danced for a while in silence, and then hd saia strained
voice:

'l suppose | ought to apologize. I'm behaving =idy.'

Yes, you are,' agreed Karen hotly, glad he haddbrom out into the
open. 'What on earth is wrong with you? I've ordgi away fifteen
minutes.'



'l know, | know. I'm sorry." Lewis sighed heavillg, must be patently
obvious that I'm madly jealous. You wouldn't knowa#w that feels
like, would you? Wanting someone so badly and kngwihey don't
want you.'

Karen flushed. 'Lewis... not now... not again...'

Lewis flushed too. 'l know," he muttered. 'Donit gaagain. Just don't
flaunt young men in my face like this. | can't hehy feelings. I've
come to the conclusion that you must be naturalyd.'

'Frigid!" Karen almost laughed. The way even spegkio Paul
caused the heat to flood her body; and Lewis thosigé@ was frigid.
She shivered. "Maybe you're right," she said agtlendeciding to
take the easiest way out.

'I'm convinced of it," replied Lewis slowly, andbleed searchingly at
her. 'But one day you'll need a man again, Kared,lantend to be
around when that happens.’

Karen frowned at this, and did not reply. Lewidtgw@de was strange
tonight to say the least and she presumed he raustlieen drinking
too heavily all evening.

Back at the table, Tony lounged in a chair, waitfog them. He
looked pleased to see Karen and got up swiftlyreeid her chair for
her as she sat down. He really was good compaeynsised, and he
took her mind off Paul and Lewis for a while. Sredheven got
around to thinking of Lewis as a problem now. Sustle was not
going to have to change her job after all this #nfgut if Lewis
became really impossible” something would haveeabne» She
wouldn't have him going around monopolizing her apdiling her
life.

She eventually got through the evening by dancltegreately with
Tony and Lewis, but she found she now enjoyed tgcels with



Tony best. He was entertaining and asked for ngtlirreturn, and
his enjoyment of her company was simply becaus®wis partner
had not been able to come, and there were no stattgched.

Lewis was definitely not his usual self. He held to® tightly for her
liking and she wondered if he was used to drinlaagnuch as he had
done. He breathed down her neck heavily and shestiged. She
really thought he was having to hold his emotiomscheck by a
severe effort, and she could only assume that$prdsence was in
some way responsible. She had never seen himhigebefore and
she began to realize she did not know him as wsedha had thought.

lan Fellowes worked for Paul in the Frazer buildiRg was a chief
sales representative, and a good man at his joanH&aul had been
friends for a very long time and the differencetheir status had
never come between them.

Margaret Fellowes was twenty-eight, the same adgeudis. She and
Ruth got along quite well together, although asddaet had, known
and liked Karen she refused to discuss Paul's g with his
proposed second. This infuriated Ruth, who was &y avid for
information about the first Mrs. Frazer. She hademesven seen a
picture of Karen. There were none about Paul'stieyesut, and
although this pleased her she would have likedateetknown what
Karen was like. She felt almost as though she hadwasible enemy.

Tonight, they had a table near the orchestra agylhlad all danced
guite a lot. Ruth was not keen to dance with lanvihen he asked
her she did not like to refuse every time; but gamt that Margaret
danced with Paul, and although it was ridiculoaalqusy consumed
her at these times.



She was pleased with her dress with its layeras @ver satin. It was
just the thing to complement her pink and whiteaahg and she felt
sure Paul admired it, even though he rarely cometemn her
clothes. Margaret's dress was grey crepe and im'Sepinion it had
seen better days. She felt quite sure that shéavasore attractive in
lan's eyes too, but Paul showed no signs of jegldusas annoying
really because she would have liked to have arobaedin that way,
but these last few days since his lunch with Kdrerhad become
cool and aloof, and she couldn't understand ithReas not used to
being denied anything. Her parents had spoiledtéeibly and
indulged her every whim.

She sat now running her fingers along Paul's imhagéely clad arm,

wondering what she could say to attract his atbentHe seemed to
be miles away, in spirit if not in fact. Earliere land lan had been
discussing some new textile they were manufactuaing she had
been absolutely bored. She really wasn't gettingugh attention

tonight.

Suddenly she noticed that a crowd of people wettgegimg around a
couple who were dancing in the centre of the flddre band was
playing beat music and Ruth supposed somebody vedksngran
exhibition of themselves. It might be interestingdaamusing to
watch them.

‘Come on, Paul,' she said, tugging at his arm's'lget and watch!

The Fellowes were already dancing, so Paul reltlgtanse and
allowed himself to be drawn across the floor to ¢neup in the
centre. There were no other couples dancing noeryeme was
watching. Paul halted abruptly in his tracks. Tive fpeople who
were gyrating laughingly to the music were Tonyk&toand ...
Karen.



He felt- the blood pounding through his veins asmMa¢ched them,
and was infuriated with his traitorous body. Goelhlad to get control
of himself!

'‘Why, it's Tony Stoker," exclaimed Ruth. ‘Arent#ylgood? Not that |
would make an exhibition of myself like that.'

Paul did not reply and she looked up at him. Heefavas dark and
inscrutable and she frowned.

‘Whatever is wrong?' she asked irritably. 'Didwt ywant to come
and see?'

‘Not particularly,’ replied Paul grimly.

'‘Why?' And then Ruth had a sudden insight. It warmething in
Paul's face, something about his expression thatentser say
suddenly and accusingly: "You know that girl, doou? Who is
she?'

'What makes you think that?' evaded Paul slowly.

'l just feel it. Does she work in your office? Isesyour assistant or
something?'

'‘She used to work for me,' he replied quietly. tEhidaren, Ruth.’
Ruth's face was a picture of incredulity.
‘Karen ... notheKaren?' she exclaimed.

‘The same,' remarked Paul, thrusting his hands $otrouser
pockets. 'Now, are you satisfied? Does that plgagé

'‘But | don't understand,’ she began. 'l imaginesl whs your age.
Paul, you never told me she was so young.'



'You never asked me,"' he replied coolly. 'Karetwanty-five now.
Three years younger than you, | believe.’

Ruth flushed angrily. How she wished she had nggssted coming
to watch the dancers. How was she to know thatghtrbe Karen?
She had not even known she was here, and yet Rduldt seemed
surprised. Had he known she was to be here? Qusdtew wildly
round in her mind and then she quelled them. Itstagid thinking in
this way. After all, they had been married and died. They were
nothing to each other now. The very fact that ttayld talk together
normally proved there was no feeling left.

And yet as Ruth watched Karen she felt suddenipfist Karen was
a very beautiful woman, not the old hag she hadyine, or the

hard-faced creature who flaunted herself shamgleéssbre men and
acted younger than her years. Mentally calculathg, realized that
Karen could only have been eighteen when she nlaPael, and this
appalled her. After all, they had known one anowemtimately at

that time, while she at eighteen was still attegdiollege and making
casual dates with boys. Certainly nothing moreos®rithan that.
Paul, a man of thirty, had found this creature ranand physically

satisfying at that time, when Ruth herself wouldvéiabeen

tongue-tied with a man of his age.

The girl, for she looked little more, had sharectéhyears of Paul's
life, long before she had even met him, and theghosickened her.
She wanted to feel the most beautiful woman idifasbut now was
she to think of this girl every time he touched, ewndering what he
still felt for her?

Her thoughts frightened her. Life had seemed soplsinrand
uncomplicated before this week, with the June wagldio much
nearer and the thoughts of their honeymoon uppdrmder mind.



Now everything had changed, and all because tHIis gtupid sister
had to go and get herself involved with Paul's radrbrother. It was
unbearable. She felt she wanted to stand and s@edmary and get
her own way as she had done in years gone by. Sheedto stamp
her feet and if possible, stamp them on this wombho had come
back into Paul's life, whether he was aware of ria. But she had to
act naturally. Whatever had happened was in thegoasPaul was ,
hers now. If she showed she was afraid of the paivdris woman,

who knew what might happen? No, she had got tasaasual and be
the loving and understanding fiancee. After theyeamarried ; well,

that would be a different story.

‘Let's go, shall we, darling?' she murmured sofliding her hand
through Paul's arm. 'Paul, let's go back to thelhot

Paul was quite willing to oblige her. He felt lileaving himself. He
didn't particularly want company, he would havefemed to be
alone with his churning emotions. He needed a dédngood drink!

‘All right,’ he said, with apparent indifferencd. that's what you
want. | thought you were enjoying yourself.’

'l was ... that is, I've developed rather a heaglagkplied Ruth,
swiftly. 'l just feel like relaxing in the peacedaquiet of my suite,
that's all.'

'‘Right." Paul nodded and turned around, away frben watching
throng around Karen and Tony. 'We must let lanMadgaret know
we're going.'

Ruth's suite at the Dorchester was the height xéirly and was
costing her father an enormous amount of moneyyetlay. But

Hiram Delaney counted his bank notes in thousanadistens, and
consequently the cost of installing his daughtex fashionable hotel
in London was merely a pin-prick in his bank baknc



The lounge of the suite was deserted. Ruth's palrsoaid had been
given the night off, and Ruth flung herself withhrelass abandon on a
low divan. Paul loosened his dark, fur-collaredroweat, and walked
round like a caged panther. He was wondering hamm e could get
away.

Ruth held out a hand to him. 'Come and sit dowrlirag and take off
your coat,' she said lazily. "You're not going &g you?'

Paul bit his lip. 'l was under the impression @i had a headache,
he replied slowly. "You seem to have recovered rkatdy quickly.'

Ruth flushed. 'The fresh air has helped,' sheedmlefensively.

‘Nevertheless as it is quite late, | think I'll'gggid Paul firmly. "You
get to bed and rest and I'll see you in the mogringm?'

He bent and kissed her cheek, but she wrappedrimsr raund his

neck and pulled him down to her. 'Don't be so glable whispered,
confident that she could dispel the mood he sedmed in. She put
her lips to his, urging him to take her in his aansl make love to her.

But Paul resisted, and after a moment she wasddmeelease him
and allow him to get up. She was flushed and uncdatfle. He had
never repulsed her before. It was embarrassinglegchding and she
felt angry. But controlling her feelings, she salill you meet me

for lunch tomorrow?"'

Paul shrugged. 'Ring me in the morning, honeytryland make it.'

‘Thank you,' she said, the sarcasm only slightigdeand with a half
smile he left her.

After he had gone Ruth rose from the couch. She rwdgot a
headache at all and her plans to get Paul to hdradlgone sadly
awry. She unzipped her dress with careless fingedscatching the



material in the clasp she ripped it open, tearinfjom bodice to

waist. Angrily, she tore off the ruined garment dhaohg it to the

floor. As she pushed open the door of her bedroeenfeund her
hands were trembling and tears stung her eyes. $teravas; one of
the richest young women in London, and she wasggirbed soon
after midnight in the most vicious of tempers.

Paul left the hotel and climbed into his car. Omt®ide he lit a
cigarette before turning on the engine. Then herstethe sleek
automobile along Park Lane, turning into Grosvdplaice and from
there into the King's Road. He drove swiftly thrbuthe artists'
guarter and on to the main road to Guildford.

His apartment was in Belgravia, but he had no ddeirhis bed just
yet. Just beyond the suburbs he turned on to a twack which led
into Richmond by a roundabout route. It was a \oéagk night but he
could find his way here blindfold, he thought waari

Just outside Richmond he turned into a private wehith climbed
steeply to a high brick wall in which were set @& & wrought-iron
gates, carved intricately with the name "Trevayne'.

This was the house he had bought on his marriag@ten. He had
never sold it.

He turned into the driveway and curved up amonist gentinel

poplars to the wide, gravel forecourt before the fteps which led

up to the double white doors. Tonight, in the dads) the elegant
beauty of the place could not be appreciated, hut Fhew what a

gracious old building it was. Inside, of coursdnatl been extensively
modernized, but the outside retained the auratigfrlgears.

The headlights of Paul's car swept the terracerbefoming to rest
and he stopped the, engine, turning off the ignitlde slid out from



behind the wheel and slammed the car door. Thedsofithe metal
rang eerily in the night air, and Paul thrust rasdhs into his pockets
and approached the terrace.

Ruth was unaware that Trevayne existed. He had telkanyone,
not even his mother, that he still owned the hoeseryone had
assumed he had sold it and he was quite willingpttahem go on
thinking this. He had dismissed all the staff lhg housekeeper and
her husband when he divorced Karen, and Mr. and Besnson
remained on in the empty building, keeping evengdhn readiness
for if he ever chose to visit them. He had not bibene at all since his
engagement to Ruth; until now he had not felt taedto come.

Before he reached the front doors, the carriage bBgpove the door
was illuminated and a moment later Benson himgedhed the door.
Light streamed out on to the drive, enveloping Rautk brightness.

Benson was in his dressing-gown, but he smiled diyoas he
recognized his master.

‘Why, Mr. Paul,’ he exclaimed. 'This is a surpriéanust be three
months since we've seen you.'

Paul crossed the terrace and passed Benson, gntienwide
entrance hall. The floor was polished mosaic of ynaslours and a
huge oak chest gleamed from many polishings andsetsvith a
huge vase containing spring flowers, at the foottl@f fan-shaped
staircase. The staircase was carpeted in gold aswkt; brilliantly
accentuating the dark panelling that mounted beatide

‘Yes, Benson. I'm sorry if | disturbed you. It'srexnely late, | know.'

'Oh, that's all right, sir," said Benson undersitaglgl, although, Paul
mused, he couldn't have any idea why Paul haddurpeso late.

Benson closed the doors and locked them and thén sa



‘Will you be staying the night, sir?'

Paul nodded, removing his overcoat. 'Yes, Benseill. Il expect my
bed is made up as usual.’

'It is, sir. Maggie was only saying today that yoight be calling on
us in the near future. She's always preparedndy say so.'

Paul smiled rather cynically and crossed the Halkhe in bed?"
‘Yes, sir. Is there anything | can get you? Are geading a meal?'

Paul shook his head and opened the door of tharyibiNo, not as
long as there's plenty of Scotch.'

'l put a new bottle in there today," said Bensomediately. 'Are you
sure that's all you need?’

'‘Positive,’ replied Paul abruptly. 'Night, Bens@ee you in the
morning." He closed the library door and leanedkbagainst it.
Sanctuary!

The room was well lined with books, but in additiarsmall baby
grand piano stood in one corner. He and Karen bad the room as a
music-room and had spent many happy evenings aidmere. Paul
could play the piano quite well and he had playddKaren's
favourites like Chopin and Grieg.

He crossed to the tray of drinks standing nearpiaeo on a low
table, and helped himself to a stiff whisky. Swafleg the drink, he
poured another and seated himself at the piano.

His fingers strayed over the keys, picking outstrains ofClair de
Lune. It was a plaintive melody and as he looked towdindsdeep
armchair by the fireplace he seemed to see Kardadcup on the
chair watching him.



With a groan, he slammed down the lid, coveringkies, and lifted
his drink. Then he stood up and loosened his ¢allandering about
the room aimlessly. What in God's name was wrorf him now?

Was he a man or a mouse? He cursed Simon for c¢glisiililemma
in the first place. If he had never seen Karen belévnever have felt
any differently towards her and there was littleammte that they
would have ever met. They moved in different sociatles. For a
time, Karen had joined his sphere, but now sherbadned to her
own orbit. After all, most of the people he mixedhmavere very rich

and very powerful. Financiers, bank owners, busimesn all of

them, interested only in ways to make more money.

But he had seen Karen now and he knew he waspstically
attracted to her. He did not deceive himself, Kaha always
affected him this way. He had forgotten just howidble she was.

To begin with he had always assumed she would nhasnys, and so

the idea of any other man having anything to db Wwer had not been
his concern. But she was still free and unattached, seeing her
tonight dancing with Tony Stoker had positively sked him. Tony

had apparently been enchanted by her and even rasaprobably

with her, either taking her home or at her apartm@rould he be

allowed to kiss her? Hold her? Make love to her?

Paul felt the knife turn in his stomach. Blind mady was a ridiculous
thing, but he knew he was feeling it. He felt likmging her

apartment to find out for himself, but pride helenhback. What

could he say? That he was checking up on her?

He reached for the bottle of whisky and filled giass. He flung
himself into an armchair still holding the bottle his hand. It was
going to be a long night...



CHAPTER FOUR

IN actual fact Lewis took Karen home. Karen knew thamy was
guite willing to do so, but she felt that as shd bame with Lewis it
was her duty to go home with him. She would hawfgired the
uncomplicated company of Tony with Lewis in thiarfre of mind,
but she decided she had nothing to be ashameddodeatainly she
did not owe Lewis anything. His attitude was simahnoying.

Karen had seen Paul leave with Ruth. She had seem talking to
the Fellowes beforehand, and had later seen theng gat of the
archway. As they did not reappear at their tabke asumed they
must indeed have left.

She felt that after Paul's departure the evenirgylbst its charm.
Why, she couldn't imagine; for he had not even ddmeith her, and
their conversation had simply been a baiting maRrebably that
was her fault for she did find delight in annoyimgn; in disturbing
his apparent composure and assurance.

The only excuse for their early departure thatahdd see was that
they wanted to be alone together. The idea friggdelner by the

tortuous emotions it aroused. After all, they watdiberty to do as
they pleased and soon they would be married anekheg all the

time. They probably spent hours and hours alonethegy and how
they acted was their own concern. She had goal@zesonce and for
all, she had no hold over Paul whatsoever.

She suggested she would like to go home, soon fteecame
evident that Paul and Ruth had left. Lewis seematk qilling to
take her and she said good night to Tony and delliaer wrap.

They took a taxi back to the apartment as Lewisrwdrought his
car this evening, and Karen wished that he hadwuantted to



accompany her inside. She did not feel in the mimocany more
arguments.

However, Lewis said, as soon as they were insieldlait
‘Are you all right, Karen?'
'‘Am | all right?' she echoed in surprise. 'Of ceuram. Why?'

'‘Well, | seem to have spoilt your evening,' he aarmad awkwardly.
‘Stoker probably thought me a complete idiot.'

Karen flung her wrap over the couch and pouredwatvodka and
limes before replying. She handed a drink to Leawid sipped her
own.

'‘Well," she said brightly, 'you were hardly thesliind soul of the
party, but don't let it upset you. You didn't rgapoil my evening.'

‘Thank heavens for that. But you seem ... remog®mehow.'

Karen shrugged. 'I'm probably just lost in thougthe remarked
dryly. She looked at Lewis's slim shoulders anddde body. After
feeing Paul, he seemed less of a man somehow. laawid never
protect a woman by brute force should the nee@.a®$ course, in
Lewis's uneventful life that contingency was harlikely to arise.
Still, it was nice to feel protected when you wetith a man.

‘Thoughts,' said Lewis, frowning. 'And what is oggung your
thoughts?'

‘They're not for exhibition,' replied Karen, finisg her drink.

'‘Are you seeing Stoker again ?"'



Karen shook her head. 'lt was not that kind of @ssion. | was just
helping to fill in for his partner who let him dovat the last minute.
You look for attraction where there is none, LeWwis.

Lewis's pale cheeks flushed. "I'm sorry," he séitlys 'However, |
must disagree with you. Stoker was positively draplover you,
whatever you might have thought.’

'Oh, please,' said Karen weatrily. 'Don't let's havargument, Lewis.
I'm not seeing Tony again. Of that you can be sbatisfied?"

'l suppose so.' Lewis finished his drink too anglaeed his glass on
the tray.

‘And now | must hurry you away," said Karen, abiguptm tired. Do
you mind?'

"No. I'll go, Karen. We'll discuss this again atr@more reasonable
hour.'

‘There's nothing to discuss,' retorted Karen, sighShe held open
the door. 'Good night, Lewis.'

Lewis left, leaving an atmosphere of brooding ammme behind
him, and something more. A menacing feeling of §asaught in a
spider's web. She had been intensely conscioutéhaad wanted to
touch her, kiss her. She had prayed he would neb@mnd he had not.
And yet the feeling remained. His attitude towdrdsshowed a kind
of obsession. From the very first she had been ewa was
iImmensely drawn towards her. She had never enceditag, but he
had assumed over the years that she was happywitrand might
grow to love him. She knew now that this was impgmes Even
without Paul's dominance of her being, Lewis juaswit the kind of
man she would choose for a husband. He was to@g&iss, too set
in his ways, too old.



Closing the door after him, she heaved a sighleffr&he sank down
on to a couch and shivered uncontrollably. Shesiek and it was a
mixture of fear and anti-climatic anticipation tlinetd caused it.

Of one thing she was glad. She had seen Paulsekatonight and
now she knew her opposition. She was a very atiemetroman,
Karen had to admit, and had a neat, rounded figRestlessly, Karen
rose and walked to the full length mirror in hedimm, twisting
round before it and studying her own reflectionRlith was Paul's
idea of perfection, it was little wonder that hedhaeen willing to
divorce Karen. Whereas Ruth's figure was delicapebportioned,
Karen herself seemed tall and full- bodied; fukdsts and curved
thighs smoothed down to slender legs, and hemvasras straight as
Ruth's was curly. They had absolutely nothing imoen and Karen
felt sure that if she spoke to her she would likedwven less.

Ruth was the fragile lily, whereas Karen likenedsk# to a
full-blooming rose. Which would stand the testiofé? Karen hoped
she would. At least her bone structure was good.

But then, perhaps Ruth made Paul feel strong armdegiive,
appealing to his masculinity. Karen had always heenndependent
and she wondered whether Paul wanted a more subewsie, one
he could bend to his will. Still, whatever elses 8exual side of their
marriage had always been perfect, and he couldysooe improve
on that.

Recalling their life together brought a lump to beoat. If Paul had
not been so intent on making money, in improvingoeganization
that was already powerful, they might have stoatiance.

But what woman wanted to spend her days and najbtse, week
after week, while her husband served his otherresst his other
obsession, the company?



Even so, she knew that galling though it might seemre he to
command her now to come to him she would obey.

A week passed slowly. Karen was busy and buriedefffem her

work. It was a way of dismissing reality from heinchand she hoped
her work wouldn't suffer in consequence. Tony Stakeg up and
thanked her for making his evening so pleasanteiKaas touched
that he should be so thoughtful, particularly attewis's unveiled

hostility. Lewis sent her a basket of spring flogvevith a note

apologizing for his ill-humour on the night of thall, and Karen felt
relieved. It seemed that the business with Lewis m@& going to get
out of hand after all.

About ten days after the ball, Karen found she d¢@dpleted all the
work she had in hand, and as it was all ready aftesh she decided
against going in to the office. She could go inftiiowing morning
and see Lewis.

