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I cried for madder music and for stronger wine,


But when the feast is finish’d and the lamps expire,


Then falls thy shadow, Cynara! the night is thine;


And I am desolate and sick of an old passion,


Yea, hungry for the lips of my desire:


I have been faithful to thee, Cynara! In my fashion.


Ernest Dowson



PROLOGUE

SHE looked very young and peaceful, the individual lines of her face smoothed to a childlike innocence. The lashes were dark against the marble pallor of her skin; the mouth softened as if in sleep, the lips only faintly pink. She looked utterly peaceful.

‘But why?’ Geoffrey asked himself, surprise uneasily replacing the momentary horror the sight of her had given him. ‘Why should she want to kill herself?”

At the same instant, Lucy’s mother said tearfully:

“She has so much to live for, Geoffrey. How could she?”

There was condemnation as well as bewilderment in the voice. She was the type who would disapprove of suicides on principle. The sight of her only daughter lying there in the strange hospital bed must have been a pretty ghastly shock.

“Lucy – oh, Lucy!” The cry was silent. If Mrs. Delavue had not been beside him, he would have dropped to his knees beside the bed and wept.

He walked across to the window and stared out across the hospital grounds. Rain was falling in a steady, slanting sheet. A nurse hurried across the grass, her scarlet cloak a flash of colour in the grey drabness of the February afternoon.

“Even the sky is weeping,” he thought, and was suddenly ashamed. This was no time to be pleased with himself for a poetic quotation.

He wanted suddenly to tell her – see if she would laugh. Her sense of humour could always come to the fore in emergencies – but this time he couldn’t test her reactions. There was nothing funny about all this. And even if she wanted to laugh, she couldn’t.

“I must go!” This time he spoke aloud. He couldn’t stay here in this antiseptic, impersonal room any longer. He wanted a drink. He wanted life – company – noise – anything that would drive away these morbid thoughts and the fear that this time he had lost her for good. There was still a chance – a faint hope. The doctor had said it depended on Lucy’s will to live.

“I must go,” he said again.

“Thank you for coming, Geoffrey. It was nice of you.”

Mrs. Delavue might have been a hostess seeing out a guest.

“If she knew,” Geoffrey thought, “she wouldn’t be so bloody polite.”

But then she didn’t know anything. If she had been the kind of mother in whom a daughter could confide, Lucy might not be here now.

They shook hands stupidly, like strangers. The woman’s were soft, white and beautifully manicured. Lucy’s were soft and …

“I’ll tell Clive you called.”

For God’s sake don’t do that. But he checked the words in time and said nothing. He gave another quick glance at the bed and the whole situation became suddenly nightmarish. It wasn’t Lucy lying there … it was all wrong, all impossible, all unreal.

“Goodbye!” he said abruptly, and went out of the room.

The dream-like quality persisted as he went down the stairs. Could Lucy somehow know he’d been with her? Lost to the world. Unconscious. Lost for ever to him. No. Lucy would be in the flat waiting when he got back! Her face not deathly pale at all but glowing, excited. She would say, breathlessly:

“I’ve got two whole days, Geoffrey – two days. Clive has gone to Bath for a conference. Two days – two nights …”

A long time ago she would have been quiet, nervous, ill-at-ease; worried about Clive finding out; worried about the children; worried about a thousand little tell-tale things which might have led to discovery.

But that phase was long past. Now, there was a whole-hearted abandon, a complete lack of consideration for anyone but himself. No, “now” was already in the past. Lucy wouldn’t, couldn’t be waiting for him. Lucy had wanted to put an end to her life, to her warm exciting beauty, to loving, living, and laughter.

“A double whisky – with water.”

The bar was nearly empty. He took the drink to a corner table where he had so often sat with her. Another pub would have been better – one they had never been to together. This place was full of memories, full of ghosts.

He downed the whisky and signalled the barman to bring the same again. Maybe he should get drunk. Drunks don’t think, can’t remember, don’t torture themselves with futile questions.

“Oh, Lucy, why? Was it my fault?”