Feeling at quite a loose end, she decided to gatltdeMorris out of
the garage and go for a drive. It was a long timeesshe had driven
out of London, and the day was fresh and spring-lik

Donning her sheepskin coat over blue slacks andus®, she went
down to the garages and rescued the car. She filledank with
petrol at the nearest garage and drove out tow@rdsiford. The
direction always intrigued her, for she had traaeklthis way many
times with Paul.

The old car spun along merrily. She was very fohd,@nd it had

never let her down yet. She had bought it secomd-smon after
leaving Paul, and it came in handy on occasiomsthis. She seldom
used it to run around London however, for the paglproblem was



too prevalent. Besides, there were always buses, canspecial
occasions, taxis.

She felt like a prisoner escaping for a while, &itlalmost guilty
about leaving London behind.

The hedges were all splitting now with their neveegrery and the
sides of the roads and the passing gardens weaos af rcolour. It
gave her a sense of well- being that she had pa&reenced for a long
time.

She drove as far as Guildford and went into a ttadee for a coffee
and a cigarette. She studied the longhaired yoodgsipying the
nearby table and when they began studying hettimmreshe decided
it was time to leave. She wondered why on eartly tied to go
around looking such idiots when short hair alwageked so
attractive.

She drove slowly back to London but took the bamkds through
Old Woking and Chertsey. She found herself drivatmng the road
off which branched the private road to Trevayne dmed heart
pounded sickeningly. Had her unconscious being ditbher this
way purposely?

She reached the turning and slowed the car. Tlisware quiet and
on a sudden impulse she turned into the privatel.r&hoe only
hesitated a moment before accelerating up theotitie wrought-iron
gates. She stopped the car and sat looking upribe. dhe house
looked exactly as it had done when she left it. ®ight never have
been away. Smoke curled from one chimney and theVidicade
was immaculate as ever.

With a sigh she slid out of the car. She wonderéd Wved there
now. Did they have any children? Was it a happysk@uShe hoped
so. It had always been a wrench when she thoughtesfayne.



Curiosity overwhelmed her inhibitions, and she seasthe gateway
and looked up the drive. Feeling like a conspiratoe viewed the
front of the building thoroughly. And then, quitedslenly, she saw
the low white saloon that was parked to one sidehef curved

forecourt. It was exactly like Paul's car in whiehhad given her the
lift.

Frowning, she drew out her cigarettes and lit cdé.course, it
couldn't be Paul's car, for what would he be ddiege? Unless, of
course, the people who had bought the house wenedf of his.
Perhaps he was visiting them with Ruth.

She decided it would be safest to make a swifeattioefore she was
arrested for being a 'peeping Tom'. She turnedesugdand in doing
so caught her heel in a clump of turf.

Without any warning her ankle twisted painfullydeshe was caught
off balance and flung on to the gravel drivewaysdb stifled in her

throat; she grasped her ankle tightly, willing ffan to go away. It

was excruciating for a while and the tears canteetceyes.

As the worst of the jab receded she sat up awkwyartll rubbed the
ankle briskly. She lifted her foot into its norndsition. The ankle
was very tender and even her fingers were rough itvit

She felt absolutely ridiculous sitting there ane ghayed the pain
would go away sufficiently to allow her to driverhe. It was her
right ankle and it was going to be awkward. Alredldy ankle was
swelling and an angry redness disfigured the skin.

She was mentally chastising herself for being seleas and for
coming here, nosing, in the first place. It was esubarrassing
whoever Owned the house, and if anyone should canghe would
look pretty stupid. Heaven help her if Ruth wasréhe&she would
really get a laugh at Karen's expense. And if theye strangers they



would want to know who she was and why she wasgngaround
in the first place.

And then, as though to punish her even more, tha fioor of the

house was opened. Trembling a little, Karen didwent to see who it

was. She reached for the gatepost and tried urnssfodg to stand

up. However, her legs were so shaky and her fopagdul that she

lost her balance and fell again to the gravel stip stones grazing
her fingers.

A man's voice came to her ears. He was saying:

‘All right, Benson. I'll let you know next week' It was Paul's voice
and it suddenly broke off as though he had jusgjleasight of her.

She did not dare to look, and closed her eyesnoyance. Would he
think she was following him or something? She hehedcrunch of
footsteps approaching her down the gravel drivenTfirm hands
gripped her shoulders and she was helped to hiearieheld firmly.
She was turned to face him and she heard his sttalke of breath.

'Karen!" he exclaimed, as he looked down at hemnah God's name
are you doing?'

Karen's face was pale, but she managed to saytlgrigh
‘Squatting, darling. I'm afraid I've made rathéoa of myself.'

Paul held her for a moment and she was glad. Sdazldd his letting
go for she might collapse, and then he would haweee her foot.

Paul frowned, obviously intrigued, and Karen dedidghe would
have to make the effort.

'l must apologize,' she said, flushing. 'l stoppetbde at the house
and | slipped over. I... I'll go now.'



Turning on her good foot, she tried to limp to kar, but the foot
refused to bear her weight and she fell, ignomisiygLat his feet.

‘Karen!" he exclaimed, sinking down on to his hdascbeside her.
‘Are you ilI? My God, look at your ankle.’

'It's nothing," she began, feeling stupid and wéak he ignored her
protest and slid his arms beneath her, pickingupeEasily in his
arms.

For a moment they looked into each other's eyeshantieart raced
madly. To be so close to him was at once exhilagatand
overpowering.

He turned and strode back up the drive to the hause carried her
up the steps, across the terrace, and into theehpast the startled
Benson who was wondering what was going on.

'‘Why, it's Mrs. Frazer!" he exclaimed, astonished.

Karen managed to smile, although actually sheagthough .she was
dreaming and that all this was not real.

'Hello, Benson,' she said. 'lt's nice to see yairads Maggie well?"

"Very well,' said Benson, still bewildered at thign of events. 'ls
there anything you want, sir?"

‘Yes,' said Paul at once, halting in his tracksk'Maggie to bring
some cold water and an elastic bandage. | think.Misnean Miss
Stacey ... has sprained her ankle.'

"Yes, sir,' said Benson, and hurried off down th# to the kitchen,
after closing the front doors.



Paul carried Karen into the lounge and laid hetthen settee. She
looked about her in surprise. She remembered tlomrwell. She

had decided on the blue and grey decor, givingdbe a restful air.

The walls were a pale blue and two impressionisttipgs relieved

their almost stark blankness. A carved mirror alnoosered a third

wall and french windows opened out of the fourtht@ia tiled patio

which had screens which could be slid back on waummer days.
The couch she was now lying on was of a deep bloeable, and was
large enough to seat four people.

The window hangings were of grey velvet, while thepet was pearl
grey Aubusson. White leather armchairs were set theafireplace,
which was concealed by a screen. There was nbdm@&ng today.

From her seat on the couch Karen could see ouh@ffitench
windows, and saw the stretch of lawn leading dawiné swimming
pool, drained now, and the tennis courts beyond.

She sighed and looked down at her swollen anklevds very
awkward. The house was obviously just as she hidtland it

intrigued her. Hadn't Paul told her he intendeditgiiRuth a house in
the Sussex Weald?

She looked up at him. He was standing with his hadke fireplace.
'I'm sorry to be such a nuisance,' she murmuredijrig up at him.

‘That's all right,' he replied, his eyes dark anththomable. "Would
you like a cigarette?’

‘Thank you." She took one and Paul put one betWwseown lips. He
lit them from his lighter and then slipped it baokhis pocket as he
straightened up.

‘Tell me,' said Karen, unable to restrain herdati.you still own this
house?'



Paul drew on his cigarette, inhaling deeply anovatg the smoke to
drift out slowly through his finely chiselled lipBlis eyes returned to
her.

‘Yes.' He looked at her gravely.

Karen shrugged and shook her head. 'But you tolgauevere going
to buy a house in Sussex!" she exclaimed. 'Havechanged your
mind?'

'‘No.' Paul was enigmatic.

‘Then why do you need this house?' she exclaimédwilderment.
'l don'tneedit," he replied coolly. 'l simply don't want tollse"

'l see. Curiouser and curiouser, as Alice said.’

‘You need not concern yourself," he said abruptie’ house pleases
me. It always did.'

'Oh," she murmured. That quelled any ideas she tniigie had.
Suddenly, her ankle twinged painfully, and she wthorisibly,
suppressing a cry.

Paul frowned, seeing this, and walked swiftly te tloor.
‘Hurry up, Maggie,' he called impatiently.

'‘She's probably being as quick as she can,' exethltaren, turning
round and looking at him, tall and handsome asthedsin the
doorway.

‘That's not quick enough,' he retorted bluntly, liad hardly, finished
speaking before Mrs. Benson came hurrying acras$di towards
him, complete with a dish of cold water and bandage



'‘Where is Mrs. Frazer?' she exclaimed, brushing PBasal into the
lounge.

'I'm here, Maggie,' said Karen, smiling. 'lt's gdodee you again.’

You should come to see us more often,' exclaimegigidatactlessly.
‘You know we'd like to hear how you're getting on.’

Paul strolled back to them. 'I'll do it, Maggieg' $aid, before she had
time to get down on her knees. He took the disb.yBu think you
could rustle up some tea for us?'

'‘With pleasure,' said Mrs. Benson, smiling benigalyKaren. 'The
kettle won't take a minute to boil. I'll not be prsir.’'

Paul nodded, and Mrs. Benson departed, closingotnege door
behind her. Paul dropped his cigarette into thetgrime grate, and
hitching up his trousers, knelt down beside thechotie rolled back
the trouser leg of her slacks to her shin and hgdaa look at the
reddened skin.

With cool, exploring fingers, he examined the ankle
There are no bones broken,' he said quietly.

'Oh - good,' she managed to say, only consciotiseajentle touch of
his fingers. It was a delight to feel his handsctong her again, and
the subsequent pain as he bound up the ankle wascoihdary
importance. He soaked the bandage well before eqgply to her
ankle and he bound it firmly but not tightly. Theotness was very
welcome, and when he had completed his task, heeskd with a
safety-pin. Karen waited with clenched fists fanho pull down her
trouser leg over the bandage, willing herself tmam calm. The
moments of delight were over, and she must noapdter feelings.



But suddenly his fingers gripped her foot tighthnd she looked
down to find that he was making no effort to risenf his position.
Instead, he was caressing her foot with a stramgasity and when
he looked up and met her startled gaze his eyekewnkad
passionately.

Karen's limbs turned to water at that look, and sh@ok her head
incredulously as his hands slid up her body toshewulders, and he
stretched his length beside her, seeking her maiiithhis own.

'‘Paul!" she breathed hesitantly, turning her heeayabut one hand
gripped her throat and he turned her mouth to rheetHer lips

parted involuntarily and his kiss seemed to draawtry strength out
of her body. It was a very satisfying kiss, hardgrand lengthening,
until Karen felt herself sliding down into an obbw of feeling where
nothing mattered but that Paul should go on malomg to her. He
was not gentle, only demanding, and she respond#d equal

fervour.

They had both forgotten the imminent arrival of MBenson and
only the sound of the tea trolley being wheeleds&the hall brought
them back to reality.

With a sound that was almost a groan, Paul draggeself up from
the couch, away from her, his fingers not quiteadye as he
straightened his tie and ran a hasty hand ovehtul, black hair.

Karen sat up again on the couch. Her face wasdtlifiom his kisses
and her hair was in wild disorder after being pedsagainst the
cushions. With the prosaic admittance of Mrs. Bansshe tried
rather unsuccessfully to smooth her silky hair,ibciung against her
cheeks. She wondered what Mrs. Benson could bkitigas she put
the trolley beside the couch so that Karen couldr gbe tea. She
must be aware that something had been going oKarsh knew she



was infinitely curious. But, like the well-trainesgrvant she was, she
merely said:

'‘Will you pour, madam?'

'Yes, thank you,' said Karen, smiling self-consslguat her. ‘It looks
very nice.' On the trolley was a teapot, milk jsggar basin, cups and
saucers, and a plate of freshly baked, butteredlesco

‘Very well, madam. Ring if you need any more tea.'

Mrs. Benson withdrew after scarcely glancing at|Paidno was
helping himself to a drink from the cocktail caline

Karen poured the tea, feeling very strange. Nowitlvaas over, she
felt ashamed and annoyed with herself for respandmcompletely
to him. He would probably think she was the epitaheverything
he most abhorred, for although he had kissed herfedt sure he was
hating himself for doing so.

Forcing herself to be natural, she said: 'Do yountveay tea?'

Paul swung round, a glass in his hand. 'No, thahksnuttered, in a
low voice.

Karen shrugged and sipped her own. The tea wasinglédut the
thought of food nauseated her. She finished thaneareplaced the
cup on the trolley. Paul lit a cigarette and thersaid:

'l must apologize,' in a tight voice. He ran a @ngound the inside of
his collar. 'I'm afraid ... | made a fool of myself

Karen's cheeks burned. "Don't perturb yourselg' sdud quietly. 'It
was a mutual reaction to a set of circumstances.'

Paul took a mouthful of his whisky, and drew ondigarette.



I'm ... er ... I'm glad you realize that was dllwas,' he said
awkwardly. 'l was afraid you might for a momennthi.'

Karen interrupted him. 'Don't go on, Paul. It'stgull right. | know
how you feel.’

'‘Damn you, do you?' he muttered angrily. His eyasrawed
disbelievingly. 'l really don't believe that you,d¢aren. Don't you
secretly cherish the thought that | still reallydoyou and that I'm
simply burying my sorrows with Ruth?'

Karen's eyes widened. What had brought this on?
'‘Paul!" she exclaimed reproachfully.

Paul bit his lip angrily. 'Oh, Karen, don't plagtimnocent with me. It
just isn't you! You have always believed you coabd as you like,
treat people as you like. Well, in my case, its@y not coming off.
I'm marrying Ruth because | want to, not to forgmi. And any part
of me that reacts to you is inspired by a purekuakreaction. Do
you understand? You're a very beautiful woman. \‘ehalways
thought so.’

Karen felt suddenly furiously angry. How dare heapto her like

that. She felt she was about six inches high aadhé was stooping
to even speak to her. He wasn't even near the @ditourse, she had
sometimes prayed he still loved her, but as of tignent she felt
sure she had been imagining a lot of things. Shehfe pain in her

ankle and wished she could get up this minute andout of here,

away from him and his hateful comments. But shéccoat. She was
tied to the couch for the time being and was fortedendure

whatever else was to come.

She bent her head, and looked intently at her fmgks to avoid
looking at him. The only saving in his remarks baén when he said



she was physically attractive to him. Wanting tethum now as he
had hurt her, she swung her legs to the groundsaiald

‘And is your dear fiancee aware of your... erxuséreaction to me?
| mean ... have you discussed it over lunch or sloimg?"

She was maliciously glad when she saw him look onfodable and
turn away, drawing on his cigarette. She had gdytasthosen the
right reply to his comments. Although she felt st@s acting by
remote control, Karen now felt in a more favouraditeation. Now
she had him on the mental hook.

'‘Don't be coarse,' he snapped angrily.

Karen managed a half laugh. 'Darling,’ she excldinvwehere's your
sense of humour? Oh, | can quite see that telliath Rvouldn't be
very practical, would it?'

‘Shut up!" he muttered, swinging round on her.

'‘Why? I'm only telling the truth, Paul. I'm suretRwouldn't find it at
all understandable; your being interested in m?eam Nor should |
in her position.

She might think you were still hankering after tides.’

‘You killed any love | had for you, two years adwm' said, his face
grim. 'In a divorce court, or had you forgotteniléh is that blatant
enough for you? O.K., you want it out in the opsow you've got it.'

‘You divorced me, remember?' she said, through lijgh
‘Do | ?' he groaned, clenching his fists.

He stubbed out his cigarette in a brass ashtraypacdd up and
down. Then after a while he turned on her again.,



‘Do you honestly believe that | might consider makyou back after
you have been Martin's mistress?'

Karen's face burned. She put up her hands and exbiher cheeks.
God, what did he think of her?

'l was never Martin's mistress,' she spat angilgt then, or now.
That was a gorgeous story you concocted to givensngdeedom, as
you put it at the time. Or was it you who wantedbéofree? Then of
course, Lewis's visits to the apartment made vegresting evidence

‘Very interesting,' agreed Paul coldly. 'l suppgsa say they were
innocent?'

‘Yes, | do. Good heavens, Paul, do you think |@¢dacome seriously
involved with a man more than twenty years my séhiBesides,
Lewis is not my type.'

'Do you seriously expect me to believe that?' helagxed
sceptically.

'Please yourself,' replied Karen, feeling chilledite bone.

Paul crossed to the window. 'And are you goingtoRuth how I...
well... feel?' he asked, slowly.

Karen gasped. 'Hell, what an opinion you have of stee cried, in
exasperation. 'l have no intention of blackmailyoy if that's what
you mean. You simply amuse me, that's all.’

‘Do 1?' he muttered angrily, swinging round, higgylittering. He
took a step towards her and Karen's body frozeimtoobility.

But whatever he was about to say or do was intedupy a light
knock on the door.



Paul thrust his hands into his trousers pocketsn€in,' he muttered,
and Benson put his head round the door.

'Sorry to intrude, sir,' he began, 'but will you $taying for dinner,
after all?'

Paul looked thoughtfully at Karen and hesitatedofdly a moment.

'‘No,' he replied abruptly. 'We'll be leaving almosmediately. Will

you put Miss Stacey's car in the garage for tonightd I'll have

Edwards collect it tomorrow. He can take it backtdan. Miss

Stacey is not in a fit state to drive tonight. tdke her back to town
myself.’

‘Very good, sir,’ said Benson promptly, but Kareot@sted.

'It's not necessary that you should take me," gbiaiened. But Paul
silenced her by a pointed glance at her foot aedhstal to give in. It
was true, her foot would not have the strength eokwihe pedals in
the car. She was virtually at his mercy and sheetliher ankle anew.
Because of it so many things had happened and sb had been
said.

And yet, she thought wryly, she would not have \wdrnb relinquish
those moments when Paul was making love to her. i&hdd
treasure those.

'Right,’ said Paul, dismissing Benson. 'l expedde you later in the
week.'

Benson smiled at Karen. "Will your ankle be alhtignadam?'

'l think so, thanks,' said Karen, smiling in retutitis been so nice
seeing you, Benson.'



'It's been nice to see you, too, madam,' replieusBe warmly, and
with a nod to Paul he left them.

Karen gripped the side of the couch and tried smdtup. She
managed to balance on one leg, stork-like, but Reed forward
and before she had a chance to protest, liftednterhis arms. He
was not prepared to let her stagger out to the car.

His face was so close, only an enormous effort dipower
prevented her from touching him.

He carried her out to the car and put her intoftbat beside the
driver's seat. Then he walked round the bonneshtidh beside her.

Mr. and Mrs. Benson came to the door to wave aeg Watched the
car purr away down the drive. The powerful engipered up as they
descended the hill, and then they were out on ple@ coad again.

Karen shivered. 'l adore this car,’ she said, witHmeing able to
prevent herself.

'‘Good.' He raised his eyebrows and looked quidyiedlher. "You'll
be happy to learn that | chose it myself. It's edfavega.’

Karen was impressed in spite of herself. '"You nelveve anything
like this in the old days.’

Paul couldn't suppress an amused exclamation. preferred the
Rolls, as | recall,' he remarked dryly. 'l simpijtfike a change.'

‘Well, it's certainly luxurious,' she said lightly.

Paul drove expertly and Karen thoroughly enjoyeel fiteling of
being with him again. The incident at the house puashed into the
back of her mind, and she determined to keep ttwiversation in
this light vein.



As they neared her apartment, Paul said: 'Give one garage key,
Karen, and I'll have Edwards put the car away wierrings it up
tomorrow. He can leave the keys with the hall poaed you can
collect them from him.'

‘All right." Karen rummaged through her purse, iogkfor the garage
keys. After searching for several minutes, duririgch time the car
halted outside the block of apartments, she siiliiat not find the

keys. 'l must have left them all in the car,’ shiel spologetically. 'l

have a spare key in the apartment, and that wilbdtéer because
there are quite a lot of keys on the key-ring ia dar, and it would
take him some time to distinguish one from the ottieyou care to

come up to the apartment | could give you the anerecessary.'

Paul looked strangely and intently at her, and arirexclamation of
annoyance she emptied the contents of her purse dhe seat
between them. There were some scribbled noteshfmppsng, her
wallet-purse, a lipstick and powder compact anchia @f ear-rings.
There were no keys.

‘Satisfied?' she asked angrily, staring at himydli wait here I'll go
and get the blasted key and bring it down to yoou'e obviously
terrified to come up.'

‘Terrified," he muttered, softly and menacingly.

‘Yes, terrified," she replied bravely. 'Don't alayaurself. | won't try
to vamp you.'

Paul half smiled, and slid out of the car. Befoeehad circled the
bonnet, Karen had slid out also and hopped onemap the steps to
the entrance hall. It was a slow and awkward bgsineut she was
determined to be independent.



Shrugging his broad shoulders, he followed her.saieta few words
to the hall porter and was on her way again bedfereaught up with
her. Then he said:

‘Tired?'
‘No, | can manage. Don't you dare touch me.'
Paul shook his head and followed her into the lift.

It was nearly six-thirty when Karen reached ther@pant. She had
borrowed the pass key from the porter to open p@rtanent as all her
keys were still on the keyring at Trevayne.

Inside, the apartment was warm and attractive, keauetn hopped
inside awkwardly, allowing him to follow her if hghose. She half
expected him to wait on the doorstep, but he faldvher in and
closed the door firmly, leaning back against itwHs his first real
chance to see the place in which she was livinghenidoked round
with undisguised interest.

Karen removed her sheepskin coat and crossed thgdaoslowly to
the bedroom. Her spare keys were in the dresslig-thawer, and
she retrieved them and came back into the loungéntb Paul
wandering around, studying the paintings on théswal

Karen hesitated. 'Dare | offer you a drink?' sheedgpointedly.

Paul swung round and smiled. 'l guess so," he asswsamoothly.
'‘But don't disturb yourself, I'll get it.'

He poured two whiskies, adding some soda to onehanded it to
her. Then he resumed his wanderings. The abstrauittimgs
obviously interested him, for he was studying eaé in turn.

He turned round as she dropped down on to the couch



‘These are exceptionally good,' he said, noddirtgggictures. '"Who
did them?"'