He was still painfully sober.


CHAPTER ONE

SHE sat by the telephone in her bedroom, waiting for it to ring. She held a nail-file in her right hand but wasn’t using it. The clock on the table by Clive’s bed made a little “ting” as the big hand inched to the figure twelve. It was seven o’clock. This time twelve hours ago the alarm had rung. One of the tiny, unimportant things she noticed while she sat waiting for Geoffrey to telephone was the way the clock always “ting’d” although the alarm had not been wound up since exhausting itself in the morning.

The children were in bed, asleep. Diane slept on her face, the fair crisp curls, so like Clive’s, hiding her chubby five-year-old face from sight. Simon slept on his back in the same way that his mother did – his soft dark hair tumbling over his high, moist forehead. Geoffrey thought he looked like her … but Clive had often declared that Simon took after his paternal grandmother.

Her nerves began to grow taut as the minutes ticked by. Maybe this was one of the evenings when Geoff wouldn’t ring. There was never any guarantee – or promise.

“After all, darling, I might be anywhere at the time and I don’t want you to be disappointed at the last moment if I can’t ring.”

She sighed, remembering the tinge of impatience in Geoff’s deep, attractive voice. He hated being pinned down. As if she wouldn’t be disappointed in any event! As if she wouldn’t live through each day until seven o’clock, at first happily anticipating, then with mounting excitement eagerly awaiting; next would come the doubting; and finally, there would be the dreadful downward plunge of disappointment. Or the surge of paralysing relief.

Reason told her to get busy. When you were busy you didn’t feel so wretched. But she’d already put the casserole in the oven for Clive’s dinner; the table was laid, drinks put out, the cold sweet, a lemon mousse, in the fridge. There was nothing more to be done – except wait.

She stood up and walked over to her dressing-table. Her rather square, boyish hands picked up a hairbrush. She began to brush the soft dark waves of her hair with slow, steady movements. From the mirror, her eyes stared back at her, glittering, darker than mere brown. Geoff often hummed ‘Two lovely black eyes’ when he was in a teasing mood.

“Ring – ring, for God’s sake! I need to hear your voice, Geoff, Geoff …”

She started violently. The telephone shrilled. She sprang up to lift the receiver.

“Is Mrs. Morglade there, please?”

“Geoff, darling, yes – it’s me!”

Relief was so great, happiness, so intense, that she couldn’t even remember her grammar.

“Lucy! Darling, I’ve only got a few minutes so I’m afraid it can’t be a nice long chat. I just wanted to know how you were.”

Her hand was leaving damp moist marks on the telephone receiver. The intense happiness and relief was fading. Only minutes – just a few moments of time – and he’d be gone again. She couldn’t think of anything to say. Yet all day, she had been storing up a dozen small things to tell him.

“Lucy?”

“Yes, I’m here.”

“Love me?”

She closed her eyes, willing his image into her mind. She saw a tall, rather heavily-built man, broad-shouldered but with a youthful figure narrowing down to long athletic legs. She saw eyes the colour of sherry with dark curling lashes that should have belonged to a girl; a strong, slightly-Roman nose and a wide sensuous mouth The whole picture was that of an unremarkable man in his thirties, not exactly handsome but oddly attractive. No, terribly, terribly attractive. Did she love him? Was this frantic need of him which she felt born of love or infatuation? Or just sex?

“I wish you were here, with me, now.” Her voice was husky.

“When you talk like that, you do something to me, Lucy. My God, I wish I could be with you. When are you coming up to Town? When shall I see you again?”

“I might manage next week. Clive has a board meeting and he usually stays at his Club afterwards. I could tell him I was going to stay with a school friend.”

“You mean, you can manage a night?” He sounded surprised as well as pleased.

“I can’t promise – but I’ll try.”

“Well, let me know, darling. I’ll have to go now. I’ll ring you again in a day or two.”

Silence hung between them. She knew she should let him go without a fuss. He hated her to say “Oh, Geoff, just a few minutes longer!” He’d explained at great length that if he said he had to go it was because something really urgent was pending, and that she must not make things awkward for him. “I’ll never try to detain you when you say you have to go.” But that somehow was different. The only occasions on which she had to ring off suddenly were those when Clive came home in the middle of a call, or if one of the children ran unexpectedly into the room, or Ingrid, the German mother’s-help, came in.

“Lucy? You do love me, don’t you?”

“Yes! Where are you going, Geoff!”

“Theatre. And I really must rush. ’Bye for now, darling. I do love you.”

She kept the receiver to her ear long after they had been disconnected. It was childish – not the kind of behaviour for a woman of twenty-eight – a married woman …

She went back to her mirror and powdered her nose. She saw herself in a sharp instant of reality through Geoff’s eyes and knew that she was pretty; that her figure was good; that the dusty-pink silk dress was her colour. It was one of Geoff’s favourites. He’d told her, laughingly, it was terribly “sexy” – “does something to you – the way it clings, I think – or maybe it’s the colour.”

But Clive wouldn’t see it that way when he came home tonight. He wouldn’t notice what she wore provided it was conventional and suited the occasion.

She went downstairs and poured herself a drink, taking it across to the window seat in the bay and looking out over the garden. It was strange how a woman could be two people … a bit like a chameleon, changing colour to suit the beholder – not only as a form of self-defence. Clive had no interest in her as a woman. With him she was remote, formal, polite and chic because he expected these things of his wife; a little nondescript also, because that was what he wanted from the mother of his children. But never, never a real woman. Only with Geoff did she become one-hundred-per-cent female – aware of the shape of her body, of her smooth soft skin and long supple line of hips and legs.

She stood up abruptly and began to rearrange the mauve-pink lilac in the tall green glass vase. It wouldn’t do to start thinking this way right now. Any moment Clive would be home and she must appear cool and remote – not tense with unspent passion.

For the hundredth time she took up battle with herself. This – this torment of her senses which only Geoff could evoke could not be love. She didn’t love him. She could not afford to do so. There was no long-term solution to her problem. Clive would never agree to a divorce – or if by some miracle he did so, he would never let her have the children. And there was Geoff’s wife – a hopeless alcoholic who spent most of her life in clinics or nursing-homes. Geoff said of her:

“She can’t help herself. Besides, there are no grounds for divorce. I did once ask a solicitor friend of mine. I haven’t a hope. She isn’t unfaithful, neither is she mentally cruel. The fact is, between bouts, Barbara shows up as a devoted wife.”

So there were impossible barriers in the way of marriage between Lucy and Geoffrey. They could never have more than an “affair”.

The lilac suddenly blurred as tears stung her eyes. Depression, threatening all day, descended like a grey blanket of misery. If only something gay were happening this evening. If only Clive were the kind of husband to whom she could say: “Please, darling, take me out to dinner, or a flick. Let’s have fun!”

They never “had fun” together.

Lucy brushed the tears away and smiled. The thought in itself was grimly funny. Clive would frown, withdrawal would sweep across the smooth face. He would say with a touch of petulance:

“But why tonight? You never told me this morning you would like to go out and I’ve brought home some papers to work on.” Or: “Sorry, but I arranged to dig over the herbaceous border.” Or: “I planned to watch the boxing on TV tonight.”

Clive had to have plenty of warning. He was never, never impulsive. Even their love-making, in the days when they used still to make love, had been organized ahead of time. She would never, never forget the first time she had approached Clive some months after their marriage and indicated her physical need of him.

“But, Lucy, you know I have to be up early tomorrow. Let’s wait till Friday – then we can sleep it off Saturday morning.”

Had that been the beginning of the end between them? Or was it even on their honeymoon that she’d realized Clive was the wrong man for her? Verbally passionate but physically cold, he’d made love to her three times during those three weeks. She’d been so incredibly innocent, she hadn’t known that anything was wrong; she’d stamped on her own desperate longing for renewed contact with him and been only half-aware of unsatisfied passion and loneliness of spirits.