'‘Me,' she replied at once, rather ungrammatically.

'You!" he echoed. 'Really? | never knew you wetergsted in this
kind of art. | thought your designing was all th@erested you.'

Karen shrugged her slim shoulders. 'It's my hobbbyave a lot of
spare time and I've taken up the other end of itin&'a brush.’

Paul nodded slowly. 'You never cease to amaze hmeremarked
dryly. 'But tell me, you must know they're good.vdayou tried to
sell them?'

Karen shook her head. 'Let's be realistic, Palk'said. 'There are
dozens of artists trying to sell this kind of thirlgs in vogue now.

What chance would | have? Besides, Lewis thinkShe broke off,

annoyed with herself for bringing Lewis's name irto

Paul's eyes narrowed. 'Yes? And what does Matritnkth

Karen bit her lip. 'Well ... he thinks they're aljht, but definitely
non-commercial. Rather amusing for my entertaingieuit dull.'

Paul raised his eyebrows and looked very surprisiedswallowed
the rest of his drink.

'‘Does he now?' he said thoughtfully. 'Then I'midfthat not for the
first time, | must disagree with him. | think they/'very good. So
much so that | should like to buy one myself.'

Karen's face was scarlet. 'Oh, please, Paul,' sb@, Gdon't mention
money between us.' She got up and turned awapelité's one you
would like, I'll willingly give it to you. Goodnes&nows, | have
plenty.'



Paul's eyes narrowed. 'That's hardly businesshkagmarked dryly.

Karen swung round on her good foot. ‘Do we hausetbusinesslike
with each other?'

Paul shrugged and poured himself a second drink.

‘All right,’ he said easily. He crossed the roomatdright, vivid
painting splashed with reds and greens and yellddike this one,’
he said thoughtfully. ‘It reminds me of the sunsetsised to see from
the windows at Trevayne.'

'How clever of you," she said, smiling. That's élyaevhat it is
intended to be.’

He looked at her intently. 'Yes. Well, we alwaysl lzan affinity in
things, remember?’

Karen shivered. Did she remember? If he only knew kortuous
those memories still were.

'l remember,’ she murmured softly, and he swallothedremainder
of his drink.

'l must go," he said, a trifle thickly. 'l have appointment.'

‘All right, Paul." She lifted down the picture. Yought as well take it
with you.'

He took it from her, carefully avoiding any contagth her skin.
'Who knows?' he remarked dryly. 'It may be wortbréune, one day.'

'l should say that was hardly likely,' replied Kaietly. 'Oh, here's
the garage key, and would you give the pass kek tmathe porter,
please?'



He fingered the keys. 'All right," he murmured.dkafter your ankle,
won't you?'

‘Do you really care, Paul?' she asked mockinghndrto disperse the
air of melancholy she was feeling at his departditee last few
minutes had been so deliciously natural and nowdee going back
to Ruth.

‘Yes, | care,’ he muttered, and turning, he walked of the
apartment, banging the door behind him.

Karen stared after him, her heart thumping. Justt\whad that remark
implied? Nothing like so much as she imagined,\shs sure, but it
was nice to think that they had parted on bettende

She hobbled over to the wall where the painting Inaolg. Not for
anything would she have told him that that wasdvem favourite. It
was sufficient to know that he had it and mightl@d it sometimes.
Would he think of her when he did so? She hopedsleast a small
part of his attention would be hers sometimes drad itlea was
warming.

She sighed and lit a cigarette. In a little over twonths he would be
married again. Two months! Could she bear the idea® when it
was all over she would continually think of thengéther and envy
Ruth. Was life going to be worth living? She félé thow ever-ready
tears pricking at her eyes. Might it not be as viell her to leave
England all together? She could probably get arjd&kouth Africa or
Australia if she really wanted to. She had goodlifications and
Lewis could vouch for her. If he would? It might hest what she
needed. A change of air.

But then the thought of being thousands of mileayafrom Paul did
not much agree with her. At least here in Londondwdd contact her
if he ever needed her. In Australia he would naivknwvhere to find



her. She could hardly give him a forwarding addrdks She would
stay. At least for the time being. There were stilb months before
the fatal event.



CHAPTER FIVE

ABoOUT a week later, Paul was about to leave his officgd out to
lunch when the internal telephone pealed. Frownheylifted the
receiver, and to his surprise Simon's voice ansivei®:

"Paul, I'm glad I've caught you. Could | see yahtiaway?'

Paul glanced at his watch. He had an engagememtrfoh with a
textile merchant from the Midlands. They were tod&unch at the
Bermudan, which was a large hotel near the offiséing, and as
the appointment was not until one o'clock, he kashty minutes to
spare.

‘All right, Simon,' he said, a little impatientlWhat oft earth could
Simon want now? "Will you come up here?'

'Yes, I'll come right up.' Simon rang off, and P&y back in his
chair, thoughtfully studying the telephone. He rb&mon was not
in more trouble.

Remembering the business of Simon and Sandra birdoggtk
memories of Karen and their last meeting togetHes thoughts had
turned often in that direction since he had seendms he wondered
what she had thought of him. He pondered too, oatwhght have
happened had he kissed her in that way at hemagatrtinstead of at
Trevayne. At the apartment they would have beenpbetely alone
and undisturbed without Mrs. Benson to interrugnthwith a tea
trolley. It was quite a thought, and he felt thedal heat in his veins at
the memory of her warm mouth. It was all rightiteglyourself coldly
and logically that you had no intention of becomiamotionally
involved with any woman, ever again, but when treefical, aspects
of such a theory were put to the test, the soluttas not so simple.
And he was convinced that Ruth would never distioid deeper



emotions whatever situation they were presenteal What, too, was
quite a thought.

When Simon arrived, Paul's secretary showed hinHm.looked
rather anxious and agitated and stood before Pdesk, fidgeting
with his tie.

'‘Well, Simon,' said Paul, swinging his chair backigaand forwards
in a circular movement as was the usual motiorhe$é¢ chairs. His
cool eyes surveyed his brother's flushed facsotsething wrong?'

'Yes, that is ..Simon sank down into the chair gedim. 'Paul, I'm
not finding this easy, and you're not making it aagier.'

'I'm sorry about that,' remarked Paul, rather dr@pme on, Simon.
I've a luncheon appointment at one.. Get it ovéin ws it money?'

‘No. It's Sandra Stacey.' It came out with a rush.
Paul stopped swinging his chair abruptly. 'What?'

‘You heard,' said Simon awkwardly. 'lI've been nmeghier. Since we
had our last little... chat.’

'l see.' Paul sounded uncompromising.
'‘Have you nothing to say?' Simon asked, desperately

'I'm saving judgment,’ replied Paul slowly. 'I'nvigig you credit in
that | believe there must be an explanation fa. s there?'

'Yes - that is, you might not think it sufficient.’

‘Well, do go on," muttered Paul, trying to contiais annoyance.



‘Sandra started telephoning me, after | stoppegé®r. She even
went so far as to ring me at home. She also wretéetters, you can
imagine the kind of letters, | suppose and ... wellulia started
getting angry and | agreed to meet Sandra to toaif.|

Paul helped himself to a cigarette from the boxhis desk and
flicked his lighter. He replaced the lighter in piscket and continued
his study of his brother.

‘Well," continued Simon, 'when we met she startedatening all
sorts of things if | called it off. | was stupidkhow, but | allowed her
to win. Anyway, now, things are getting out of ha®dhe's wanting
more than I'm prepared to give her... marriageofa thing.'

'l really can't understand your mentality,' saidiPshaking his head.
'‘Good God, man, what did you see in her in the filzce? She's not
your usual type of girl friend. She dresses abobiina

‘That's only your opinion,’ retorted Simon heatedBhe's really a
sweet kid.'

‘Then marry her," drawled Paul coolly.

Simon moved restlessly, fingering his tie. 'Julisshe would never
divorce me,' he said lamely.

'‘She would if | made a generous settlement on heplied Paul
calmly. 'Haven't you noticed? It's money that ieg¢s Julia. You're
her meal ticket at the moment, but if she was ecbugh to supply
her own, who knows what she might do?'

‘All right," muttered Simon. "You've made your Iuoi

'l have indeed. You don't want a divorce from Jufau like your
comfortable, no strings attached, relationship. IBmest with
yourself and admit it.’



‘All right,’ said Simon. 'All right, | agree. Solpanme.’

‘Why should | help you?' asked Paul grimly. 'l outghet you stew in
your own juice. If it was any other girl but San@tacey | would do
so.'

'l know. But you'll do something because she's Karsister.'

'‘Because she's a seventeen-year-old without arseserorrected
Paul, angry himself now. He did not intend disaugd{aren with his
brother.

'Have it your way,' said Simon, shrugging. 'l justnt to be free of
entanglements. Understand?’

‘Perfectly. So, from now on, no matter what Sarsdigs you will not
meet her. I'll arrange for you to leave Londondawhile and when
you get back I may have resolved the problem ondear all.'

'‘Good. But try and keep that little...so-and-so a¥vayn me.'

'l can't imagine what she sees in a spinelesswreeéike you,' said
Paul, sighing.

'It's the Frazer charm,' said Simon laconically. 4dn't you use
yours, brother dear?'

Paul's eyes were icy. 'Get out of here," he snapyetcingly, 'before
| really lose my temper.’

'I'm going, thanks for your time." Simon soundedcastic as he
slammed the door behind him.

Paul sighed heavily. He would be glad when Simarabe able to
handle his life more intelligently.



He stared moodily into space. He had to admit tiiattime Simon
was not entirely to blame. Sandra was definitefaalt. A man could
only become close to a woman if the woman was afieelt was
logical that given the chance, any man would tadkeaatage of it.
Was that what had happened in their case? Had &8#ndg herself
at his head from the beginning? But how far hagbite? He prayed
Sandra had not gone too far. Was she that fookeRaps she really
thought she loved him. Many women seemed to fimad ditractive.
To a teenager, used to pallid youths, Simon migkelseemed love's
young dream.

He frowned and drew on his cigarette. But thatraitlalter anything.
Simon was married, and married men were not tddeed with. Not
even by their contemporaries, let alone adolescents

Still, Min a disturbed frame of mind he met Arn@dbson for lunch.
Throughout the meal he remained taciturn and ipgosve, which
was quite unlike his usual self. In consequencey \#tle of
iImportance was discussed or decided upon andleefurieeting had
to be arranged. Paul felt he would not have begprised if Gibson
had decided to go elsewhere to execute his busiklessad been
rude and non-committal and Gibson was quite withsgrights to
object and expect better from him.

But fortunately, Gibson was an understanding maa la@ quite
realized that something was troubling his companitwey parted on
the best of terms with an arrangement to meet anaoidy.

Paul was therefore in a savage frame of mind wigewdnt back to
his office at about three o'clock. His secretartypwas quite used to
his moods, was surprised at his apparent animasity,Paul had to
apologize to her after snapping unreasonably at her

- 'Forgive me,' he murmured, a half apologetic srait his face. 'I'm
sorry to be such a bear.'



Miss Hopper smiled. 'That's all right, Mr. Frazeknow you had Mr.
Simon in here earlier on.’

Paul smiled in return. He could understand now lsive had
understood in the first place. The whole officelding was aware of
Simon's indiscretions. He never made any attemke¢p his affairs
private.

After Miss Hopper had gone he lit a cigarette. Hd lgot to find a
solution to Sandra Stacey's problem. It was typic&imon to get
himself into a mess and expect someone else toimeabut of it.

A solution began forming in his mind as the afteimmavore on and as
it did so his mood improved. If he could get thihas back he would

feel entirely relaxed instead of wondering and dieg what might

happen next.

Leaning forward abruptly, he lifted the receiver lué personal
private outside line. He dialled the number of Kés@apartment with
a strange feeling, almost like reluctance. He hatdaspeak to her,
however, so he might as well get it over with. Télephone rang at
the other end of the line.

After what seemed like an age, when Paul was cenamglreplacing
the receiver and ringing later, the telephone wted| and Karen's
rather breathless tones answered.

'Hello! Who is that?'
Paul hesitated only a moment. Then he said, ratiughly:
'‘Karen. It's me, Paul.'

Karen felt her heart skip a beat when she heardhtisky voice
addressing her. Why was he calling her today? $iutrebuldn't be
about Sandra this time.



'Hello, Paul,’ she replied, trying to sound casunal composed. 'Sorry
to keep you waiting, but | was in the bath.’

‘Were you now?' He sounded amused. 'Well, I'm storjhave
interrupted your ablutions, Karen, but our plans'tdappear to have
worked.'

For a moment her mind went blank. 'Plans?' shaepiéaintly.

‘Sandra - and Simon,' he explained impatientlyrtelyuyou haven't
been sleeping in the bath?'

'‘No. At least, | don't think so.' She chuckledtiei 'I'm sorry, Paul.'

Paul sighed. 'Well, just be sure that you don'adgthing so stupid,’
he adjured her harshly.

'‘Darling, do get on,' she exclaimed, interruptimgn.hl'm freezing,
standing here in the altogether!

‘Karen!" he muttered reproachfully, and then heveda sigh. 'Shall |
ring back in a few minutes?’

"You could come round,' she commented thoughtflltyendeavour
to be dressed by then, of course.’

'No, thanks.' Paul was adamant. He was awarefthasuccumbed to
the temptation to do just that, goodness knew whaht happen.
She was deliberately arousing him, and the piatfiteer in the bath
brought back memories he wanted to forget completel

‘All right, darling, fire away. I'll freeze a fewoments longer. What
has happened to Simon and Sandra?'

‘They are still meeting."'



'What?' Karen was astonished.

'Yes,l know they were until today anyway. | think I'teked some
sense into Simon now. We had quite a sessionftieisiaon. Do you
think you or your mother could do the same for $afd\pparently
she has been running after him, ringing him up betle and at home,
and writing him letters. That sort of thing.'

'Oh, lord," Karen groaned. 'Will she ever see sahsgou think?'

'l couldn't say. She's your sister. You know hetdsehan | do. She
really is the limit, though. And positively crazp@ut Simon. Simon
came to see me today. That's how | found out.'

Karen sounded annoyed. 'l just can't think of aimgtho say to her,
and you know what Mother is like.'

'l know. Look, couldn't your mother and Sandra takeliday abroad
somewhere, away from London at any rate? A few wedak give
Simon time to find someone else. Besides, Sandselenight find
a new interest. She's young, and full of life, appdy. Although it
seems that boys of her own age bore her. Why @ald she be
interested in Simon? He's a forbidden thrill.’

'Like me," taunted Karen teasingly, and heard hexs intake of
breath. 'But honestly, Paul, my mother isn't vesllveff. | don't
suppose she could afford a holiday anywhere atibhraent.’

'I'm quite willing to finance the idea,' remarkeauPcoolly.

'‘No. No,' cried Karen angrily. 'Don't say such agh Paul. It has
nothing to do with you.'

'Oh, but it has. | want Simon to give Sandra upassmuch as you do.
She's far too young for him. If anything went saesly wrong, he
would really be in a flat spin then.'



‘Well, 1 don't know what to say. It sounds now asugh | was
assessing for the money.’

'‘My dear Karen, | can afford it.'

'l know, but..." Her voice trailed away. 'Anywayuwhad better ring
Mother and tell her. She would probably jump atittea. She has no
pride where money is concerned.'

‘Hurrah for her,' said Paul, sounding amused. liRg&hren, don't be
so stand-offish and independent. I'd like to help.y all of you.'

‘But this is our problem,' she exclaimed as ad#simpt.
'You made it mine, too, remember," he said softly.
‘Very well, have it your own way," she replied caézlly.

Paul sounded irritated. 'Look, Karen, | tell youawhwill do. I'll pick
you up at your apartment at about eight o'clock #vening and we
will both go round and see Madeline and SandrahRig

Karen sighed, feeling her resistance sapping. Ta twer the
problem to Paul was such a wonderful thing to tlwds like having
a fairy godfather. She had to capitulate.

'It sounds a great idea,' she admitted quietlyt {Bon't... Ruth ...
object?'

'‘Why should she?' asked Paul abruptly. 'Stop bmogny personal
affairs into this. It only concerns your mother &andra. No one
else.'

‘All right, honey,' she exclaimed. 'Don't snap naat off. But won't
she expect to see you tonight?'



'‘Hardly," he replied sardonically. 'She flew to Sates a couple of
days ago to bring over her parents for the wedding.

'Oh." Karen felt the familiar pain in her stoma@il right, Paul, will
you come up, or shall | come down to meet you?"'

"'l come up,' he answered, sounding amused aganess the lift
gets stuck half-way, of course”™

Karen chuckled and replaced her receiver. Althotrgh affair of
Sandra and Simon was a problem, she felt she ¢adgel grateful to
them for enabling her to meet Paul again.

And yet wasn't she just creating trouble for hérdet way? Paul
might find it all an amusing episode and nothingenavhile she was
getting more emotionally involved every minute.

She heard the knock at the door at seven-thirtg. @anced at her
watch in some surprise; he was early! She had betmng on the
couch, reading a magazine, and now she threw tlgazimee down
and went to the door eagerly. She was wearingteddlapricot jersey
that combined deliciously with her creamy complexand her hair
was loose about her shoulders.

Flinging open the door, smiling welcomingly, shepgied back in
obvious surprise and dismay when she found LewidiMautside.

'‘Why, Lewis!" she exclaimed. 'This is a surprise!'

'Hello, Karen,' he smiled. His keen eyes took malpricot dress and
her flushed cheeks and they narrowed a little. Yook very
attractive,' he went on. 'l assume you're readyotout’



Yes, in a little while,' she agreed awkwardly. "Wbyou like to come
in?'

‘Thank you.' He stepped inside and with some raheg Karen
closed the door.

'‘Will you have a drink?' she asked, twisting hagérs together.
‘Thank you again. A vodka, please.’

Karen poured the drink and handed it to him. 'NeWwe said, trying
to sound unconcerned, ‘what can | do for you?'

Lewis smiled. 'I've called to see whether you'tenested in taking on
the new design for that special satin fabric whitchy're going to
launch in August,' he replied smoothly. '‘As | expecyou to come
into the office this week and you've disappointeg, indecided |
would come round to see if you were all right.¢ yeu are.’

Karen felt on edge. Lewis had said nothing wrong et there was
something menacing about his manner. It was qbeérgcently she
had felt this atmosphere around him. She coulddedine it, and
eventually put it down to her own disturbed coruaiti

‘Yes - well - may | let you know?' she said, flughi'l'm still working
on the carpets.'

'Of course, my dear. No hurry.' Then why have yome round here?
she wanted to shout. Spying on me?

'‘Good!" Karen poured herself a sherry and sippegaihestly. She
wondered how long he intended to stay. If Pauvadito find Lewis
here he would suspect the worst in the circumsgansty, oh, why
had Lewis chosen tonight to call?



She accepted a cigarette from him and glanced®uioesly at her
watch. Ten minutes to eight already.

Lewis did not sit down. He wandered round the ramsmPaul had
done, looking at her paintings. Would he notice was missing?

'l really can't understand why you waste so mucyoof energies on
these,' he said, deliberately, Karen thought.

'‘Can't you?' she asked, longing to make a retodutalifaul's
comments.

'‘No. You're so good at your work as a commerciaigiesr, you
ought to design originals for competition work.'

'| prefer relaxation when I'm not working for yostkie replied stiffly.

'‘Ah, yes.' He swung round. 'Relaxation is a grhaigt And what
would you say relaxed you?'

Karen frowned. What was he getting at now?
'Oh, painting ... and reading ... and drivingshe said slowly.

'Driving! Yes, indeed. A very pleasant pastime,hine@mured softly.
'l saw an interesting car near here the other day.'

'Did you?' Karen was frankly bored now. And Paulidgobe here at
any moment.

'Yes, indeed. A Facel Vega, a cream Facel Vega.'

Karen's tongue, which was moistening her lips, gopin mid-air.
Deciding to take the bull by the horns, she saifchddy:

'l believe Paul drives a cream Facel Vega.'



Lewis did not look surprised, although he said:éBde? | didn't
know.'

Karen was convinced that he did know very well, tirad this was his
way of telling her he knew Paul had been to the What was he
thinking of? Was he having her followed? Or waddimwing her
himself? She shivered involuntarily.

'He was here a few days ago,' she said clearlycdfige to see my
awful paintings. He thought they were good.’

'Did he? How very interesting.' Lewis's eyes nagdwoldly.

Suddenly there was another knock at the door. iggdrewis, Karen
thankfully went to answer it. It could only be Paul

He stood on the threshold, dressed tonight in & diare suit and a
thick camel-hair overcoat. He looked so handsonaefamiliar that

Karen wanted to fling herself into his arms an# tiee rebuffs which
would surely come. He smiled at Karen and then kawis. He

glanced swiftly at Karen, but Karen was not goimdpave him walk
out on her now. Sliding an arm through his, shevdnan inside,

saying:

‘Lewis is just going, Paul." It was forcing Lewik@nd, but he merely
nodded and replaced his glass on the tray. 't'lyé&1 know about
those designs in a day or so,' she said, as heaeédlce door.

‘Very well." Lewis inclined his head at Paul. 'Gamekning, Frazer.'
Paul merely nodded his head but did not speak.

Karen closed the door thankfully after he had gane leaned back
against it. Then she straightened and looked aatd3aul.



'For your information, he arrived at precisely seudirty,' she stated
clearly,a flush staining her creamy cheeks.

‘You don't have to justify yourself to me,' he re@] loosening his
coat. 'l like this apartment, Karen.'

Karen sighed. 'Would you like a drink?' she asked.

Paul smiled. 'Thank you, yes. I'll get it." He @ed to the drinks and
poured himself a whisky, but Karen did not want amyre. Then he
offered her a cigarette and lounged on to the codehooked very
much at ease, almost at home, thought Karen, Ir@sssing a little.

She drew on her cigarette and crossed the roohassist

'Sit down!" commanded Paul suddenly, and with astaemation she
subsided on to a low armchair.

'‘Now,"' he said quietly, 'relax. I've not come herguarrel with you,
even if | did find Martin already in possession.’

'‘Lewis possesses nothing; not me, at least,' egtdfaren, sighing
again. 'Why do you have to say things like thauylPa

She rose abruptly to her feet and crossed the agam, but as she
passed Paul he leaned forward and with tiger-lpeed his fingers
fastened round her wrist in a vice-like grip.

‘What would you have me say?' he asked, his eyesding and
intense.

‘You're hurting me,' she protested, trying to fnee wrist.