“If only he were a bad man!” she thought. “If only he drank, or was cruel or unfaithful!” But he was none of these things. He was just emotionally cold – cold even in moments of sensuality – utterly self-sufficient, independent …

“Lucy? I’m home!”

He came into the room now and gave her the customary peck on the cheek. He looked like hundreds of other husbands – neat city suit, white shirt, discreet tie – brown Anthony Eden hat and yellow gloves in hand.

He put a brief-case on one of the arm-chairs and handed her the evening paper before going across the room to pour himself a drink. His movements were the same every evening – predictable to the point of monotonous certainty.

“Been cold in Town today. What sort of a day have you had?”

“Not bad!”

No, not bad – just empty, meaningless, lonely. Diane and Simon had been to a birthday party, so her loneliness had been worse than usual.

Ingrid came in to say supper was ready. The three of them ate together in the dining-room. During the meal Clive spent most of the time giving Ingrid an English lesson. He enjoyed instructing her and the girl was eager to learn. Though plump, plain and typically Germanic to look at with her flaxen hair and round blue eyes, she was kind-hearted, willing and completely trustworthy. She had come to them for a year and stayed for three so far. It was because she was so dependable that Lucy could get away sometimes – be with Geoff.

After supper, Clive disappeared into his greenhouse. He was a keen week-end gardener. A man came three times a week to keep the place tidy. They could afford most of these small luxuries now that Clive was a Director in the firm. It made life easier. It was true – that saying that money could not buy happiness but could help to make one unhappy in comfort.

“Am I unhappy?” She sat in the window-seat, the evening paper unopened on her lap, her eyes looking inward – wide and unseeing.

She knew she was far too introspective; too emotional and intense. Women were happier if they were like cows – placidly accepting each day without questioning.

“It’s the artist in you, darling,” Geoff had said once. “All creative people are temperamental.”

But that wasn’t a valid excuse. Her mother, who wasn’t temperamental, had spent most of Lucy’s childhood telling her that “one must discipline oneself, become master of one’s emotions and never a slave to them.” Clive would agree. His heart never ruled his head. And Geoff – he was one of the lucky, practical, balanced ones. He controlled his life – holding the reins in strong determined hands and doing so, savoured each experience fully. He could lose himself in the act of love, but afterwards he would emerge fully controlled again.

“I can’t!” Lucy thought desperately. “I want more – always more.”

At first she had fought desperately against becoming involved with Geoff. Meeting him again two years ago for the first time since her marriage, she had suffered a sense of shock. At eighteen she had been madly, school-girlishly in love with him. He was managing his father’s publishing business. Lucy had sold him book-jackets. In those days she’d been very, very young. Her adoration had been silent. She had been content to hero-worship from a distance. Geoff, at twenty-six, seemed to her then an attractive man-of-the-world – not elderly, but mature. He was engaged to one of his authors – Barbara Mundy. A year later he had married her and she, Lucy, had met and married Clive.

Eight years passed before she met Geoff again – quite by chance at a dinner-party given by some of Clive’s friends. That was nearly two years ago now. Barbara had started drinking and Geoff seemed to be at a loose end. He told her that he remembered her and during the rest of the evening sat beside her, talking animatedly. She had suddenly felt the strong pull of his attraction – powerfully male.

“What about lunching with me in Town one day? How would tomorrow suit you?”

She had blushed and hated herself for it.

“I don’t think I could, Geoffrey. Clive …”

“You can say I’ve got some work for you – do you still do book-jackets? Anyhow, your husband doesn’t look the jealous type. Would he mind?”

She didn’t know. Until then she had never thought of being unfaithful to Clive. She blushed again at her own stupidity. Having lunch with Geoff surely did not come into the category of infidelity.

So they lunched together and she’d fallen once more under the spell of Geoff’s magnetism. Only this time it was different. This time it wasn’t enough to worship from afar.

“You’re the most attractive girl I’ve ever met, Lucy. I’m a little in love with you, you know. Come back to my flat and have a drink, or coffee, or something.”

She’d refused. Three times she lunched with him and each time refused. By then she knew quite a lot about Barbara and she had told Geoff more about Clive.

“Good heavens, Lucy, he can’t blame you if you want an affair, can he? If he doesn’t want you himself, he’s not in a position to grouse about it.”

“But I don’t think he can help being like that – he’s just, well, cold by nature, I suppose.”

“But you are not!”

(It was a statement of fact.)

“I don’t want an affair – I suppose I’m old-fashioned, but sex just for its own sake never did appeal to me.”

“Nor to me. But it isn’t only that between you and me. We understand each other – we’re in tune, mentally. We’re friends, too. I reckon there’s only a hair’s breadth between what we feel for each other now – and love.”

Love – love – was it love, or was it, after all, just Sex?

She didn’t know.

The first time had been a strange mixture of joy and fear. Geoff was very patient and when the moment came, swept aside her last-minute reluctance in a surge of passion that overwhelmed them both. Afterwards he was gentle, tender – the perfect lover.

“I can’t think how Clive can possibly leave you alone, Lucy. You’re so beautiful, so very beautiful.”

He touched her naked body, looked at her wonderingly, admiringly. It was as though only now that passion was spent he was able fully to appreciate her delicate loveliness; the camellia-purity of her skin, the exciting upward tilt of her breasts. Motherhood had not spoiled Lucy’s figure.,

Clive’s name brought back Lucy’s fears.

“I ought to go. What time is it, Geoff? I mustn’t miss the 5.18. If I’m late home, he’ll ask all sorts of questions and I don’t think I’d make a good liar. I wish …”

“… we hadn’t got to deceive anyone – I know.”

That was one of the things she appreciated in Geoff, his telepathic way of anticipating her thoughts and feelings.

“Do you have to lie, Lucy? Couldn’t you come to some kind of an agreement with him – you know the sort of thing – no divorce but each of you free to live your own lives.”

“He’d never agree to that. He just wouldn’t understand. Geoff, is it wrong? In one way I feel guilty but just now, well, somehow I didn’t feel there was anything wrong in it. It was so perfect.”

His eyes had darkened with laughter, crinkling at the corners in a way she now found herself watching for. He looked younger than thirty-four when he smiled; boyish, less cynical.

She put her hand against his cheek and half-smiling whispered:

“It was perfect for me. It’s never been like that before.”

With Clive, sex had been so one-sided – he giving and she the passive recipient. The quick satisfaction he achieved had often left her far behind, trembling and frustrated without knowing that it was his selfishness that was responsible. Now she knew how different it could be – how very different …

She kissed Geoff quickly, gratefully. She wanted to say “I love you! I love you!” But she wasn’t sure if that was true – or even if Geoff wanted her to say it.

“You’ll come and see me again soon, darling? You’ve only to let me know time and date and I’ll be waiting.”

He kissed her hands, each in turn as he spoke.

She dressed quickly, suddenly nervous and anxious to get home. Suppose somehow Clive were to find out she’d been here in Geoff’s flat? He’d certainly divorce her – adultery, in Clive’s eyes, would mean breaking one of the ten commandments.

She felt ashamed of herself – for giving way to a purely physical need. Even Geoff’s gentleness and that amiable, friendly approach he had to love, could not dispel her own deep-buried conviction that love affairs for married people were sinful – wrong. All the way home in the train, she thought about the hours she had spent with Geoff. She had been happy and fulfilled. If she had had this sort of experience before she’d married Clive, she would never have married him. But she hadn’t known. She had gone, virgin, to Clive. And perhaps even if she had had experience she might never have guessed that beneath Clive’s extravagant compliments, and eager embraces, lay that cold, empty heart – that silent hostility towards tender sentiments.

She was suddenly filled with a quite unreasoning pity for her husband. He had never known what sex could be like – the shared moment of joy and closeness, the being “one” with someone you loved.