'‘Am 1?' He did not slacken his grip, but rose tfeiet, his broad body
towering over her. His nearness was almost too rfardier. She had
the strongest impulse to press herself against..H8u on,' he



continued. 'What would you like me to say? Thaké lyour dress?
That you look very beautiful tonight?'

Karen flushed. 'No. | wouldn't presume to thinksacthing,' she
replied. 'Nothing as blatant as that. | know yoaneengaged man
too, you know. | just wish you wouldn't make veiiaedinuations.’

Paul's eyes darkened. 'That man strips you nakagy éme he looks
at you,' he muttered violently. 'If you can't ske took in his eyes,
you must be incredibly naive.'

Karen wrenched herself away from him.

‘You're crazy!" she exclaimed. 'Lewis isn't likatthBut even as she
spoke the words she wondered if they were strictlg. Lewis had
been more persistent of late.

'l think we'd better go,' she said, reaching fardream mohair coat.
It was a beautiful coat that Paul had bought far &ied it enhanced
the fairness of her complexion. If Paul recognittexicoat he gave no
sign and merely shrugged his assent at her suggesti

The Facel Vega was parked below. It looked outadein the rather
subdued mews, but Karen felt she warmth floodinglkwely again
when she realized she had an evening in Paul'saxoyghead of her.

Paul put her into the car and then walked lazilyndthe bonnet and
slid in beside her behind the wheel. As they draway, they passed
a car parked in the dark pool at the far side efitlews. It was a dark
saloon, and Karen had the strangest feeling thaas Lewis's car.
Had he been watching to see how long Paul staydeiapartment?
The idea appalled and infuriated her. She wondirglde ought to
mention her suspicions to Paul and then decidenistigah He would
be all for turning back and confronting him, ane $&lt she couldn't
face another scene tonight.-



But why was he there? Of what possible interestdctheir casual
relationship be to him? Unless he was jealousr&membered again
his attitude the night of the ball. It was very wamng.

Paul glanced curiously at her a number of timethag drove the
short distance to her mother's home. She had vahdinto herself
somehow, and he wished he knew what she was tlgnkin

They parked outside the house, and Karen slid efdré he could
come round to help her. Paul slid out also and Hutl reached the
front door together. She inserted her key in thok land they went
inside. Paul was just behind her and the poignharidhe situation
washed over her. The last time they had come bgetter they had
still been married.

Liza, hearing them, appeared from the kitchen aeohe looked
absolutely astounded to see Paul, and her astoardglshowed in her
open face.

'‘Why, Mr. Frazer, sir!' she cried. 'What a shock gave me!

'I'm sorry, Liza," said Paul, smiling his attraetismile, and causing
Liza to blush prettily and smooth down her aproramattempt to
appear unflustered.

'‘And how is my favourite housekeeper?' he askesllyedoosening
his overcoat.

Liza giggled merrily and Karen sighed. Paul coufdien anyone,
and Liza had always been an easy victim.

‘Mrs. Stacey and Sandra are in the lounge,' stk salicating the
closed door. 'l believe they're watching television

‘Thank you, Liza,' said Karen, glancing at Paukfeecond. Then she
moved forward and opened the lounge door.



As Liza had said, Madeline and her younger daugiee watching
television, although Madeline was knitting as waellyivid scarlet
piece of work. Sandra was draped untidily in heaigchdressed in
tight-fitting jeans and a skin-tight sweater witlo sleeves. She
looked bored and resentful, and when she saw KamenPaul she
sprang to her feet.

'‘Well, well," she exclaimed dramatically. 'Look vidhbere! What are
these, Mother? Reinforcements?’

Madeline thrust away her knitting and she too stogg staring
disbelievingly at Paul.

'‘Dear boy!" she cried. 'What a wonderful surprig&ren felt like
saying that Paul was certainly no boy, but Madetimetinued: 'What
does this mean?' Her eyes flickered speculativeKaren.

‘Not what you think it means,' commented Karenydr{daul wants to
speak to you, Mother. He has a proposition to ssigjge

‘A proposition!" Madeline looked intrigued. Herdihad been rather
dull of late, and now this annoying business witan@a had
depressed her terribly. But this sounded excitiPgul had always
been so generous towards her. He understood tlerviiays. She
smiled charmingly. 'Well, what is it?' she prompted

Karen looked at Sandra. 'l think it would be aslwiebandra left us
alone for a while," she said quietly. 'Gould you tgoyour room,
honey, and play some records for five minutes?'

Sandra frowned. 'Why should | do that?' she exddiangrily. 'I'm
not a child. What is it you have to say that | thear?"

Paul looked directly at her. "You'll be told soamoegh. Just give us a
few minutes alone with your mother, please.’



Sandra responded to Paul's quiet injunction. He avasce gentle
and reassuring and she had always wanted to pleasdefore
anyone else.

'‘Will it take long?' she asked pleadingly. 'Isbbat Simon?’
'Relax!" said Paul, his patience holding out.

'‘But are you going to split on me? Paul, you cahlér face was
appealing. Begging him to go away and not say amytbf what he
had heard to her mother.

'‘Don't worry," said Paul, his voice a little hard&/hatever | have to
say to your mother is for your own good.’

Sandra's face changed. 'You're all the same," siegl, ctears
beginning to overflow her eyes. You all hate meu¥on't want me
to be happy.'

‘That's enough,' said Paul, his voice now as celtt@ 'Go to your
room, Sandra, and stay there until you're serit for.

Sandra flounced out, slamming the door behind ddl, they heard
her footsteps as she ran sobbing up the stairs.

Madeline looked reproachfully at Paul. 'Poor Sajdize said. "You
were always her hero. You've really broken faitthviner.'

‘Sandra needed firm handling years ago,' retortadl, Poffering
Karen a cigarette. 'Shall we sit down?"

'Of course. Do forgive me.' Madeline turned off teéevision and
Karen subsided on to an armchair. Paul himselfdsatn on the
couch, leaning forward, legs apart, his fingersingywith his
cigarette. Karen looked at him and felt her hearitact. No man
should affect her the way that Paul affected hest [boking at him



caused the bones in her body to melt away and lgawvan insatiable
desire to touch him.

As if Paul was conscious of her scrutiny, he looketier just then,
and for a moment their eyes met She was forcedde away first;
she was afraid of the emotion he might see in yes.e

She drew on her cigarette. What did he really thohkhis affair?
What did he really think of her mother? Of Sandra?

‘Well, Mother,’ began Karen awkwardly, taking thestf plunge,
‘Sandra has still been trying to see Simon.'

‘What?' Madeline was horrified. 'Are you sure?'
'Of course we're sure,' said Karen, with a briahge at Paul.

Madeline frowned, her face deepening in colourt {#w told me.. .
she began, angrily.

Paul interrupted the tirade which was about ta.star

'‘Before you say any more, Madeline, | suggest year lwhat else
there is to hear.'

Madeline flushed deeper. 'That's all very well, bthought Karen
had spoken to you about this earlier on.'

'So she did,' exclaimed Paul. 'lt's not been scessful, however.
Your darling teenager has been writing passioretters to Simon
and telephoning him. She even went so far as tphim at his home
and Julia began complaining.

Madeline was flabbergasted. That her little Sastieuld act in such
a shameless way was positively stunning. She haerngrown
beyond the stage of seeing Sandra'ashdd with dolls and dolls'



prams, playing in the street, her fair chubbineag&ing her the envy
of all the mothers round about.

She now pressed a hand to her mouth. 'Oh no!" siened, half
disbelievingly. 'How could she do such a thing? i2dmg herself
like that!'

‘Mother, please,' exclaimed Karen, sighing. 'Dba‘tysterical.’

'‘Me? Hysterical?' gasped Mrs: Stacey wildly. 'Ham gou talk like
that? How can you be so complacent about it? Youn sister
involved with a married man! I'm sorry, Paul, bouyknow what a
waster Simon is. As for you, Karen, have you ndirige? | believe
you don't care about us at all. You and your inddpace! A fine
mess both you and Sandra are making of your lives.’

Karen flushed and looked uncomfortably at Paul. Whast he be
thinking? she wondered. Until now, her mother hiachgs behaved
with the utmost decorum in his presence. This spHtewild
accusations must be a revelation to him.

In truth, Paul was astounded at Madeline's attetoppsit the whole
blame of the situation on Karen. After all she medlly no one to
blame but herself.

‘Madeline,' he said distinctly, 'Karen has no pathis, no part at all.
You are to blame. You spoiled Sandra all her liiught her up to
believe she could have anything she wanted. Nowstia finds life
isn't all a bed of roses, she's taking it hard!

Madeline was taken aback. Until now only Karen baer criticized
her in this way. 'Sandra is only a child!" she axukd tearfully. 'I'm
sure I've only tried to do my best for her. | am m@ther, you know.
She hardly knew her father. If I've indulged hdittee—'



'Oh, let's at least be honest!" Paul was bluntu™ruined Sandra
and | doubt very much that either of you could g®at this late
date.' He ignored Madeline's imploring eyes. 'l itarhelp you, not
merely for Sandra's sake, but for Simon, too. | g®uggestion to
Karen this afternoon which she agrees might helmsdlve the

problem. It was she who thought we ought to heaur yeactions

before acting upon it.'

Mrs. Stacey wiped her eyes dramatically. "You're tininking of
taking Sandra away from me?' she implored.

'‘Of course not, Mother,' cried Karen exasperatedlye're not
inhuman!'

Madeline sniffed. 'Go on, then, Paul.'

'It's simply this." Paul sighed. 'You and SandavésLondon, for a
few weeks. You go away and take a holiday in thretsgether, and
Sandra will doubtless forget all about Simon in $glearch for more,
shall we say, local talent. Naturally, | will takeupon myself to pay
all your expenses, plus some spending money.'

Madeline's eyes grew rounder every second and Kammght, half
disgustedly, that the money involved meant notldniger mother as
long as she was going to enjoy herself. She everdered whether
Sandra was really considered in those first fewuteis after Paul's
announcement.

'‘Why, Paul!" she cried at last. 'What a wonderfiga! | don't know
how to thank you. It seems an ideal solution.’

Paul looked rather cynical. Karen realized thatkhew just how
strong was the power of money in almost anythingd®ine had
been revealed as a keen contestant in the monbpiggastakes and
her feelings for Sandra were secondary by compariso



'| gather you're agreeable,' remarked Paul softly.

'‘But of course!' said Madeline excitedly, mentafhagining herself
away from the rather polluted atmosphere of Lonaiotihe moment.
‘Karen, my dear, forgive me. This is a wonderfuuson. And here
was |, imagining that you didn't care about us.'

'It's Paul's idea,’ replied Karen dryly. 'Don'trikane. | had nothing to
do with it.'

Madeline made a teasing face at her elder daudhieKaren refused
to respond to the open invitation. She felt shelralenough of her
mother for one evening.

Paul looked intently at Karen for a moment, noticiner rather
strained expression. He could understand her fgeli@he had been
all for refusing his offer and managing on her oww. find her
mother overjoyed at the prospect of what was, &or & free holiday
could not be pleasing.

He drew on his cigarette and exhaled the blue snmi&ehe air with
slow deliberation. Then he said thoughtfully:

'l suggest you go to Spain. It's very pleasantetiaithis time of the
year.'

Karen gasped. 'Spain!" she echoed in amazementyingn her
mother's exhilarated expression. 'Paul, | was utitkeeimpression
that you meant somewhere 1n the south of Englaagibenthe west
coast or something.’

Paul shrugged his broad shoulders. 'A holiday? rgl&d at this
time of the year?' he said, his voice amused.

'‘My dear Karen, there would be no pleasure in seats and high
winds and watery sunshine.’



'‘No, indeed,' exclaimed Madeline, twisting her &ng together in
anticipation. 'Oh, Paul, what a wonderful trip thidl be!

Paul flicked the ash from his cigarette into the.fi

'‘Good," he said easily. 'And now | suggest we alfow to tell Sandra
yourself. | think it will probably be as well if ypignore the fact of
Sandra meeting Simon recently and merely sugdesiday because
your health has been rather poor lately and | agtedinance you.
It's rather thin, | know, but once you're away frbere, lazing on the
Costa Brava, you will find that Sandra is much namreable towards
the idea.’

‘All right, Paul. You know best. I'm sure Sandrdl soon find herself
another boy-friend once we are away from your lEotkintil now
she has seemed quite satisfied with boys of herayen | can only
assume that Simon encouraged her quite outrage'ously

Karen rose to her feet, her face unsmiling.

'l think we'll go, Mother," she said coolly. Youcket me know if you
want anything. If you have any problems.' This sstinded quite
sarcastic, but she couldn't help it. Her motherllyeaas as
transparent as glass, although at times the gebsno sides.

Madeline was too engrossed with her own thoughpeiyomuch heed
to Karen's expression. She merely nodded and looged Paul.

Paul himself strolled to the door. '‘By the way,rémarked, 'I'll have
my secretary fix up the details with you, hoteis,tigkets, etc. We
will fix the accommodation and you will simply havwe obtain
passports for yourself and Sandra. Could you beéyréaleave in a
week?'

'Oh, | should think so. Yes!" exclaimed Madelinensling up also
now. 'Paul darling, | do want to thank you for thsost fervently.'



'It's nothing,' said Paul abruptly, and openeddhage door. He took
his own and Karen's coat from the hall closet, Wwitie remembered
from his days of being married to Karen, and helpexdon with hers.

As he slipped the garment on to her shoulders alipWer to slide in

her arms, he reflected that it was quite like altes here. They had
visited her mother quite regularly, although maimyes it had just

been a duty visit. He remembered how they had edjggtting home
again after listening to a monologue from Madel@mgout the

afternoon's bridge party, and how they had remakent coats and
flung themselves down in front of the fire in tlo@ihge of Trevayne,
and talked about things in general until the eadyrs, happy just
being alone together.

How great was the transition from those days! Howl@ he forgive
Karen for ruining his life?

As they drove back to Karen's apartment, Paul said:
‘Have you had dinner?"

Karen looked at him in surprise. 'No, why? | wasngao go back
home and have a snack.'

Paul nodded and said: 'Would you have dinner wih then?'

Karen's eyes widened. 'If you like,' she agreedjrsya little. "What
am | to be? A stop-gap?'

Paul sounded amused himself. 'My dear Karen, yaldod be called
that by any stretch of the imagination. No, I'meffer the rest of the
evening and so are you, so why don't we spenddther ?'

‘Why, indeed?' she remarked dryly, but inwardly heart was
dancing. At least an evening in his company wasesioimg.

They , drove out of London to a roadhouse calledghony Cane.



It was near Maidstone and Karen had never everdlwahe place,
but as they crossed the threshold into the pilpetad hall she was
very impressed by the luxurious decor and glamohmstesses. The
furniture too had been designed to suit the phadtd, ebony- legged
tables and vases of flowers shaped like walkingkst The lighting
was brilliant and counterbalanced the almost ovelming black
and white effect of everything. Black carpets apdrkling white
damask table covers, black chairs with soft wheats and the
hostesses in black and white outfits of bodice tagids, with white
aprons which gave a mock-businesslike effect.

The manager himself attended to Paul, recogniamgrmmediately,
and although the room was crowded, strings weregand a table
for two was found in a secluded alcove.

Karen removed her coat and slipped into the seattdimager held for
her while Paul ordered martinis and picked up teamHe studied it
for a moment and then Karen said:

'You seem quite well known here.'

He smiled amiably. 'l should be,' he remarked disutiéhe company
owns the place.’

Karen's eyes widened in surprise. 'l didn't knoaytdabbled in the
catering field.'

‘They don't normally. It's a try-out of an idea. @ésigned the layout,
and if it pays off we should get a lot of publicftpm it.'

Karen nodded approvingly. ‘Very clever,' she ssldigging her slim
shoulders. 'And | suppose it was your idea?"

Paul grinned. 'How did you guess?' He looked fatlyer. 'Are you
hungry?'



‘Not particularly, I'm afraid. Why? Did you desitive menu as well?'
Paul smiled. Touché,he murmured. 'Shall | order?"
'‘With pleasure,’ replied Karen. "You'll know alkthicest things.'

‘Not only about food,' he remarked dryly, an amwsqatession in his
eye.

Karen flushed and was glad when the head waiteeaapd to take
their order. Paul chose a large assortment of giahd Karen hoped
she could do justice to them.

After he had ordered, they had cigarettes, andrkaltewed her gaze
to wander around the room. She found that quitewadyes turned
their way and she wondered whether they were pewmpte knew
Paul. And if so, did they know her?

The contemporary style of the room was quite extliaary and she
could quite see many people talking about it andum bringing
more people to the road- house.

'‘How long has the place been open?' she askecc&anlisly.

Paul shrugged. 'l guess about two months,' heegkginoothly. 'Do
you like it?'

Karen shrugged herself. 'l like it, but it's wayt,oreally. Do many
people go for this kind of thing?'

Paul nodded. 'Yes, | think so. That's why | wasgaressed by your
paintings. They have the same kind of stunning chpa

‘Thank you.' Karen smiled and turned her gazedathall dais where
a five-piece band played low music that formed ekbgeound to the
buzz of conversation. There was a small cabaratr fland a



microphone, and she assumed there would be guesss dater. The
floor formed a small dance floor as well, and alifpo there wasn't
much room, she supposed people managed. Aftepeadhle didn't
move much when they were dancing nowadays.

She returned her eyes to Paul, who was studyingitieslist. He was
unconscious of her gaze at the moment and she shudty him
unobtrusively. He looked sis handsome as usuahdirsshining and
his shirt sparkling whitely against the tan of lken. A tan which he
must have acquired earlier in the year, at winperts, perhaps. He
looked vitally masculine and she felt her hearttst painfully.
How could she have left him those years ago? Halnpdbple drift
into these things so that there was no going b&uide was little
comfort at times like this.

Was Ruth to be the guiding factor in his life fromw on? Could she
stand it to happen? Remembering Ruth's almostueetsfeatures,
she shivered involuntarily. Ruth would not make heally happy,
she felt convinced of that. She was too young aablyish, too
dependent, too clinging. Paul needed a woman whiw coeet him
half-way. Who could talk to him as well as listen.

Suddenly she realized that he was aware of hetisgiand the ready
flush stained her cheeks. He always seemed to dachout in
embarrassing situations, and she tried to make d¢igih by saying:

‘You don't change much, Paul.’
He looked cynical.

'l suppose | can take that as a compliment,' e aanused. 'lt could
have a double meaning, but I'll give you the berwfthe doubt.’

Karen felt small again. It had been ridiculous mgksuch a pointless
remark. He must be conscious that she had beewtiyidistract his
attention from herself.



Leaning back in his seat, he said: 'Tell me, haxe done any more
painting?'

She shook her head. 'No. Why?"'

Paul frowned. 'Well, actually, I've thought a Idioait them this
week,' he replied surprisingly. 'And | should lixdriend of mine to
take a look at them. Aaron Bernard. Have you headldm?'

‘Aaron Bernard! exclaimed Karen in astonishmenit 'pou must
know he's one of the world's foremost art critics?'

'‘Precisely,’ said Paul easily. 'He is also intest discovering new
talent. | think he would be fascinated by your work

Karen looked sceptical. She remembered Lewis's aartsyand said:

'Oh, but Paul, Lewis knows a lot about art anddeero faith in me at
all.'

Paul's eyes grew cold.

'Indeed. And you would trust his word above mingyppose? If you
want my opinion, | think Martin places far too mustmphasis on his
own judgment. What is he, after all? A textile desr with
aspirations over and above his capabilities.’

Karen's eyes widened.

‘That's not exactly true, Paul. Lewis has been tietgful to me ever
since... the divorce.’

‘And beforehand, no doubt,’ retorted Paul ang®@wd, Karen, don't
try to sell the man to me! | have nothing to thamk for. It's only by
a great effort of self-control that | force mystdfeven look at him.
Believe me, he and | have nothing in common. Ikhinate the man.'



Karen sighed. 'All right, Paul. | can understandiryantagonism
towards him, but speaking strictly objectively, has quite good
ideas usually.’

Paul shrugged. 'l still say he's wrong. And howeti's name can | be
objective about a man who has ... well seduced ifgv

Karen flushed scarlet. 'Oh, Paul, you surely detiiltbelieve that he
and | were once lovers!' she exclaimed.

Paul's face darkened ominously. 'And why not? My G¢aren, |
divorced you on that assumption. It was adultegynember? If it
wasn't true, why didn't you defend the suit?'

Karen bit her lip. 'And if | had? What good wouldhave done?
Would you have believed me?"

‘At that time, | think one grain of hope would haanvinced me," he
muttered harshly. 'lIf you had once shown you watdembme back, it
would have made all the difference.’

Karen clasped her fingers together. Why, oh, wht/liasaid that? It
made everything so awful; so senseless.

She was relieved of any need to answer when the was brought
and although she now felt little like food she maderetence of
eating it. Paul did not seem very interested indékcious-smelling
consomme either, and when the waiter had depag@d,ehe said:

‘You forget that | was neatly supplied with prodf. seemed
conclusive. Your silence made it so. Apart fromtaimg else, Martin
admitted it was true, every word of it.’

'‘Nonsense!" exclaimed Karen furiously. 'Lewis waotticay a thing
like that. And if he did, how could you possibly f&re?’



'l had a lawyer, remember?' remarked Paid drylerfghing is cut
and dried to them. It was a simple enough casetWhbee was there
to say? Anyway, forget it. It's not a pleasant¢dpidiscuss with your
dinner.'

But Karen didn't want to forget it. Any of it. Hogould Lewis have
admitted such a thing when they had never beerigymore than

friendly with each other? She was confused. Shetliaaght Lewis

was such a loyal and true friend, but within a shiare he had been
reduced to ... what? A liar? A strange and frigintgmenace?

She shrugged such thoughts away. There must begpéamation. He
must have thought he was helping her by defendamgHiad he said
it was all his fault to exonerate her from all b&#fmAnd yet she was
still unsatisfied. It was perplexing and frighteguimnd without Lewis
there was no one to whom she could turn. No ortellt@ all to... to
ask advice from...

She determined to have it out with Lewis himsefteAall, he might
have a reasonable explanation. And if he denie&/#&ft, she would
take that hurdle when it arose. Perhaps Paul halaken his
meaning. Perhaps he had implied something thatiRaléccepted as
a fact because he expected it? She was searchidty wow.
Clutching at straws as they say, but there hactta beason. There
was always a reason for everything.

She was silent for so long that the meal was faamaced before she
spoke again, and then it was only in answer to'€awrds:

'‘Well," he said, 'do you want Aaron Bernard to labkour paintings?"

'Do | want?' Karen roused herself from her reveBet of course,
Paul, of course | want him to come. But only if yaally think he
won't be wasting his time. | think | should hatenho ridicule them
once and for all. That would finish everything, aatdhe moment |



always feel that strange hopefulness that one daally will do
something worth while. I've had my own enjoymentiirthem and if
he said | really was a fool to continue then | stidieel utterly
depressed.’

Paul smiled, relaxing. 'l wish | could be as surewerything as | am
that . I'm not mistaken in you.' He sighed. 'Howeiféhe does dislike
them, | myself will buy them from you.'

Karen's eyes narrowed, 'For your new home?' shedaskckingly.

'‘Maybe,' he replied, raising his glass of wineilips, and looking at
her over the rim. 'Does that surprise you?'

‘You must be joking,' she exclaimed. 'It positivastounds me. If |
were Ruth | wouldn't want another woman's paintimgthe house,
especially not when the artist concerned was ongehusband's
wife.' She laughed. 'That sounds rather ridiculdogsn't it?"

Paul's face had grown a little taut.

‘A little,' he agreed slowly. '‘But then, Karen, yreulso much different
from Ruth. She has not your, shall we say, domigagiersonality.
You like to feel on equal terms with men; Ruth iste prepared to
remain a feminine counterpart. Intelligent, able listen and
understand her husband's conversation, but nelestheemaining
completely absorbed with the home.'

'Oh, my Gawd,' exclaimed Karen, with a broad Coglaxent, quite
unable to restrain her amusement. 'The typicalé'livoman”. Will

she darn your socks, darling, and put your slipfgrshe fire for
you?'

Paul's colour heightened slightly and she knew ag angry.



‘At least she won't be interested in furtheringdereer,' he snapped.
'Ruth has never had to work, so she won't mis$lis'voice was
harsh. 'Believe me, Karen, most women enjoy beingifa and
mother in the true sense of the word.'

Karen now looked embarrassed j but her words weodycamused
as he said:

'‘Oh, darling. | think you're really terribly oldaghioned at heart.' She
smiled wryly. You want someone in satins and lag#hb frills and
furbelows everywhere. | was much too depressintgingand down
to earth. And | committed the deadliest of sinsnswered back and
expected to be listened to.'

Paul's fingers were clenched round the slender stéhe wine glass,
and Karen thought it was a miracle of design thdid not snap in
two.

"You not only answered back," he said with deadlync You left me,

Karen. Never forget that. You... left ... me. Jasprove you were as
utterly independent as you . had always said yawe wio prove you
were utterly unabsorbed with the job of beMgs. Paul Frazer.'

Karen pushed away the dish of strawberry moussehnghie had not
touched.

"Yes,| did that, didn't I?' she said, laughing withbuimour. "Which
just goes to prove that even | am not infallible.’

Paul's face hardened.

"You don't really believe that,' he said coldlystippose it simply
amuses you to taunt me.’



'‘Amuses me?' Karen looked astounded. 'l can asguwdhat that
episode in my life is not my most memorable, ungded though it
was.'

‘Then what was?' he asked, his curiosity overwheintis natural
restraint.

'‘Our honeymoon, | think,' she answered, looking nl@tvher coffee,
which was now going cold.

Paul did not reply. He merely produced his cigarettse and they lit
cigarettes in silence.

‘This is really quite an amusing situation, if ywoink about it,' Karen
said suddenly. 'Here we are, two divorced peojl&s here having
dinner together as though we were old friends. Lattat a distance
civilization has come! We seem to have lost all fhénitive
emotions in the cauldron of neutrality, or shoukhy respectability.
There is no red Mood any more. Only this kind off-haarted
tolerance which does away with healthy antagonism.’

'‘Profound words,' remarked Paul with a cynical smi&hall we go on
that note?'

They accomplished the drive back to Berkshire Caura rather
strained and tense atmosphere. When Paul stoppeidethe block
of apartments, Karen looked reflectively at hims Hirofile gave
nothing away, and she switched on the interiortltglrsee him more
clearly.

'‘Well," she said lightly, trying to resume the ethantering tone on
which the evening had begun, ‘thank you for all'yewone for me
and for Mother and Sandra. You've proved you resakya gentleman
after all." Her voice was infinitely mocking, buat's face remained
impassive.



In the dull light the colour of Karen's hair gleairiée silver against
the creamy colour of the mohair coat and as shesthber head,, the
silky strands brushed the shoulder of his overcia¢.was so cool, so
lovely and so challenging, and Paul felt his sessi@sng rapidly. It
was infuriating to find himself responding to hes &efore,
particularly after all she had said, after all thais between them.

'‘Good night," he said pointedly, his lean handpmng the wheel
until the knuckles grew white. He did not know htofag he could
control himself.

Karen, not understanding, shrugged and openecdatheeer.
‘Good night,' she said, and slid out.

Paul did not speak again. He merely nodded, swdtoluéthe interior
light and then sent the car away as fast as thelwheuld take him.
The rear wheels almost spun in his haste, and Keagtched him turn
on to the main road before walking into the apanisieShe felt alone
and cold and strangely scared of the future, bwtvalad frightened
her she could not say.



CHAPTER SIX

THE following week passed slowly. Karen's mother remgay that
Sandra seemed to be accepting the fact of going,aidthough she
had shown very little enthusiasm. Karen was notrdr She felt
sure that once Sandra was away from the influefcgimoon she
would revert to her old, if rather annoying, sélfter all, a holiday in
Spain would please anybody and Sandra was sthiild whatever
way you looked at it, and her emotions could natossly be
involved. It seemed that the episode was almost, dee after
Madeline and Sandra left for the Costa Brava tiveseld be no
further need to see Paul. And anyway, his marnage looming on
the horizon, getting nearer every day.

She went into the office and saw Lewis, hoping hmuld have
reverted also to his normal, amiable manner, butileemained in
that curiously half-threatening mood and Karen dagt understand
him. She half believed it was her own disturbed dnthat was
creating the impression of Lewis being differentf bhe seriously
began thinking about taking another job.

She began studying the 'situations vacant' columthe newspapers,
but nothing seemed to interest her. Still, she edgthere was no
hurry, and as she had worked for Lewis for so Ising could surely
work a little longer.

And then, towards the end of the week, she was emak one
morning by the shrilling of the telephone. Sheeadllazily over in
bed, her head throbbing at the sudden rousing tinendeep sleep she
had been in. She had had to take a sleeping pihitjht before to get
to sleep at all, and the effects were hardly wegpofi. She focused
her eyes on the clock with difficulty. Seven-fitdeNVho on earth
could be ringing her at this ungodly hour? Blinkirghe sat up,
shaking her head to banish the sleep from her &fesslid slowly
out of bed, pulling on her quilted housecoat. Opegrthe lounge



door, she walked lazily over to the telephone. b@ates had not yet
arrived so she supposed it might be her ringingapshe could not
come. But then, Mrs. Coates would know she woultlst in bed
and would hardly ring so early.

Lifting the scarlet receiver, she said: "Yes, wha?'
‘Karen? Karen, is that you at last?"
Karen blinked rapidly. It was her mother's urgemite.

'‘Good lord, Mother,' she exclaimed, "who else dd gxpect at this
address?' She sounded amused.

'‘Don't be facetious,' replied Madeline promptly;, heice shaky.'
‘Seriously though, Mother, what goes on? Do yolizeghe time?'

‘Yes, yes, yes, of course | do. Karen, this is vergortant. Pull
yourself together, do." There was a pause and Kérenght she
heard her sobbing softly to herself.

'‘Well, go on,' she exclaimed. A cold hand was ¢iuntg her stomach.
Something serious must have happened. 'What ishi€?exclaimed
impatiently. 'Is it Sandra? Is she hurt?'

‘Worse than that," replied Madeline, her voice kirea 'She's run
away and left me a note. She says she's goingvtodbaby. Simon
Frazer's baby.'

'Oh, lord!" Karen sank down on to the couch besidetelephone.
'‘What a mess! All right, Mother, you just stay fighere and relax.
I'll be straight over. It won't take me long. Makeme coffee or
something.'

‘All right, Karen. But be quick. | can't bear tlilone.’



Madeline rang off and Karen clasped her hands heget
apprehensively. What a thing to happen! Just ashsigdethought
everything was working out nicely. The crazy lititkot! Allowing
this to happen. Allowing Simon to even get thatrries.

She rose to her feet restlessly. A baby! What coléy do now?
Simon would not be very pleased, she felt surehat, twhatever
Sandra thought he felt for her. He wanted nothingnaich as
freedom, and babies spelt responsibilities.

Forcing herself to act swiftly, she dressed in ddde slacks of nylon
stretch material and an Italian over-blouse of Hdrigellow. She
pulled on her sheepskin coat and left the apartn&re drove round
to her mother's home in her own car and parkedtgide.

The door was opened at her approach and her metdsewaiting in
the hall. She was still wearing her dressing-goava rollers were in
her hair. She flung herself rather dramaticallyjKaten and there
followed a paroxysm of weeping and self-recrimioasi before she
controlled herself sufficiently to allow Karen taoaglv her into the
sitting-room. The electric heater was burning armbad arranged a
tray of coffee on a low table.

Karen deliberately poured two cups of coffee, hdndee to her
mother and then said:

'Right. What happened?’ She sipped her coffee eiapixely, feeling
some of the chill leaving her body.

Madeline bit her lip, restraining the ready tears.

‘Well, when Sandra and | discussed this trip abtdalil you she did
not seem over-enthusiastic, didn't 1?"

'Yes.'



'‘Apparently she was planning this all the timess$wme that beast
knows all about it, though.’

‘Simon?'
'‘Who else? He must have put her up to it, leaviegiimean.'

‘That doesn't sound like Simon,' remarked Kareydiye's hardly
the type to go for this sort of thing. In my opinjdhis has all been
Sandra's idea, and probably Simon doesn't even.know

'Who else would she tell?' retorted her mother, acen thought

there might be some truth in that. 'Oh, | told Sande were going
abroad for me as much as for her, but she hardigvaeel me, I'm

sure. She knew we were trying to separate her fratnman and she
didn't like it. And for good reason as it turns.o0h, Sandra!" She
dissolved into tears again.

Karen lit a cigarette. Things were bad enough withwer mother
losing complete control of herself. Madeline congzblerself after a
while and went on:

'l shouldn't have known yet, but | woke up at fivkity with a
terrible headache. | had no aspirin so | went 8dadra’'s room to see
if she had, and then | found her bed empty ...thechote pinned to
her pillow."' Karen sighed heavily. 'And have hatlees gone?'

'‘Some of them. She could have gone at any timé/ré&die said she
was going to bed at nine o'clock because sheddiites]. | went about
ten-thirty and | did not look to see if she wasrajht, so she might
have been gone then.’

'l see. And what did you do when you found the Pote

'l rang you, of course.’



‘But it was seven o'clock before you contacted me.'

'l rang and rang,' replied her mother, sobbingotlildn't get any
reply. | thought you must be away.'

The sleeping pill, thought Karen. 'I'm sorry," s&d. 'l must have
been sleeping heavily.'

"You must indeed," exclaimed her mother, frownidgyway,' she
felt in her dressing-gown pocket, 'here's the hote.

Karen opened it. It said simply:
Dear Mum,

My life here has become intolerable. You and Kaaee
determined to separate me from the one man | lowe) can't
stand it. I'm expecting Simon's baby and we expmdie
married as soon as that awful Julia gets a divof2en't try to
find me. I'll come back when you realize I'm right.

Sandra.

‘The little bitch," muttered Karen angrily. 'If bald get my hands on
her at this moment I'd ... Who does she think shamnyway? And
how can she afford to go away at all?"

'Her Post Office Savings Bank book has gone," edpMadeline
dully. 'She had about seventy-five pounds in thétink.'

‘That won't last long,' remarked Karen practicdfow dare she act
so thoughtlessly!

'It's probably my fault,’ cried Madeline, tears g down her
cheeks again. 'l never have tried to understangiodéiems.’



Karen privately agreed that it was Madeline's faulit not for those
reasons.

'For goodness' sake, Mother,' she exclaimed, 'powkrery well you
have always tried to understand Sandra. That'srtwgiole. She gets
too much understanding. She needs a damn goodyhidin

'Oh, Karen, don't be so hard! Sandra was alwayshnmigre my
daughter than you ever were. You couldn't posgiinigerstand the
relationship we shared.'

'‘Some relationship,’ remarked Karen coldly. 'I'mngoMother, but
you have only yourself to blame.'

‘Thank you.' Madeline wiped her eyes. 'Why did gome here? To
torture me or to help me?'

‘To help you, of course,' exclaimed Karen. '‘Dat'slquarrel Mother.
We're in this together, whatever you may thinkm@y don't want
you to imagine that Sandra is a poor, misundersteedager. She's
simply a spoilt, irresponsible, self-centred claltl she needs a firm
hand, not a gentle one.’

'‘But to be pregnant! Oh, Karen, whatever will wé&'do

'‘Don't panic!" exclaimed Karen, sounding calmesbéithan she felt.
‘Try and relax, Mother. There must be somethingaredo.’

Her mother looked bleakly at her. "There is. Yon call Paul and tell
him.'

Karen clenched her fists. Deep inside her she khanPaul was the
only person likely to help them. Was it fair to htmexpect him to
help them again ?



'l know,' said Karen slowly. 'l suppose that is timey sensible thing
to do, but I think it's rather putting on him, doyou?"

Madeline rose to her feet. 'lIf it weren't for hrether there would be
no problem,' she replied, with dignity.

'‘Well, all right,’ said Karen, sighing. She walkedt into the hall
where the telephone was installed. It was stillmath after eight, so
she dialled the number of his apartment in Belgravi

The low tone seemed to ring for ages before a ditkved that the
receiver had been lifted. A moment later a lazyskiyuvoice
answered, Paul's voice.

'‘Frazer here,' he said, his voice still drowsy gittep.
'‘Paul, this is Karen.'

‘Karen?' There was silence for a moment as thoeghas sitting up
in bed before going on. 'God, do you know what timg?"

'Yes, but this is important. Can | see you?'
'‘Now?'

‘Unless you'd rather | told you over the phonefaket that might be
best.’

'‘No, no." Paul sounded firm. 'I'll see you. Whene ypou?'
'I'm at Mother's. Will you come over?"
Paul hesitated a moment and then he said:

'You come here instead. By the time | get dressetishaved you
could be here.'



‘All right, Paul. Thanks." She rang off and wentl& her mother.
'I'm going over to Paul's apartment. He's not ugape | can be there
by the time he's shaved and dressed.'

'Oh." Mrs. Stacey looked perturbed. "You won't &itipe reason why
you're going, will you?'

Karen looked exasperated. 'Honestly, Mother, yauthe absolute
limit! The reason I'm going at all is because ofi yisn't it?'

'‘Well... yes, | suppose so.'

‘Then what do you mean by saying such a thing? \Red#ls
ridiculous.'

Her mother had the grace to look ashamed. 'l ustght that Paul is
a very attractive man and you were once ... well...

Karen pulled on her coat again. 'l'll be back latgre said abruptly
and left the house.

She drove swiftly towards Paul's apartment. Thelsoaere already
getting busy and traffic jams held her up causieg to inwardly

fume and wish she had taken a taxi. They alwaysisda¢o get away
quicker. She reached Ambleford House by eight-foftye forecourt
of the luxurious block of apartments was alreadyzing with cars,

chauffeur-driven, many of them, waiting for theladint occupants of
the apartments in the building.

Inside, the gleaming chrome-plated lifts wereralbperation and she
had to wait impatiently for one to reach the groélodr. Out came a
couple of bespectacled men in city suits and b@ylesines tucked
under their arms. She half smiled at their swifirapsal of herself in
the casual slacks and sheepskin coat. She obvidigslyot ook the
type that usually visited the apartments. She wasaous of their



regard, but slipped easily into the lift and prese button for the
top floor where Paul's penthouse was situated.

She rode up nervously now. As she neared the apartsine was
forced to realize just how much had happened shedast used this
lift. The corridor when she stepped out on to is\wde-carpeted, and
the door at the end had Paul's name on it instegiviag a number.

The apartment had a panoramic view of the cityafdon and Karen
had always adored it. She and Paul had often step¢ in the old
days after spending a night in town. They could¢d®pletely alone
with no one to disturb them, and as the thoughtsedaack to Karen
they were disturbing in themselves.

She shivered involuntarily as she rang the bell waded to be
admitted. A manservant opened the door, one shealidecognize,
so she presumed Paul must have dismissed theafildist engaged
new ones.

She felt strangely disappointed. She had half ergePaul to be
alone and to find this man here proved it was adiet so. She ought
to have realized that Paul would need someoneeyape his meals
and serve at table if he had guests for a meal..

She stepped inside and was immediately re-enamaditad lounge.
It was empty, and she moved slowly across to thedew which
stretched almost completely along one wall. Thevwies exactly as
she remembered it, the vista a delight to behofhére, the sounds
of London were muted to a murmur. The manservdotnmed her
that Mr. Frazer was in the shower and would bedaettly, and then
disappeared through the door leading to the kitchen

Karen turned back and surveyed the room with phkeastlihe
contemporary Swedish furniture was light and ativac the white
leather couches showing up to advantage againstdheed of the



carpet. The walls were covered in murals of Norwaych Paul had
had done at her request after they had spentddydhere. The room
was centrally heated, as were all the apartmemid, aa librenza
separated the dining recess from the rest of therdt was quite a
large recess, and was well able to accommodatealddizen people
for a meal The whole place was filled with memorf@sKaren and
nostalgia welled up inside her. She wished shenloadhad to come,
but had she refused it would have looked extrerodly. After all,
places were what you made them, and just becausestie had been
happy here was no reason to avoid it.

The apartment had two bedrooms with adjoining lmaims, a
kitchen and study, and this large lounge. The stafi worked in the
apartments of the whole block were accommodateeélircontained
flats in the basement so that although they coelddached from
above they had homes completely their own. Consglyyethe

tenants of the apartments found no difficulty mding staff.

Extracting a cigarette from an ebony case on atédle, Karen lit it
and removed her sheepskin coat. It was warm iraplaetment after
the chilly morning air outside. She felt herselfaxeng a little and
sighed.

Wandering round restlessly, waiting for Paul, skangned the
ornaments without interest, lifting books from thehelves and
replacing them again. She barely registered thestamf the books
before so doing.

When she had finished her cigarette, she stublmd i an ashtray
and on impulse crossed to the door leading inganihster bedroom.
She was curious to see whether he had changegpéaence, and
besides, it was the room they had used to use.hlige bed was
unmade, the covers rumpled from Paul's occupa@aviously the

manservant had not yet found time to make it. Afrarh the bed the
room was immaculately neat, the cream carpet uodevias as soft



as she remembered, although dark rugs had beed,add&ing the
room appear more masculine. The bed-head wasdjinltgark blue
brocade, and the hangings at the windows werewgehand-painted
linen. The furniture was a darker wood and gaverdloen a restful
air. Karen had always liked it, and her opinion Imad altered. The
room now smelt of tobacco and after-shave lotiowd #hat certain
maleness that proved there was no woman in thénagiat.

Karen crossed to the window and opened it wideyihgaout. The
gardens of Ambleford House lay below and were with daffodils
and tulips. She sighed regretfully. How strange Vifas or was it
fate? A few weeks ago she had never dreamed shie eoer speak
to Paul again. She had thought everything washieus Today she
was surrounded by his possessions, standing h#ére apartment, in
his bedroom of all places. She smiled. What straniggs happened,;
how much stranger than fiction was this whole besn

There was suddenly the sound of a door openingqiddter, the door
from the adjoining bathroom. Paul entered the bmurand Karen
swung round feeling foolishly childish at havingebecaught out, like
a child at the forbidden biscuit tin.

He was dressed only in dark trousers and his dairkwas ruffled.
His broad, tanned chest was bare, a towel abounuiks.

Karen blushed in confusion, feeling suddenly vembarrassed.

What on earth would he read into this? What a $bel was. Her eyes
flickered over him; she saw the thick covering afldhair on his

chest, the narrowness of' his hips and felt theprdsive masculinity

of his. whole being. His eyes were dark and insdigt and were,

watching her closely. If he was surprised to seehlegave no sign,
and after a moment he said:

'I'm sorry | wasn't waiting for you when you arm/eYou must
forgive me. | was rather tired. | was working l&st night.’



‘That's all right." Karen gathered her scatteret.véeeing him, so
dear and handsome, had almost caused her to gaefreavay. For a
moment, all thoughts of Sandra and her mother Jagotten, and
she wanted to fling herself into his arms. 'Ir...el was just looking
around,' she finished lamely.

Paul reached into a drawer for a clean white simict put it on slowly
and deliberately, fastening the buttons and thmgsit into his
trousers.

‘That's all right,’" he said lazily, "you've not@fided me.'

Karen's flush deepened and she said, 'Oh!" inrdat@d voice, and
after slamming the window shut she marched backtim lounge,
aware of his amused gaze following her. He realas vihe limit,
standing there dressing himself as though he digtety day of his
life, in front of her. .

Paul followed her, and Karen forced herself torettrally and sank
down on to a low couch. She reached for a cigaratie after he had
lit it for her she said abruptly:

‘Sandra has run away. She says she's expectingyaad you can
guess whose it is.'

Paul's rather amused expression changed rapidly.
‘What!" he exclaimed angrily.

‘She's written Mother a note saying she's pregnameated Karen,
drawing on her cigarette.

'‘My God!" Paul was absolutely astounded. He hag@mnéreamed that
Simon would go this far with a teenager like SanHieafelt as though
he could willingly strangle his brother at that nemh He ran a



restless hand through his short, dark hair and eturaway
exasperatedly.

He walked across to the window and lit himselfgacette.
Just then the manservant returned.
'‘Would you like some coffee, sir?' he asked pglitel

'What... oh, yes... | suppose so, Travers, thank Y@ said swinging
round, and the man departed again.

Karen crossed her legs. 'I'm sorry, Paul, but the® no one else to
turn to but you. What can we do?'

Paul shook his head. 'Don't perturb yourself on amgount,' he
muttered. 'Simon is to blame here, and he is gistiach my concern
as Sandrais yours, ridiculously enough." He ground his teet
together. 'What a blasted idiot he is ... or wardwe fitted to this
situation. Hell ... what on earth was Sandra tmglabout? She must
be mad!

Karen shrugged, lying back against the soft uplofst

'You'd better read the letter. It makes everythiagy clear... except
where she's gone.'