Throughout the television play that night, she swung like a pendulum between love and hate for Geoff. It was possible to hate him for having shown her so painfully clearly the empty, meaningless mistake of her marriage to Clive. Geoff made it seem like that. She ought not to have let her meeting with him develop into an affair. Already the first shame-making lies had been told – the halting account of her day’s shopping; the averted gaze; the hesitant details of the lunch she’d never had with an old school friend called Marion Boothe. Already she was finding herself emotionally dependent upon Geoffrey – far more deeply involved than she had wished to be. She had stepped right into danger when she went back to Geoff’s place for her initiation into his kind of loving. She knew it now that it was too late.

That night, strangely enough, Clive wanted to make love. For the first time in their marriage she pretended to be ill and fell asleep, hating herself as much for rejecting Clive as she hated him for asking her.

He never asked her again.


CHAPTER TWO

HE knew that Lucy was in love with him.

The first few times she had come to the flat, he wasn’t sure. She seemed to give herself fully and quite wonderfully in the act of love, but before and afterwards there was a reticence, a withdrawal that intrigued and challenged him.

Now he knew that they were caught up together in the mixture of confusion and excitement of an affair.

He hadn’t meant it to be that way. But he’d been lonely, too. Barbara was more often in than out of hospital. He was virtually a bachelor. Still youthful and vigorous – comfortably-off and (according to his experience) attractive to the opposite sex – he had never had to go long without a woman. Sex alone meant little more to him than the satisfying of an appetite. He’d needed more. He wanted mental as well as physical companionship.

Lucy answered all his needs. The first time he had found her shy, a bit too immature, full of inhibitions, but beneath the surface she was all woman – the kind a man wanted. The kind he wanted. He was in love.

He telephoned her two or three times a week, making verbal love when actual meeting was impossible. But she had started to come up to London with increasing frequency. The excuses she made at the start became fewer and less binding as she began to organize her domestic life to leave her free to come to him.

Their meetings took on a pattern a new, serious design. The instant he saw her, he wanted to make love to her. But she was always a little shy, reluctant, fighting him in her mind. He had learned to be patient. He knew he must give her time to climb out of the skin she wore as Mrs. Clive Morglade. Then she would be his girl, his Lucy. She would stay like that until a half-hour or so before they parted again. Then once more she’d become remote, unapproachable, as she climbed back into the part of Clive’s wife and the mother of two children. For a while she seemed all his … and yet never quite all, a large part was so maternal. He found himself torn between a liking for this sweet, essentially-feminine part of her, and an almost childish jealousy and resentment of that part of her he couldn’t quite possess.

He tried her out.

“Would you leave Simon and Diane – if I could get free – if Barbara would divorce me?”

She wouldn’t play it as a game. She took his question seriously, changing colour, eyes widening with distress.

“Geoff, I couldn’t. I just couldn’t. Don’t ask me to choose.”

He felt a little cheap then for he had no intention of asking her. He was very tender when he took her in his arms. For a moment or two he hated himself as he tasted the salt of her tears on his lips. For the first time he thought seriously about marrying her – of how to get his freedom. Unfortunately, his wife also was in love with him. That was why she had started drinking.

“I love you too much, Geoff. All day when you are at the office, I sit and imagine you with other women!”

Her jealous possessiveness was pathological. There was no other woman in his life then, but she couldn’t believe it. The drinks that were solely ‘to pep her up’ after a row became essential – until they could not be controlled. He’d come home from the office and find her either asleep, snoring in the ugly way of the drunk, or in a maudlin, tearful, stupid haze. Either way was objectionable.

The doctor he finally called in couldn’t help much. He told Ba he wanted her to see a psychiatrist but she refused to admit that she needed medical help.

There were rows, endless, hideous scenes, long-drawn-out recriminations – reconciliations when her kisses left him bitter and tired – sorry for her, but no longer desiring her. For a few weeks she would seem normal. They’d pick up the threads of their social life until a chance remark from Geoff, or a casual glance of admiration at some girl who had been at one of their parties – and it would begin all over again. Barbara shouting – Barbara crying – Barbara rushing to the gin-bottle.