She handed over the note and Paul swiftly scartaentents.

'‘God, and she really believes he intends to divauatia! Why, it's not
long ago that he told me he had no intention ofg@ainy such thing.'

Do you think he's been meeting her again in s€cret?

Paul shook his head. 'l sent Simon to Nottinghahwaeekend. He
only got back yesterday.'



'‘Good. That means it's Sandra's idea. But thetfiattshe left it this
long may be significant. Do you think she contac@don yesterday
when he got back?'

‘That's a remote possibility," admitted Paul slowBut whether he
was sympathetic or not puzzles me. After all, hevkm what | told
him. | don't think Simon would be keen to breakw@d. He's not all
bad, you know.'

Karen shrugged. 'So what happens now?"

'‘Well, we have got to find Sandra, and when we. dae'll face that
contingency when it arises. I've got a few wordsap to her myself.’

Karen's eyes widened. Paul's face was grim andwsisesure he
meant what he said.

‘And the baby?' she murmured softly.
‘Would you want her to marry Simon if she could®asked bluntly.
Karen shook her head.

'‘Well then, she will simply have to go away and énéve baby and
then have it adopted. It sounds cruel, but what islshere?’

‘You're right,' said Karen, sighing. 'But how are going to find her?'

'I'll contact Simon, of course, and see if he knawigre she has gone.
It's possible that she's told him even if he wadszein on the idea.’

‘The thing is,' said Karen slowly, 'if Sandra we&restop and really
think what she's done she would want to retrathitsure. After all,

she has her whole life ahead of her and this Wl her. It means
giving up her job at the salon when she was justgpto take leave of



absence. Jobs like that are not easy to come by, aglieve she was
doing quite well at her work.'

'l know, and | agree with you. That's why I'm willj to help her even
though she barely deserves it.'

Travers came back with the tray of coffee and farhide there was
silence as Karen poured out the steaming liquidRand pulled on
his jacket. He informed Travers that they wouldhbloave breakfast
in fifteen minutes, and Travers withdrew politely.

Karen looked speculatively at Paul. 'l am stayimgbreakfast?' she
said, rather surprised.

'Of course. It's no use running around without foédu look pale
enough as itis.'

'l do feel rather empty,' she admitted with a sniit&s quite like old
times, breakfasting together.'

Paul shrugged and buttoned his jacket. He lookedl @md

dependable, his mind already working ahead, tad#yes activities.
Karen was eternally grateful that she had Pauwlrotb. Without him
the situation would seem black indeed. For howdadelr mother be
expected to pay for Sandra to go away to have @ahgbAnd Mrs.
Stacey was not the sort of woman to want her neigigto know
what had happened to Sandra. She would be unabietid down,

and Karen could imagine the gossip hurting her emthore than
anything. No, Paul had become the fairy godfatleilfas as the
Staceys were concerned, and she wished she cduidrgust how

she felt.

‘Do you find things much the same here then?' kedadooking
down at her.

‘Yes. | still think it's a wonderful apartment.’



'‘Why did you go into the bedroom?' he asked abyuptid saw the
colour stain her cheeks yet again.

'l was curious,' she said defensively. 'l was symgnewing my
memories of the place.'

'l see. And were they pleasant memories?"

‘Naturally," she murmured lightly, not wanting tetgn too deeply
and not wanting to start an argument either.

He smiled at her wryly. 'At times you really arartsparent,’ he said
significantly.

'‘Am |? What do you mean?' she exclaimed, her eyeg.w
He shrugged. 'Nothing, nothing, forget it.'

But Karen could not forget it as easily as that &lit affronted at the
implied force behind his words, and she walkedlessly to the
window. His barbed comments had set her nervesdge and she
wished she had not given him scope for his critisis

'‘Calm down,' he said, half amused by her. 'Dorke téfe so
seriously.'

Karen swung round and would have spoken but Traeajgpeared.
He had brought their breakfast of cereal, ham agu$.etoast and
coffee, and they seated themselves in the recagbat quite a good
breakfast, but Karen refused the cereal and foed find merely ate
a slice of toast and drank three cups of the daelgcicontinental
coffee.

Forcing herself to treat him in the same casualrmaaim which he
treated her, she said:



‘And when does Ruth get back from America?'

'‘Within the next day or so,' replied Paul smoottWhen last she
telephoned me she said she would be hsoos'

‘And have you missed her?'

'Of course.' He smiled. 'She said she would callelate and time of
arrival, but since that phone call I've heard nugti

'l see. You must feel quite excited to know sh&dbn be here.’
Karen's voice was mocking now.

'‘Quite," he answered, an amused smile playing roisdnouth.
They finished breakfast and suddenly Paul said:

'l nearly forgot to tell you, Karen. Aaron Bernaslinterested in
seeing your paintings.'

Karen's eyes widened. 'Honestly? Have you contduted@d'

‘Yes. A couple of days ago. | intended ringing yeaterday morning
but | was too busy and | had to get my work dorfeenfwhen | did
ring last night | could get no reply.’

The sleeping pill again!

'l see,' she said. 'Well, | took a sleeping pilbatbnine- thirty last
night so if you rang after that...'

'l did," he said, frowning. 'It was nearly ten ottt when | rang. But
what the hell are you doing taking sleeping taBlets

To keep awake,' remarked Karen sardonically. "Wég2



- 'Then stop it!" he ordered bluntly. 'If you casi¢ep there must be
something troubling you. What is it?"

'Who are you?' she exclaimed mockingly, 'the lonékarts
columnist?'

'‘No. Don't be so clever, Karen. | simply don't li#eethink of you
taking drugs. In no time at all you need two tabtetsleep, and then
three. Where does it end? You become completegntalpon them.’

‘Yes, sir.' Karen's meek voice did not amuse hird,lee rose from the
table looking annoyed. 'Anyway,' she said, 'do goabout Aaron
Bernard. When does he want to see the paintings?'

She followed Paul out of the recess and he litcigarette before
answering. 'He would like to see them today, abttyakplied Paul
quietly. 'That's why | tried to get you last night.

'Oh, | see.' Karen bit her lip. 'l suppose thatisrmw?' She sounded
as regretful as she felt.

'‘Not necessarily,' answered Paul. 'If | can arrafiogehim to come
round late this afternoon that should be all righguldn't it?'

'‘But with all this bother over Sandra | don't knedvether | should,'
she began, a little nervously.

'‘Nonsense,' replied Paul coldly. 'Good heavens, §andra seems
quite willing to take care of her own affairs. Aftall, even if she's
pregnant, she's certainly not the first or the ¢gmstto whom this has
happened.’

'If she's pregnant,’ echoed Karen. 'Can there beabt?



'l should say it was possible, if not very probdldaid Paul dryly. 'l
don't think everything is just so, simply becausa@®a says so. If
nothing else, it could be a false alarm, could®@'t i

'Oh, yes, | suppose so. But if she's done thisstard ..." Her voice
trailed away. Surely that could not be possibleatstier Paul might
say. Sandra couldn't be so cruel, after all Maedtiad done for her,

‘Well, I'll contact Aaron this morning and arrarggme, etc. We may
have solved the "Sandra" mystery by then, and, ivdat could be a
more enjoyable ending to the day?"

‘You're right,' she agreed, sighing. "Thank yowlPa

Paul glanced at his watch. 'lt's nine-thirty," ledsthoughtfully.
‘Simon is rarely in the office before ten, and goess knows where
he is at this moment. | wouldn't bet that he'siafflat, his and Julia's,
| mean. If Sandra has sprung the unhappy tidindgsroni'd like to bet
he's in a blue funk at this moment.’

'‘Well, | really ought to be going,' began Karemgwning. 'Mother
will be worried too, and she told me not to be long

Paul shrugged and offered her a cigarette. 'Refhexsaid easily.
'Hell, you're doing what she asked, aren't you?'

'l know, but...'
'‘But nothing. Now, sit down and take it easy.'
‘Well, I'd better ring Mother.’

"'l ring your mother,' said Paul decisively. tifere's anything to be
said she can say it to me personally.’

'‘She's probably having hysterics,' said Karen, i&dly.



'Rubbish!" said Paul dryly. "Your mother puts on good act. She
won't be so concerned if she thinks you're doiegatrrying for her.’

He pushed Karen on to the couch and lifted theivecef the cream
telephone beside him. He dialled the Stacey hondeveaited for
Mrs. Stacey to answer.

Madeline was pleased to hear from Paul. It proved Paul was
dealing with the-situation and as Paul had so aelstobserved, when
Madeline passed her troubles on to somebody ekséngnediately

felt easier. She had always needed someone totolengd today Paul
was filling the bill. Paul told her to relax and lyack to bed if she still
felt unwell. He and Karen would find Sandra anchgier home. He
was charmingly tactful and reassuring and Karerdcooagine how

thrilled her mother would be. Paul rang off withiajunction for her

to take things easy, then turned smiling to Karen.

"You see," he said, amused, 'she was quite luclcaemable.’

'‘Because it was you who rang. She adores you, dn'thgou
guessed?'

'‘Me ... or my influence?' remarked Paul cynicallyoes it worry
you?'

‘Not at all,’ replied Karen lightly, drawing on hepgarette. 'By the
way, you make finding Sandra sound like an easycese Does
nothing ever get you down?'

Paul's smile disappeared. 'Only erring wives,'die sruelly.

Karen shivered. There was always the personal d&gleeen them.
So close to the surface was it that it emergedetydurning.

'‘What about unkind husbands?' said Karen, retadjati



'‘Was | unkind?' he asked mockingly. 'l think not.’
‘You're only thinking of the emotional angle,’ skplied softly.
‘What other angle is there ?'

'I'm a person, not a chattel,’ she said desperafétuld you have had
me lose my identity in yours?'

Paul shrugged. 'l guess not. Okay, it was as muchaait as yours.
Where does that get us?'

‘That's up to you,' she murmured, suddenly bresdhle

Paul looked down at her, his eyes dangerously ctimpeThey
were both aware of the precipice ahead.

Suddenly the doorbell rang with an insistent p&éak moment was
gone and Karen felt unutterably depressed.

Paul frowned. 'Who the hell is that?' he muttenegkidy.

Karen shrugged. 'Perhaps it's Simon,' she saidyttifadly. 'It could
be, you know. I'll get it.'

Travers had emerged, but Paul waved him away amdnkaalked
swiftly to the door. She opened it wide, and imragely an onslaught
of exotic perfume assailed her nostrils. She wasdronted by a
small, dark-haired girl dressed in a fur coat whics unmistakably
mink. A hat of pink feathers adorned the girl's ianulately coiffured
head, while her feet were enclosed in elegant ahars. It was Ruth.
Karen recognized her immediately and felt painfegjf-conscious
of her own casual attire. The clinging slacks averblouse seemed
childish and unsophisticated while Ruth appeared dpitome of
femininity in her stylish clothes. Ruth's expressiwas one of
outraged innocence, as she too recognized Karen.



Paul looked only slightly perturbed however asfisiscee advanced
into the room after giving Karen a killing gland€aren closed the
door and leaned back against it feeling a surgeidé for Paul at his
superb self- confidence. After all, returning hdineem abroad to find

your fiance's ex-wife at his apartment at this hotithe morning

could only look the worst. Karen knew that were sheRuth's

position she would be fuming, as indeed Ruth was.

She had halted in the centre of the lounge andstaasg angrily at
Paul.

'l suppose there must be an explanation for ghg,remarked coldly.
''d be interested to hear it.'

Paul shrugged his broad shoulders lightly and Ratt: ‘It seems |
came back at the wrong moment.’

"Why should you imagine that?' Paul said, amusegite of himself.
It was rather a musical comedy situation after'ldlh, Ruth, Karen's
reason for being here is quite legitimate.'

' must say I'm dying to hear why," said Ruth, with much
confidence.

Things are not always what they seem,' remarketddRawuly.

Karen's eyes widened. That Paul should make susimark when he
had been so keen to believe the worst of her! Afteraffair with
Lewis he had no room for complaint, she thoughting

Ruth turned and looked contemptuously at Karenglges taking in
the slacks and overblouse and finding them sadhtivwg.

'I must say for a woman who supposedly left hebhnd you seem to
find innumerable reasons for hanging around hing'said rudely.



Karen flushed and Paul said: 'This affair has mgthio do with you,
Ruth.'

Karen interrupted this. 'Don't bother, Paul,’ shel gjuietly. 'l can
fight my own battles if | have to. Your charmingricee is simply
proving what unpleasant suspicions of you she hadoShe
obviously wants to believe the worst and that we=Haeen behaving
outrageously, so why should | deny it?'

Ruth's face changed from incredulous speculatiahstoelief. -

'l am quite willing to hear the explanation,' skéorted. "You would
like us to split up, wouldn't you ... Miss Staceyyou made a big
mistake when you allowed Paul to divorce you." Smiled
disarmingly at Paul. 'Of course | believe you, ithar!

Karen clasped her hands. Ruth held all the aces.

‘Karen's sister is expecting a baby and has rurny,awaid Paul
quietly.

'‘Oh!" Ruth was silent for a moment. 'Not ... Simsurely?’
‘Yes, Simon,' replied Paul, frowning.
'‘How disgusting! She must be a...'

'Hey, steady on,' said Karen angrily. 'My sistaradramp. She thinks
she's in love with Simon, fool though she is.’

Ruth looked disdainful. 'Couldn't you have telepddrabout this,
then?'

'l asked her to come,' said Paul slowly.

This shocked Ruth and Karen's fingernails dug haadher palms.



'l see," Ruth pulled off her gloves. 'Well, darlinign home now, so
we can both sort everything out together, can't Wa?sure poor
Simon must have been encouraged shamelessly—

That was too much for Karen. No one, knowing Sintoild believe
he needed encouragement. He was notoriously fickiel

untrustworthy. Surely even Ruth must be aware aff tBut maybe it
was just another attempt on Ruth's part to annoyAfeer all, she
had looked at her as though she was beneath contemepm Karen
opened the door in the first place. But to crigcizerself and to
criticize Sandra, whom she did not even know, were entirely

different things.

Recklessly, Karen retaliated: 'And | Suppose yoagime it runs in
the family, Miss Delaney? After all, you've onlydreaway a few
days and here | am in Paul's apartment, havingopestkfasted with
him! Now what does that make me?’

'‘Paul!" exclaimed Ruth faintly, putting a hand & throat in horror.

‘Karen!" Paul's voice was appealing, but Karen past caring what
either of them thought.

Don't worry, Paul,’' she snapped bitterly. 'I'm going to tell any tales
out of school. Let your fiancee put her own corgtan on the
situation, and if she comes up with the wrong sotytthen hard
luck, or maybe | should say it serves you righGduse you were
quick enough to jump to conclusions where | wasceomed two
years ago, weren't you?'

Paul stared at her incredulously, and Ruth seemeechless. Karen
compressed her lips. Suddenly she felt like a spbild trying to
justify its naughtiness.

Without another word, she snatched up her coatrandut of the
apartment, slamming the door behind her. She heatd's grated



‘Karen!" but she did not stop. Instead she rantimdift and set it in
motion before he could stop her.

After Karen had gone there was an electric silefareseveral

minutes. Every word that Karen had said was buzznogd in Paul's
head, and somehow he could not rid himself of ¢eéirig that he had
been mistaken about her all along. Now, seeing Rg#in had not
straightened out his tangled emotions as he hadjtiiolnstead, he
felt resentful at her untimely interruption of leienversation with his
ex-wife.

Ruth eventually broke the silence, by saying: "We#Hul, you don't
seem very pleased to see me, | must say.' Hemtaagetulant.

Paul clenched his fists. 'Oh, don't be ridiculdrath,' he snapped,
impatiently. Then he, sighed. 'You're back eathan | expected.'

Ruth tossed her head. 'Obviously.’

Paul frowned, arid Ruth, sensing she must not@ayruch, crossed
to his side and reaching up, kissed him. 'Therdingda don't worry.
Ruthie trusts you!'

Paul hid a sense of distaste at her touch. 'Are yaur parents with
you?'

'Yes, darling." Ruth hid her annoyance. 'They wenthe hotel. |
wanted to surprise you.'

Paul shrugged his shoulders. 'You certainly did, that anyway, did
you have a good trip ?'

Ruth began to tell him about their journey over dred tried to
concentrate. This was Ruth, his fiancee, the githikended to marry.
Why was the prospect of that event now so grim? \Whgn he
wanted to be natural did he feel strung up andeterte knew he



should explain about Karen, tell Ruth that she dvagl been hurt and
angry and that what she had said was only defidmaethe words
would not come. His thoughts were still with Kar&me had looked
so lost and defenceless when she left, for allodnave words. She
acted so impulsively, so independently, and yeteltesure she felt
neither strong nor independent. Her words wererggg to have
meaning for him. He found himself wanting to beéeher in

everything. This alone was enough to disturb hinshe had been
telling the truth all along and Martin had. beemdy then the
possibilities were tremendous.

Looking at the irritated face of his fiancee, hendered for the first
time whether he could ever live seriously with &eotwoman. Prior
to Karen he had . found women physically attracbwe mentally
boring.

In his' relationship with Ruth he had not explotied possibility. He

had still been licking his wounds when Ruth cante ms life and the

fact that she drew him out of his inertia alone badmed, enough.
Now, as he considered the facts again, he begabtidguwvhether

Ruth would provide the necessary stimulation held/oeed. With

Karen their marriage had been nothing if riot steting. Karen.

Karen. Karen. His mind buzzed with the thoughtshef and he

despaired of ever getting her out of his systemhdes if she had
never come back into his life he would have pedlyefoarried Ruth

without all this soul-searching, but now it seemee couldn't

entertain the idea.

And if, after all this, he did marry Ruth, would fuied their marriage
empty and turn to another woman like Simon had @ddperhaps if
Simon had had a wife like Karen this whole affaight never have
happened.

He was appalled by the turn his mind was takingredahad
generated all this, this resentment of his chosetr@ment and his



Chosen wife. Karen, who had been so much moredhayusewife;
and who had left him a shattered man. A man whowag/willing to
believe anything to exonerate her from the blamineif separation!

He became aware that Ruth was staring at him ioyance, for he
seemed to have drifted miles away from her. Andcsludd tell by his
expression that he had not listened to a word aleshid.

*What on earth are you thinking about, honey?'qglezied, trying to

behave calmly when anger was tearing her apart. Hawed he
behave so tardily with her? It had all begun siheebegan seeing
Karen Stacey again, and her anger towards the giHeknew no

bounds.

Paul gathered his thoughts. 'I'm sorry, Ruth,"'dd,gaking a hand
through his hair. 'What were you saying?'

Ruth calmed down. 'l asked what you intend to duwua®andra.’

Paul frowned. In his own tortuous thoughts he Hatbat forgotten
the problems of Sandra and Simon.

'Oh, yes,' he murmured now, frowning. 'Excuse nreafesnoment,
Ruth. | have a telephone call to make.'

Lewis Martin sat moodily in his office staring ket design on the
desk before him without interest. Work had becomamathema to
him of late, and he was obsessed with thoughtsaoéiK... and Paul
Frazer.

When he had assisted Karen to obtain her divorbadt been for
purely personal motives. He admired her tremengaustl although
their relationship had remained on a business rigothe was



convinced it was only a matter of time before staized he would
make her a good husband.

His first marriage had not been a success. His af been a cold,
unfeeling woman and her death had been a relie¢rgéihan a tragedy
to him. Then meeting the warm and lively Karen Fea tbeen
immediately attracted and determined to have her.

The last few weeks had therefore been a tormdntrtoKnowing she
was meeting Paul Frazer again had tortured hisirthstl emotions
and he found himself degenerating into a moodyueecl

Karen herself had not helped by her easy referetocBsul, and to
find him visiting the flat, the flat which he, Lesyihad bought for her,
had incensed him. Without really thinking that re&lmo claims on
Karen, he began considering her attitude towards &s one of
betrayal, and he felt more like a cheated husbiaaa &anything else.
He did not stop to think how strange such an akitonight seem, hut
he had been aware of late of Karen's changeddstitowards him.
No longer did she come to him for advice and shé&nger invited

him to the flatus she had frequently done in th&.dde was jealous,
painfully and violently jealous, and Karen was eitlieliberately
flaunting herself or was completely unaware offerings. He had
already decided it was the former in his contortexd.

When the telephone rang he lifted the receiver aliflerity. It might
be Karen!

'Is that Mr. Lewis Martin?' asked a woman's voiegh a strong
southern American accent. , Lewis frowned. 'Yes tdplied. 'Can |
help you?'

'We can maybe help each other, honey,' replieddloe sweetly. 'I'm
Ruth Delaney. Need | say more?'

Lewis's fingers tightened on the telephone.



‘No,' he muttered. 'What do you want?"

‘Well now, | have some information that might ntggse you. Paul
broke off his engagement to me today. Are you estd?"

Lewis felt his heart begin to pound heavily in bers. Paul Frazer
had broken his engagement. There could be onlyeas®on for that!

'I'm very interested, Miss Delaney,' he said, hogce thickening.
'‘Could we meet for lunch, say?'

If you like," she replied swiftly. 'Where?'

Lewis named a restaurant and a time and then farngeounderstood

clearly why Ruth Delaney had chosen to ring hine B&d a stake in
this herself. She wanted Paul Frazer and she alew khat he had
been the co-respondent in the divorce case. Wieategrreason had
he for wanting to marry Karen? They were in simpasitions and

could perhaps help each other.

And yet, he thought dully, if Karen did not wantrhiwhat more
could he do? His hands were clammy with sweat a&nckehlized he
was running a temperature. His feelings towardeKavere like a
fire burning in his veins and soon it felt as thibugwould consume
him. There had got to be a show-down. He couldgoobn like this
indefinitely.

He thrust himself out of his chair and walked asrtushis window.
Looking down on the street below he felt a stroagik to push open
the window and jump. Clenching his fists he turrsaday. What
madness was this that caused him to feel this Wy couldn't his
life have gone along in the same old way with Kareming into the
office regularly and he always knowing he couldtashher when he
wanted to?



It was all a racing game with time and he was no¢ $ie wanted to
play it any longer.

He lit a cigarette with shaking fingers. He had eredreamed he
could feel this way about any woman, and now thatdd it
nauseated him. He must see this Ruth woman atrdinmeand make
her understand his position too. She must be madsee that he
wanted Karen at any price and then ... later ..mhst see Karen
herself... before it was too late.



CHAPTER SEVEN

PAUL rang Karen at twelve o'clock. She was trying unsasfully to
read a women's magazine in the sitting- room atnteher's home
when the telephone pealed.

Beating her mother to the hall, Karen lifted theeiger.
"Yes?' she said, her voice toneless.

‘Sandrais in Brighton,' said Paul's voice. 'Sirgane me the address.
He's in quite a state, as you can imagine. Hetdidow himself until
this morning. He got a nice little letter in the spcexplaining
everything. He came tbthe apartment in a flat spin. | really believe
he had given up all hopes of ever seeing her abl@loesn't seem to
have any emotional leanings in that direction atrttoment.’

'Oh!" Karen sighed heavily. She mouthed the gishefconversation
to her mother who was leaning against the banistdr She
immediately burst into tears of relief and Karerdsa

‘Thanks for everything, Paul.’

'Yes, well, Karen I've had a word with Aaron Behdde wants to
come...'

'Oh, not now ..."' she began achingly, her pulsgsnbeng to act in
that disturbed manner.

Yes, now,' retorted Paul quietly. 'He wants to camneund earlier
than we expected, at about two o'clock, and thtam b€ has gone I'll
rim you and your mother down to Brighton to brirgn8ra back.'

Karen was astounded. She had expected to havevi® dlvwn to
Brighton herself to bring Sandra back.



'‘But... but what about Ruth?' she exclaimed, renezim@ her rude
treatment of the girl earlier in the day.

"'l handle Ruth,' replied Paul softly. 'Does tkatt you?'

'Of course it suits me," exclaimed Karen exaspédhatélow could it
be otherwise? When will | see you then?'

"'l come with Aaron,' he answered. 'See you,' laadang off.

Karen replaced the receiver, bewildered. He hadcsaohded angry
as she had expected and she could not understaiel hitad sounded
angry when she left the apartment this morningb&oty he and
Ruth had talked it all over and she was amused & iPerhaps she
would drive down to Brighton with them. After athe Facel Vega
was certainly big enough.

Her mother was wiping her eyes, and Karen outlined Paul had
found out.

‘Sandra will have to go away and have the babynt we Karen. 'You
wouldn't want her to stay here, would you, Mother?'

'‘Go away? Oh, yes, | suppose so. | suppose youaitichave to go
and get her.'

‘Paul is driving us down,' said Karen with a shrtig suggested it.'

'Oh, thank goodness. | had visions of us havingeae with Sandra
and her refusing to come. With Paul that won't leappgHe's more
likely to carry her out bodily if she makes anydlis

'She won't fuss Paul,' said Karen with definititde can handle
Sandra. We both know that."



'Yes. It's a pity really. My first grandchild, to¥ou never gave me
any, Karen.' Her voice was reproachful.

'‘No," said Karen shortly. '‘Gosh, no wonder Sandvaslin a
make-believe world! Here you are romancing abobdlay that was
causing you to have hysterics six hours ago.'

'You have never understood me," said Madelinelysafftd tearfully.
'‘No wonder you didn't make a success of marriagel &xpect too
much of people.’

Karen ignored this. Her mother was taking out hgu@ on her, that
Sandra had failed to confide in her about the baby.

‘Well, I'll go," said Karen abruptly. She pulledlloer coat. ‘We'll pick
you up at about three o'clock, right?'

‘All right, dear. Thank you for all you've done.'

"Don't mention it,' said Karen dryly and opened fimat door. She
did not want gratitude. She felt insincere andense. No longer was
her little world a safe place. Fate had taken adhamd made a
mockery of her life. Or was that fair? Had shenated her own life
years ago? What price now a job and a life of knard

Karen made herself a snack in lieu of lunch ana ttheessed in a
slim-fitting suit of tangerine wool. She lookedItand slim and
lovely, and was glad. She wanted to look lovelyHaul, even if Ruth
was to be there.

When the telephone rang she thought it would bé &alisaid:

‘Karen here. Is anything wrong?'



'‘Wrong? No. Why should there be anything wrongsked Lewis's
voice shortly. 'So you're home at last. I've begim@ to get you for
half an hour.'

''ve been in the bath,’ she replied. 'l probabignd hear the
telephone.' She resented anew his proprietoria. tbrwas out this
morning because there has been some more troudleSandra.’

'Indeed?' Lewis sounded adequately surprised. 1Asuppose you
had to contact Frazer again?'

‘Why, yes. How did you know?’

'l didn't. I merely put two and two together anddadour.’
Karen frowned. 'Oh, | see. Why are you ringing, [s®v
'l would like to see you,' he replied smoothly.d806

Karen shrugged her slim shoulders. 'What do yout warsee me
about?'

'‘Why ... er ... the new designs. What else?' hedasthocently.

Karen bit her lip. There it was again. That certsamething about
Lewis's manner which she could not put her finger&he frowned.
What could she say? He was her employer aftebla.had no desire
to see him but what could she do? Perhaps it wastb tell him she
was terminating her employment. She could say sldeglot another
job, even if she had not. He would be none themnvise

'‘Will tomorrow do?' she asked, realizing how foklay was going to
be.

'‘Why not tonight? Have you got an engagement?"'



Not at the moment, she thought wildly. Would it betas well to see
him and get it over with once and for all?

‘All right,' she agreed reluctantly. "Will you corhere?’

'No. | want you to come to the office,' he saidfy. 'l have to work
late in any case and | can best explain my plares'he

Karen hesitated. At least seeing him in the offigeuld keep
everything on a businesslike basis.

"Very well. What time?'
‘Seven will be fine," he said. 'Does that suit you?

Karen mentally calculated how long it would takerthto go to
Brighton and come back. Seven might be a littléyear

‘Make it half-past,’ she said.
‘All right, Karen. Good-bye for the present.

He rang off and Karen replaced her receiver. Shads$taring at the
telephone, wishing he had not rung today of allsda shiver
slithered down her spine. Lewis had sounded sog#;as0 cold and
yet pressing. She sighed. Goodness, what imagmatald do to a
person!

She checked her hair in the mirror as there wasoakkat the door.
Shaking off her apprehension, she went to opétaitl was there and
with him was the middle- aged man with receding/drair that she
recognized as Aaron Bernard.

Paul smiled as they came in and introduced his eomp. Aaron
Bernard smiled rather absently at her, his eyesadir wandering
round the room, seeking the paintings he had comsese.



'You look around at your leisure, Aaron,' said Paatting the older
man on the back. 'l want a word with Karen.'

'‘Good enough,' agreed Aaron, nodding at Karen wémled by Paul
out of the lounge and into the minute kitchen.

'Did you tell your mother everything?' he asked wtieey were alone
in the kitchen.

‘Yes,' she nodded. 'Where is she staying?' Shesdnibandra, |
mean.'

.'It's a small country pub just outside Brightorm&n says they have
been there for drinks in the past, and Sandra aWigd it.'

'l see. Good for Sandra!' she said wryly.'
‘Are you nervous?' he asked lazily. 'About Aaromelan.'
His words were so like hers that she was Sure lsemeacking her.

'‘Naturally," she cried restlessly. 'l want to knlo decision, and yet
I'm afraid to hear it.'

'So. | brought you out here so that you would reobkeathing down
his neck while he studied the pictures.'

‘As if | would," she exclaimed indignantly.

'‘Nevertheless, you admit you want to know his denisOf course
you do. And if my opinion is of any consequendéjik you're going
to be a success. Doesn't that enthral you; exoii@'y

Karen sighed. In truth her feelings about her pagsthad faded into
insignificance compared to her dealings with Pand although she
was pleased that a man of Aaron Bernard's charemtsidered them



worth looking at she found the initial thrill hadlfed. Her work was
no longer of supreme importance to her. She hadmgaut of that
stage.

To Paul, however, she said: 'Of course it excites hieel quite
exhilarated. The only thing that mars my pleasarithé worry over
Sandra.’

Paul it a cigarette. 'l shouldn't place too muchpbasis on that
young woman,' he murmured. 'lt may turn out to b&a@m in a
teacup.'

Karen looked sceptical. That did not seem venyyike her.

'Relax!" he exclaimed in an amused tone. Then imeduand pushed
open the door leading into the lounge. He walkedugh into the

room and Karen, left alone, leaned over the simhirfg physically

sick. What was Paul playing at? He had not mentidhis morning's

flasco as she had expected, nor had he mentiontd Ru

Remembering Lewis's weird telephone call and nowl'®a
indifference, it seemed that the whole world wasgaslightly off
key. Or was it she who was providing all theseladd Could it be
that she was so emotionally disturbed that sheds@aming things
that did not really happen? She laughed withoutdumirhings were
what you made them, and she was allowing the teoabér Sandra
and her subsequent longing for Paul to get her down

She rubbed her heaving stomach, calmed herselvalked casually
into the lounge. Aaron Bernard and Paul were tglkogether and
looked speculatively at her as she entered.

‘Well, gentlemen?' she said, forcing a banteringetocHave you
reached your verdict?'

Aaron Bernard smiled encouragingly.



'We have indeed,' he said, looking round at th&atts. 'I'm happy to
say that | like them and that I'm very pleased Rawl fit to tell me
about them. Some of them are naturally not as gsasthers, but in
the main the overall feeling is excellent. | thifikyou go on in this
manner you will certainly become an excellent inggrenist. If you
can produce some more by the autumn I'll certainlysider giving
you a one-man show at my gallery in October.’

Karen's face went pale and she sank down on tais, ¢ter hands
pressed to her cheeks.

‘You ... you wouldn't fool me about this, Paul2 glasped, her mind
chaotic.

Paul shook his head blithely and Aaron Bernardesihdulgently.

Seeing her rather strained expression, Paul crdaesibe drinks and
poured her a stiff whisky. He put it in her hand amade her sip it at
once.

'‘No,' said Aaron finally. 'l am most pleased todavirst opportunity
of seeing these pictures. How long have you beenipg?'

'‘About two years now,' replied Karen weakly, loakinp at Paul.
Those two years which had been so long in retrdaspec

‘Then it's amazing," said Aaron with a shrug. 'if apinion proves
correct, in a couple of years you will find you deero further
occupation. That is if you wish to give up the wgdu are doing at
present. | understand you are a commercial designer

Karen nodded helplessly. 'l can't take it in.dtswonderful.'

‘Then come and see me next week, said Aaron, ngnmil
understandingly. 'When you have had time to colectr thoughts
you will find the proposition is quite a good oné/ould next



Wednesday suit you? Twelve o'clock at the gallafe could
perhaps lunch together.’

‘That would be marvellous,' agreed Karen earne$tigon't know
how to express my thanks, Mr. Bernard.'

He shrugged. "You could begin by offering me aldrine remarked,
smiling, and Karen blushed and rose to her feet.

'‘Of course. How remiss of me. What will you havefidAyou,
Paul?'After they had accepted their drinks, Aamid:s

'l am a business man, Miss Stacey, whatever aisaylbe. | think
your paintings constitute good business. At the erarthe market is
booming."'

They chatted together for a while about paintingl @ainters in
general, and then Aaron excused himself and &ftimding Karen of
their proposed meeting the following week. Afterael gone, Karen
turned to Paul:

'He's a very nice man, isn't he?' She smiled. 'Klyan.'
Paul shrugged. 'Well, well," he mused. 'Karen Staasist.’'

Karen hesitated for a moment and then she ran s¢tookim and
flung herself into his arms, tears scalding helekke

'Oh, Paul!" she breathed achingly. 'What can |.say do?'

‘Just be a success,' said Paul rather abruptlygantly disengaged
himself. He didn't want Karen's gratitude.

Karen, not understanding, felt the cold fingertookliness touch her
heart again, and without a word she lifted her nrot@at and put it
on, ignoring his attempt to assist her.



'‘Come on,' she murmured, wiping the back of hedhatross her
eyes. 'l expect Mother will be waiting impatientby us.’

The journey to her mother's was accomplished iensg¢ and
Madeline was ready on the step, waiting for theer. &/es widened
appreciatively as she slid into the luxurious aubie. This was her
idea of living. Luxury had always appealed to MaueStacey.

Paul assisted her in and then slid back in besiaeerK His thigh
brushed against hers and Karen felt somethingaliikelectric shock
at the touch of his body. She was so overwhelmioghscious of the
nearness of him that it was like a physical pais. éyes looked into
hers for a moment, probingly, and she felt hertfkater and sub- »
side again as he turned on the ignition.

Her mother spoke and broke the tension.

'‘Which hotel is Sandra staying at?' she askedgaduhg her remarks
to them both.

Paul expertly passed a stationary vehicle and $h&h

‘The Barn Owl.' He smiled dryly. 'It's hardly a @btVore of a public
house.'

'Oh, Paul!" exclaimed Madeline. 'Sandra! Staying place like that.
Is it in Brighton?'

'‘No, just outside. A village called Barneton, libeé. Simon gave me
directions. It's apparently clean, and quite gdoeljvent on, glancing
at Karen. 'Simon has often taken his girl-frierfosré for drinks.'

'And the rest,' cried Madeline achingly. 'ReallsguR how can Simon
act so rashly? And he a married man, too.'



'‘Don't ask me,' answered Paul coolly. 'I'm notkasper, any more
than you are Sandra's.'

Madeline looked hurt, and Karen reached for hearetjes. She lit
two and handed one to Paul. He took his naturaliyhaugh they had
always done this. It had been a favourite hakih@&old days, but no
longer.

The journey to Bameton was accomplished in an AodrPaul drove
through the village to the Barn Owl.

It turned out to be a rather olde worlde public$®with black beams
and brick fireplaces. Karen quite liked the lookta@ind said so. Paul
turned the car into the small car park. The Fasda/dwarfed the
rather limited parking space.

Paul slid out, followed by Karen, and while he leelfMadeline out,
Karen pulled on her coat. Paul too, put on thekthiaffel-coat lying
on the back seat, for the scent of the sea wasstgkable and the
wind blowing offshore was cold and damp.

They walked through a low door into the buildinguPhad to bend
his head and even Karen felt she only just madeder the beam. It
was not yet opening time and the place looked teteAn elderly
woman appeared from behind the reception desk apdoached
them stiffly.

‘Yes, can | help you?' she said, taking in thejresgpance at a glance.
She obviously recognized the cut of Paul's clofbean ingratiating
smile came to her thin lips and she waited patdntl his reply.

'‘We're looking for a Miss Sandra Stacey,' repliadiiEmoothly. 'l
understand she is staying here.’

The woman looked surprised. 'There's no one ofrthate here,' she
denied politely. 'I'm afraid you've come to the mg@lace.'



Paul was unperturbed. "Then did a young girl regisére either late
last night or early this morning?'

The woman's eyes narrowed. 'Well... I... yes, asNNgcholson she
said her name was.'

Madeline gasped audibly and the woman said suslgio
'Is she in trouble? Or are you friends of hers?'

'‘She's in no trouble,' replied Paul. 'This is hethmr and sister. She
ran away from home yesterday, and we have comaddeér.'

'Oh." The woman relaxed. 'l see.’
‘And is she in?' asked Madeline impatiently. 'l raexe her.’

‘Yes. She's in her room,' said the woman, slowlygb and tell her
you're here.'

'‘Don't bother,' said Paul shortly. 'If you tell meother which room is
hers, | think she would like to see her alone fariaute.'

The woman frowned but shrugged. 'Very well. Do tlerstand that
Miss Nicholson will be checking out again today?'

Paul bit his lip. 'l expect so, why?'

'‘Well, it's been very inconvenient for me,' shedsaiitatedly. 'l've
had to put clean sheets on that bed and make Spexads..

Paul looked cynical. 'l think we can settle tha¢,' murmured with an
understanding smile, and the woman smiled in return



It was blackmail, thought Karen, sickened by hertheads total
disregard for this angle. She was too eager to 8addra and no
doubt tell her how foolish she had been but thatfeihgave her.

The woman showed Madeline which room to go to &ed she and
Paul disappeared into the office behind the recaptiesk, while
Karen wandered aimlessly into the lounge. It waega pleasant
room, with small tables and a long, low bar, qoi of character to
the rest of the building.

She was not there alone long before Paul joinedoutting his wallet
back into his pocket. She flushed, feeling unreabbynguilty.

‘This is quite a nice place,' she said, forcingékito speak lightly.

'l shall like it better when we're leaving it bethjrhe replied harshly.
'‘We're going straight back to London and to a dolckmow.'

‘A doctor? For Sandra?' Karen looked surprised.

'Of course. | want this myth solving one way or diiger. | personally
don't believe that so convenient a thing as a lzalyd happen. It
might be true, of course, and by seeing a doctocaveconfirm it,
right?'

Karen clasped her hands together.

'‘Oh, Paul, | really hope she has been making ieupn though it's a
cruel and horrible thing to do. What a relief itwlad be!'

'l know," Paul smiled at her suddenly, his eyeswand gentle. 'And
| personally will have something to say to our M&andra if itis all
lies. Poor old Simon! | really felt sorry for hirhi$ morning.'

Karen shivered and wrapped her coat round her warhhle room
was unheated and cold and she felt frozen. Paukithick coat and



dark suit looked strong and vital and she felt ritteveak and
defenceless. If only she dare tell him how she feating. What
would he say? Would he remind her of his othergattions and of
the fast approaching date of his marriage?

‘Tell me,’' she said suddenly. 'Did you have lungh wuth?’

Paul shook his head. 'As far as | know, Ruth hadtHuwith her
parents. Why?'

'l just wondered whether she objected to your cgndiown here this
afternoon.’

Paul looked thoughtfully at her.

'‘No, She did not object,’ he remarked smoothly.dWRuth thinks
now is of no consequence to me.'

'No consequence ..." echoed- Karen wildly, unablg@revent the
sudden leaping of her heart.

Paul looked down at her and she felt her face hgrrat the
expression in his eyes. What did it mean? Whattditl mean?

And then, before any more could be said there famtsteps in the
hall and Sandra came stalking angrily into the gmyrfollowed by a
tearful Madeline. She looked utterly dejected aefilaahtly youthful.

‘Well, well. Hello, Sandra,' said Paul, reluctantipving away from
Karen. 'What a pleasant surprise!'

Sandra flushed scarlet. 'Don't make me laugh,sattecoldly. 'What
Is this? The Sunday school outing?’

'‘No. The posse,' replied Paul, a smile playing ddus mouth. '‘Aren't
you pleased to see us, honey?'



‘You don't need me to answer that,’ said Sandierlit

‘True enough,' said Paul, the smile leaving hig.fddo you know
what a menace you are, young, woman? Come on.dautdihere's
your suitcase?'

'It's in the hall,' said Madeline weakly. 'Have ypaid the bill... if
there was one?'

'l've given her freedom to go if that's what youaménodded Paul.
'‘Come on. Let's get out of here.'

The car was deliciously warm after the lukewarmehaind even
Sandra found the luxurious comfort enjoyable alfter poky little
room and hard-sprung bed.

Paul drove out of the car park and then trod onatteelerator and
sent the car surging forward.

Then he said bluntly: 'So you're expecting a b&andra?'

Sandra was obviously not expecting such a frorntatk and looked
mildly uncomfortable.

'In November,' she said defiantly.
"Quite a long way off,' he remarked dryly. 'Are yguite sure?’
Karen bit her lip and glanced back at her sistzéslet face.

'Of course | am sure,' replied Sandra coldly. "Wierhave ways of
knowing these things, you know. I'm not a child.’

'I'm sure you're not,' agreed Paul smoothly. 'Adclhiouldn't have
thought out this complicated plan. Just out ofrede how did you
get here, anyway?'



'l came down last night. | hitched a lift in a kptr

"You did what!" exclaimed Madeline. '‘Good lord, 8em you might
have been raped or murdered. You foolhardy infant!'

'l am not an infant,' gasped Sandra churlishlyu™don't understand
at all, none of you.'

"No, and nor do you,' replied Paul easily. Youraipretty desperate
situation, young Sandra.'

'‘How do you make that out? | love Simon. What cdagdsimpler?’

'It would be simpler if Simon loved you,' repliedu® cruelly. ‘Would
you care to hear what he said this morning whemolte me your
address ?'

'He told you my address?' she gasped. '‘Oh, hovd ¢w#'
'How do you think we found you?' exclaimed Karempatiently.
'l suppose so,' said Sandra dully. 'All right, Ratiat did he say?'

'He begged me to come down here today and telltjatihe was
through. Why else do you think | am here? Don't §ook he would
have come to find you himself if he really lovedifb

Sandra was looking a little less sure of herself.
'He's going to get a divorce,' she cried shrilly.

'l think not,' said Paul coldly. 'One has to beetto be kind, Sandra.
Poor Simon has no intention of marrying you. Coybdi imagine
him saddled with a wife and child without a job@drtainly won't
help him.'



Sandra burst into tears. 'Some brother, you are!tsed bitterly.

Paul shrugged. 'Whatever | may be is beside th&.ddnonestly tell
you, Sandra, Simon doesn't want to marry you. Heyed your
company, but he usually loves a girl and then Isdwas. You must
have known his reputation. You have only yourselblame.'

'‘But the baby!" she cried pitifully. 'lIt's Simordsaby. He has got to
marry me.'

'Is that why you made it up?' asked Paul blunilg. force Simon's
hand?'

‘Made it up?' Sandra was shocked into speechlessnes

Paul shrugged, and Karen wondered if he had gaméato Sandra
was very pale and wan, and she began believingstteateally was
pregnant.

‘Karen!" wailed Sandra at last. 'Are you goingebHim speak to me
like that? Your own sister?"

Karen bit her lip and glanced sideways at Paull'®ayes were dark
and enigmatic.

'‘Leave Karen out of this!" he muttered. 'lIt hashimgg to do with her.
You got yourself into this and you alone can getrgelf out.'

‘And you don't believe me!" exclaimed Sandra. 'Paulways liked
you, | even thought | was in love with you oncewHoan you be so
cruel!’

‘Sandra! You've said you're not a child. Very vieéin, you must be
treated as an adult. And as an adult | don't thimk are expecting a
baby. In fact, I'd go so far as to bet on it.'



Madeline began to cry. It had been too much foramer Karen felt a
ridiculous desire to laugh. What a queer bunch these, the Stacey
family. Little wonder if Paul found little to apple@ him in herself.

'‘Well, I am," insisted Sandra at last 'l really ‘am.

‘Then we'll go directly to my own doctor and confirt,’ said Paul
abruptly. Karen thought he looked rather disgusted and she
wondered seriously whether Sandra could be lying.

‘A doctor?' It was obvious from Sandra's face thla¢ had not
considered this contingency. 'l don't need to ss&ctor for ages yet.'