It was a relief when her health broke down and she had to go into a Home.

Oddly enough, Godfrey still loved her after a fashion. Perhaps it was an inherent loyalty – or pity for a person in the grip of a hopeless vice – or out of guilt because he must have failed her. If it hadn’t been for the drinking, they might have made a ‘go’ of their marriage. In fact, he was almost sure of it. They had similar backgrounds, mutual friends, and shared interests. They used to play golf and bridge together – they used to have fun abroad. She was a year younger, attractive in a dark, sultry, almost Oriental way. She had almond-shaped eyes, an olive skin and a thin, slinky figure. She used to be a gay, amusing companion. A born mimic, witty and clever. She could make people laugh – she might have done well on the stage. And she wore plain, elegant clothes. Nobody ever saw her nails unvarnished – her hair out of place, until she began to drink and the rot set in.

“She might pull herself together,” the doctors promised, “given time, and with your encouragement.”

Geoff visited her three times a week. They behaved as if nothing were wrong. She discussed his activities at home and at work quietly and reasonably. Her health improved. She came back to the flat, temporarily cured.

It was like a second honeymoon. They were closer than they’d ever been, full of sharp, sensual delight. The idyll lasted a bare month and then, following the same routine, she went back to the gin – to the disintegration of all his hopes or his own black despair.

Geoff began to ponder the question of divorce. Did he really want one? Ba might get better again – and stay better. She was on a new drug – it was still possible that a complete cure could be effected. If he divorced her, she’d assuredly go completely to pieces. He couldn’t have that on his conscience. Better to leave things as they were. Lucy, who had become his new love – his new world, wasn’t free in any case. Meanwhile they would go on meeting, being lovers as well as friends.

“I’d like your child!” she said that night as she lay against his chest, her cheeks flushed and warm with recent passion.

He was strangely touched – wanting suddenly exactly what she wanted. He and Ba had never thought seriously of having children – kids couldn’t fit in with the social life they enjoyed together.

But now, lying here with Lucy in his arms, he felt a completely primitive male desire to beget a son – a child Lucy would carry inside her slim, beautiful body which was serene, and sweet, the perfectly receptacle for the seed that would grow and be born to perpetuate their love.

“Oh, Lucy, my darling. I wish we were married – wish we could … though I don’t know if I’d make a good father.”

“You would!”

It was a statement of fact. She was remembering the day last Christmas when he’d taken her children to a pantomime, then on to Harrod’s to ‘meet Father Christmas’ and choose a few presents. She’d been so happy, proud of the children who were good and attractive and intelligent – proud because he liked them, pleased because they liked him. It had been a wonderful day – innocent and yet satisfying in a way that was quite different from their meetings at the flat.

Tonight was ‘special’, too – the first long, uninterrupted night Lucy had spent with him. Until now there had been only feverish frenzied hours hurriedly grabbed between lunch and the 5.18. In retrospect they seemed stolen, furtive, and secretive.

Tonight was different. They went out to dinner at a small Chelsea restaurant, danced together; close, close, unpursued by Time; talked and laughed and talked until long after twelve o’clock when they simultaneously fell silent and sat there holding hands.

He walked her home through the empty, lamp-lit streets, looked at the stars in the black velvet sky and the incredibly-tall chimney pots.

Once in the flat, Lucy made tea. It was very domestic – very, very sweet, he thought, smoking his cigarette, watching her. Then he undressed her and carried her into his room and laid her on the big double bed.

With her face hidden against his shoulder, she whispered:

“Geoff, tell me about her. I want to know.”

He talked reluctantly, afraid to be disloyal, afraid of hurting Lucy or Barbara. How can one explain to a woman who is in love with you that you can love her and another woman at the same time?

“Only differently, Lucy. It’s not like it is with us – never has been.”

“More, or less?”

“Just different!”

He moved uneasily beneath her slight weight.

She sensed his mental discomfort but could not stop her voice from posing the question.

“Please tell, me Geoff. I have to know the truth. Which of us do you love best – really love?”
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