‘Maybe not, but | want this settled once and farlalou're telling
the truth you have nothing to be afraid of.’

Sandra burst into violent sobbing. 'You're agamst You're all
against me. Even Simon is against me, going awhlptongham and
never even bothering to write. | had to do somethirt Her voice
trailed away.

Karen felt sick. It was pretty obvious now that &anhad indeed
been lying all the time. Madeline was speechlesafmoment and
then she said:

'"You bad, wicked girl! How dare you act like thishearly killed me,
do you realize that?'

'l love Simon, | love him, | love him!" cried Samdrignoring her
mother. 'Doesn't anybody care?'

'‘We all care what happens to you,' said Paul ssingiy. 'Be thankful
you really are all right. It could so easily haweh true, couldn't it?'

'Yes. Simon knows that. That's why...'



‘That's why he was so panic-stricken,' finished Bamly. 'All right,
Sandra. You can calm down now.'

He was unutterably relieved. For a moment theredtewondered if
his hunch had been wrong. If it had he would hageetted his harsh
words although they were all true.

'You can't get everything you want, simply by deeid lies," said
Karen angrily. 'Sandra, you sicken me, you reatly [dave you no
decent feelings for anyone but yourself?'

Sandra did not reply and Karen lit two cigarettas] after handing
one to Paul she drew on hers thankfully. The cvisis past and now
she felt dreadfully aware of the anti-climax.

Sandra cried the rest of the way home. Her facebledshed and her
eyes were puffy, but she was still as defiant &s.ev

Once at her mother's house, they all went insid® Wwas waiting for
them, but withdrew when she saw Sandra's swollatufes. Now
was not the time for platitudes. Sandra flung leet ©n to a chair in
the hall and would have gone upstairs, but Paujltalier arm, his
face grim.

'l want a word with you, young woman," he said fyncome on, in
here.’

He manoeuvred her into the sitting-room, closing tloor firmly
behind them, leaving Madeline and Karen in the.hsladeline
frowned and would have opened the door, but Kaneolsher head,
stopping her. Whatever Paul had to say to Sandudve better said
in private.

In the sitting-room Sandra faced Paul with onlytteelof her former
defiance. Her ruse to claim Simon utterly had thiiserably and
she felt unaccountably relieved for some reasonthait was over.



She had known all along, of course, that she wasgyrbut that had
not helped. If only her mother had not created saicdotton wool
world around her she might have grown up moreHli&een and thus
would not have felt the need to break out and slevekybody. She
supposed it was basically a sense of insecurithded on her
mother's rather weak attempts at motherhood.

She listened to Paul's steadfast voice explainavg$he had hurt her
mother and caused anxiety to them all. He barelytimeed Simon,
and she supposed he thought that Simon deservetioines of
purgatory he had spent He was probably right. Attioment Simon
seemed very different from the gay companion sliekmown and
believed she had loved.

Afterwards he let her go and she went upstairgpair her make-up
and make herself presentable. Paul met Karen ihdhe

She smiled. 'Thanks, for everything,' she murmured.
'‘Don't thank me,' he said softly. 'Now, are you sanwith me?'
Karen hesitated. 'Mother is still very upset,’ bhgan.

‘All right," Paul nodded. 'How about later, then® \WWould have
dinner.’

Karen clasped her hands together. 'l have to se&slat half-past
seven, I'm afraid.’

Paul's expression hardened. 'Indeed?' he muttéteat's that, then.'
Karen shrugged helplessly. 'I'm sorry, Paul. Bugver thought...'

Don't worry,' he said coldly. ‘It wasn't important.



Karen felt cold inside. 'l have to go to the officehe explained
awkwardly. 'But | don't expect | shall be long."'

Paul hesitated. He wanted to believe her.

‘All right,’ he murmured, his eyes softening. 'Habout coming to
the apartment after you leave Martin? We could lthaeer there, if
you like.'

It couldn't be true! Paul was actually asking hergo to his
apartment!

That would be wonderful,' she whispered. Ruth cagldpossibly be
bothering him now. But why? The prospect was btaéthg.

'‘Good.' He bent his head swiftly and kissed hertmoand then he
was gone.

Karen stood immobile. Gould this be really true?eBuit was not a
dream after all this time. She wanted it to be.t@ie, how she wanted
it to be true.

Things were at last beginning to make sense. Samalsahome and
was no longer in any danger from Simon. In addjtibdaren should
go back to Paul she would have the guiding hand fion that she so
badly needed. Madeline would be pleased, of codwmsemore
mercenary reasons, but for Karen it was Paul hirtiza she wanted,
now and always.

She left her mother after having tea and sandwialitbsher. Sandra
had emerged from her room looking suitably chasteaerd although
Karen doubted whether Paul's lecture would havelang-lasting
effects she was undoubtedly prepared to be morabdeni

Karen walked back to her flat, enjoying the feetrad cool night air
on her face. It was a clear, starlit evening and fit the old



excitement welling up in her. Tonight she was te Baul again and
for no other reason than that he had asked h@ihtre would be no
discussions about Sandra or Simon or Ruth. Onlynseéves and
nothing else.

She dressed in a dark red velvet shift and wordoese mohair coat.
She looked bright-eyed and sparkling but couldhedp it. She was
happy! Happy as she had not been, £or years.

The offices of Lewis Martin Textiles were in darkseapart from the
one light at the top of the building where Lewisltas office. Karen
felt her pleasure wilt slightly as she enteredahiding, and tentative
fingers of apprehension probed her mind. Shruggihghe feeling,

she took the lift up to his office. She knocked amiered to find
Lewis sitting at his desk, doodling on a pad withad-point pen.

She thought he looked edgy and tired and his yswall-dressed
appearance was marred by the looseness of his aallethe ruffled
untidiness of his hair. He seemed to have beeningnms hands
through it often, and Karen wondered what was tingbhim. He
was definitely a disturbed man, and she felt ratimmomfortable in
his presence.

At her entrance he rose to his feet, his eyes swgéyer appearance
with studied intensity.

‘Ah, Karen," he murmured, a smile coming to his.ligvon't you sit
down?'

Karen subsided on to the low chair opposite him #muked
expectantly at him. Lewis seated himself also aattied her as she
lit a cigarette. To her annoyance her fingers wegenbling, and
Lewis noticed this.

‘Are you cold, Karen?' he asked.



'‘No.' She repudiated the suggestion with a foroeites
'‘Nervous, then?' he murmured, his anile mocking.

'‘Why should | be nervous of you, Lewis?' she askietermined to
retain a lightness in her manner.

He shrugged. 'Why, indeed? You know | only haverywealfare at
heart, don't you, Karen? I've always been a goahdrto you,
haven't | ?'

Karen bit her lip. What was he leading up to?
"Yes, Lewis,' she murmured in reply. 'l think so.".

‘You think so,' he echoed. 'What do you mean by rimark?' His

eyes narrowed and Karen wished she had not sdithpse words.

Truthfully, she would like to have cleared up thesiness of Lewis
informing Paul that they were lovers, for there hinesan explanation
for that, but she decided that this was not the mar the place. It was
too delicate a matter. 'Don't read anything intonemwarks, Lewis,’'

she said. 'lt was a completely innocent statement.

'‘Lewis hesitated a moment and then nodded andtoodsis feet. He
had lit a cigarette and drew hard on it.

'I'm very glad you came, Karen,' he said.
'‘Well ... shall we get on, then?' she asked & Iridrvously.

Lewis ran a hand through his hair again. 'AH indjome, Karen,' he
said. 'l really wanted to talk to you, you knowgdt so little chance
these days. You're always so busy.'



Karen frowned. 'Hardly that, Lewis. I've been hetpio keep Sandra
from breaking her heart over Simon Frazer, if thathat you mean.
I'm sorry if you think I've been neglecting my work

‘You mentioned work, | didn't,’ he murmured witle@d smile. 'We
used to be such close associates, Karen. Latelhgeoen't seemed to
want to see me at all. You rarely come in to tHeef

Karen shrugged and felt herself going red.

‘That's not true, Lewis,' she protested. "We wekenvery close. You
always knew we could never be more than friends.’

'Friends? Ah, yes, friends. And is Paul Frazeremf of yours now?'
Lewis's eyes glittered strangely.

'‘Paul and 1?7 Well, that's our affair, surely?' sbplied awkwardly,
resenting his manner and yet somehow afraid tolpmertagonize
him in this mood.

You have been seeing a lot of him lately,' said isewa monotone.
'‘And I've just told you why," She exclaimed hastily

Lewis frowned. 'And | suppose you now know he'skbro his
engagement to Ruth Delaney?'

There it was at last. Paul was free. It was truedlfy true! She tried
to contain her excitement, but it must have shawhar face for he
looked piercingly at her, his eyes burning.

'‘No,' she said at last, 'l didn't know that. How gou find out?'

'l had lunch with Ruth today.'



Karen was astounded. 'You had lunch with Ruth?Buth doesn't
know you.'

'‘No, | agree. Before today we were strangers, batrang me up
because she knows how | feel about you and consdygughe
thought we might be able to help each other. Y@, ske still wants
Paul Frazer just as much as | want you.'

Karen blinked her eyes rapidly. This conversati@s Wast becoming
too personal. Was this what she had been uncorstgiafraid of?
Lewis's growing obsession with herself and the stewwn which had
been inevitable? He was obviously strung up andpéssionate
absorption which he had always shown for his wdklseemed to
have been turned on her.

'‘Lewis!" she exclaimed. You know that whatever el couldn't
marry you.'

'| disagree.' His face was grim. Until Frazer cdmaek into your life
you were drifting into a relationship with me thabuld have
eventually led to marriage.'

'‘No!" The word was torn from her. 'l couldn't maygu, Lewis. Ever.
| think | ought to tell you now, I'm resigning frothe company. We
can't go on in this way any longer.’

'l agree,' he muttered, his voice harsh. "That'g Wdsked you here
this evening. But don't think you can just cast ase&le like an old
shoe. I've done everything for you, Karen, foundi y® home,
employed you, most of all loved you ...’

Karen felt awful. His degeneration shocked herusirg her pity. v .

'Oh, Lewis!" she exclaimed. 'I'm so sorry. Trulgrh, but we were
never meant to be married, you and I. You're tketine and I'm sure
I'm not your type.'



Lewis was going red in the face and she cried arskyo
‘Are you all right?'

‘All right?' he echoed angrily. 'How can | feel aght when | watch
you ruining your life for a second time?'

Karen frowned. 'I'm not ruining my life, Lewis.'

You're considering going back to Frazer, aren't?ydwe sneered,
bitterly. 'l thought you had more self-respect, édrCan't you see
he's only leading you on to spurn you, once again?'

‘Then why has he broken his engagement to Rutke?estlaimed,
aware that Lewis's words still had the power toudisher.

Lewis shrugged. 'How should | know? Maybe he toéder, too.'

Karen bent her head. There was still an elemefag€ in Lewis's
words. Why should she imagine that Paul's intaresier was any
more than a physical attraction? Hadn't he himsaidl almost the
same thing that day at Trevayne?

She looked up. 'Whatever | decide to do, Lewis,nt concern of
yours,' she said clearly. 'And | won't change mgdrgo far as you are
concerned! It's no good, Lewis. You're too old !’

Lewis's face contorted at her words. 'l wasn'tdiobfor you when it
came to citing me as co-respondent in your divaua#' he said
violently. 'You used me, Karen, and you can't diéhy

Karen shook her head unhappily. 'Oh, Lewis, you ldi@ti let me
fight the case. You know we were innocent. You krmeswcould have
proved it.'

'How, answer me that!'



Karen got unsteadily to her feet. 'No, you answerswmething,' she
retorted, gathering confidence from indignationrowHwas it that a
witness should certify that we spent that particuaight in the flat

together? It was only one night, so why were weantbaut?'

Lewis bent his head, avoiding her eyes. 'Obviotslyl was already
seeking a divorce. He had detectives—'

‘Well, how jolly convenient!" cried Karen hotlyhdt's all | can say. If
| didn't know you better, I'd half- believe you preed the whole
thing!'

‘Karen!" He was staring at her with horrified ey#$ow can you
insinuate such a thing? | - who have always had yall-being at
heart.'

‘Well, maybe | can do without your help,' she samjering a heavy
paperweight that was lying at her side of the desk.

'‘Can't you see,' he exclaimed, shaking his heaat, [tonly want to
support you and care for you, be the person youuwarto in times of
trouble?' He came round the desk to her side. tkKdre reasonable!
You know I'm the only person who loves you to distion.’

Karen stepped away from him. 'l really think | ougd be going,
Lewis," she said uncomfortably. 'Obviously, yourreao mood to talk
about work, and I'm in no mood for anything else.’

Lewis halted, his eyes glittering with his angBon't despise me so
much, Karen,' he muttered. 'One day you may wishhad listened
to mel'

‘Are you threatening me, Lewis?"

'‘No, not threatening, Karen, only advisifgaul Frazer!'His voice
grated over the words. 'That man has been thedfang life!'



Karen looked at him squarely. 'You must know, Lewist | love
Paul. | always have and | guess | always will. €@in,a time you
convinced me | was being foolish, and | began itakthwas fooling
myself, but it's no good, | see that now. I'm safrijve hurt you,
Lewis, but there's nothing | can do."

Lewis caught her shoulders when she would have chaway, and
thrust his face close to hers. 'Once before Fithpeight you were my
mistress,' he said harshly. 'But either he's aeceftat it was a
fleeting thing on your part or else you've told Hime truth and he's
chosen to believe you. | wonder what his reactionlalbe, however,
if he found that you were my mistress- now.'

Karen stared at him incredulously. ‘What do you m?ahe asked
breathlessly, hardly daring to consider what he suagesting.

Lewis's eyebrows raised. 'Surely you know what amehe taunted
her. 'This office building is deserted, and we'lena. What's to
prevent me from making love to you? Or should |'wap ?'

Karen was horrified. 'You're crazy!" she exclaimgldncing towards
the door involuntarily, wondering if he was readgrious.

Lewis shrugged. 'Am 1? Why do you say that? Yoarbeautiful
woman, Karen, the only woman I've ever really lavathy should
you imagine | would hesitate to take every changadke you mine -
to rid myself of annoying competition? Because @luaety, Frazer
wouldn't want you after | had regaled him with thetails of your
surrender!’

'Oh, you're vile - evill' she exclaimed, shaking head from side to
side. 'Lewis, stop talking like this! We've beelefids. Don't destroy
everything between us!

She struggled to free herself, and as her fingeished the desk they
encountered the solid mass of the paperweight.fidgers closed



over it, and then relaxed again. What did she ohterdo with it? Hit
him over the head? Oh, that would be too melodriahiEtese things
just didn't happen any more. Lewis would come $sosleinses. He was
merely trying to frighten her, that was all. Even she didn't care for
his humour.

Lewis released her suddenly, and she almost faticlung the chair
weakly to support herself. "'Thank goodness,' shenmured weakly,
and then she realized he was closing the door amihg the key
firmly in the lock. 'Lewis!" she exclaimed incredukly, but he
seemed indifferent to her pleas.

She lifted the paperweight again, and considerelhiguat him. But
to do so to stop him would require more strengémtbhe possessec
and instead she turned and hurled it through timelov behind her,
There was the hideous sound of crashing glasshemdsilence.

Lewis was flabbergasted for a moment. '"You destredittle fool!"
he snarled angrily. 'Have you any idea of the ocbst window like
that?'

Karen glared at him, trying to hide the fear thahaswrapidly
overtaking her. "You talk to me about destructiostie cried
indignantly. 'Haven't you destroyed plenty of thanig your time? My
marriage, for example.'

'You believe that of me?' he cried tormentedly.

Suddenly there was a knocking at the outer dodghefoffice, and
Lewis turned frowningly, while Karen felt a surgerelief.

‘Martin!" came a familiar voice. 'Open this doonvant to speak to
you!'

Karen's eyes widened. 'Oh, Paul!" she called, shalief. 'Paul, I'm
here!'



The knocking increased, and with resignation Lemnfocked the
door and admitted the other man. Paul's eyes ftew fKaren to
Lewis and then back to Karen again.

‘Are you all right?' he asked, his eyes blazingiang
Karen nodded silently, and wrapped her coat closkebut her.

‘Yes, yes, I'm fine,' she said at last, trying topsher lips from
trembling.

Lewis walked to his desk and then turned to faeenthPaul studied
the older man's face savagely. 'If you'd harmedl! tleink | would
have killed you,' he bit out violently.

Lewis's pale face was flushed. 'l never touched hedenied, coldly.
‘Now - or ever!'

Paul glanced at Karen, and she swallowed hard.-Yyou locked the
door,' she whispered.

Lewis sneered. 'Only to frighten you. I've nevgrecha woman yet,
and | don't intend to start now," he snapped harShihke your little
woman, Frazer, and get out of here. | never wase®either of you
again.'

'‘Wait outside, Karen,' said Paul quietly, and Kahesitated only a
moment before doing as she was told.

She walked along to the lift, and waited impatigrghivering a little.
There were few sounds from the office and she watehat Paul
was saying to him. Then there was a noise likeaakgrand a thump,
and a few minutes later Paul joined her, puttindnisrgloves.



She looked questioningly at him and he smiled wrylye just done
something I've wanted to do for a very long tirhe,femarked. 'Now,
shall we go back to the apartment?'

Karen nodded.

The warmth of the apartment had never seemed mei@ming. A
table had been laid for two in the alcove and Kamaried.

'Oh, Paul,' she murmured, 'you don't know how goaito be here
with you!

Paul's fingers tightened on her hand, and she arerfAfter - after -
well, all that excitement, do you think | could ¢ga& shower? | feel all
hot and sticky.'

Paul smiled. 'Okay. You know where it is. I'll gatavers to delay
dinner for a few minutes."'

‘All right.'

‘You'll find a robe hanging on the bathroom doadded Paul
suddenly. 'That is, if you need it.'

Karen gave him a questioning glance, and then tuaveay. Did he
mean what she thought he meant? Or was Lewis rig@t®anted an
affair!

Leaving him, she went through the bedroom to thlarbam and
stripping off her clothes she stepped under thevehoShe allowed
the water to cascade over her aching body, lovitgg dleansing
feeling it gave her. It was as though she was vagshll traces of
Lewis from her mind as well as her body.



Her hair was soaking when she had finished, so rabbed it
thoroughly with the thick bath towel, and afteridgyherself she put
on the white bathrobe she found on the door.

Then she crossed to the mirror and combed heirftaismoothness
again. It was still damp and clung against her naftier slipping her
feet into a pair of bath mules she walked backéoldunge.

Paul had removed his jacket and was stretched wua couch,
smoking a cigarette, his head resting against &i@os He rose
abruptly at her entrance and said:

'Sit down. I'll get you a drink.’

‘Thank you.' Karen subsided on to the couch andrbgsed to the
cocktail cabinet and poured her a whisky, addinly anittle soda.
He handed her the drink and then she said: 'Sind&aul. There's
something | would like to know. How did you comedat the office
at the crucial moment?'

Paul shrugged his shoulders but remained stantlimad a telephone
call from Ruth when | got back to my apartment iearin the
evening. It was about the time when you were gtongeet Martin.
She had met him for lunch today and she had rehlierewas in one
hell of a state. To begin with, she had played@lith him because
she hoped he might be able to persuade you to rharryand thus
distract, my attention from you once and for all.’

Karen shivered in anticipation. "Your attentionfie squestioned.
‘Paul, are you serious?"'

Paul loosened his collar. He looked down at heln péssionate eyes
and then with a muffled exclamation he pulled heirio his arms.

‘The drink ..." she began, as his mouth soughddftaess of her neck.



‘To hell with the drink,' he muttered harshly, dnd mouth parted
hers passionately. Then his fingers caressed lwerddrs, pushing
the gown aside and seeking the warmth of her thiKaten,' he
groaned, 'l adore you. | never stopped loving yaw, believe that,
don't you? However much | tried to convince youeoiise: You
must marry me again!'

Karen pushed him slightly away from her. 'Darlinghe breathed,
finish what you were saying about Ruth. | wankmow.'

Paul sighed. 'Well, selfish and spoilt as Ruth widedly is, she's not
a fool, and Lewis's manner was so strange she @algndecided

she'd better call me and let me know that he hatllea intended
having things out with you tonight. | was worriexty | decided to
come to the offices to meet you. When | arrived aedrd glass
breaking | dashed up to the top floor. When Lewisred the door
and | saw you standing there looking so shockedpahe, | really

could have killed him!'

Karen sighed. 'Oh, Paul, | can't help, but feetsfor him.'
'‘Why?' Paul was relentless. 'He did his best to ouir lives.'

'l know. But honestly, Paul, surely you must haweilsted that |
could have an affair with someone like him?'

Paul frowned. 'Maybe | did. But you don't know thkole truth of
that affair, | fear. Martin came to see me beftwedivorce. He told
me you and he were lovers and that you wanted @avout didn't
wish to see me yourself. | had to believe him. He w0 adamant, and
| had no reason to doubt his word at that timeeAdtll, you made no
attempts to see me at all, after the separation ...

'‘Lewis told me it would be better not to,"' she mured, sighing now.



'Yes ... well... | told him | would need definitegoef and he agreed to
supply it. He gave me details of a night he wowddspending at your
flat, and | hired a private detective to make etreng official. The
detective reported that Martin had indeed stayaaat flat all night
and | had to believe him. | was furious, and accgydo Martin there
had been other nights. That was the beginning...'

Karen swallowed hard. It was hurtful to think ofWie deliberately
ruining their marriage like that. Heartlessly, ottiynking of himself.

"He stayed at the flat because he said it wasati®otdb go home after
we'd finished working. He said he would sleep om ¢buch and |
agreed it would save him having to go all the wayHampstead.
Paul, that's the truth.’

Paul smiled and drew her close. 'Oh, | believe 'yoaisaid softly. 'l
can see now how easy it is to be deceived.'

‘Thank goodness,' she whispered. 'l never wantsthioaway, you
know. If you'd only let me know you wanted me | webhave come
running.'

‘And now?"
‘That's up to you,' she whispered. 'Can you behate me back?'

Paul's mouth caressed her neck. 'l can't bearttyde go," he
muttered. 'Does that answer your question?’

"Oh, yes,' she breathed.
‘Are you hungry?' he asked gently.

'‘Only for you," she replied, sliding her arms roumd neck. "You
aren't going to send me home, are you? Until wegedira licence?"



'‘Now what do you think?' he murmured, lifting herdby into his
arms.



