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            Some men are dangerous …
   

         

         Justin Storr was such a man—ruthless, strongwilled, passionate— dangerously attractive to women.

         He was engaged to a society girl, but little Susan Willowfield, who had been his uncle’s secretary, caught his straying eye.

         Fight against it as she might, how could she resist the irresistible —the magnetic charm of this violent, arrogant, lovable man?

      

   


   
      
         
            Chapter One
   

         

         As
      the car 
      turned in at the gates of Storr Hall Susan felt as if apprehension was actually sharing the wellsprung seat beside her, curled up like a living thing and reminding her with its over-bright little eyes that Justin Storr had a most unpleasant reputation.

         There had once been an unfortunate female whom a former Justin Storr—somewhere about the period of the Regency—had immersed in the lake and forgotten to rescue, and he had also bricked up an enemy in the library wall. It was pure hearsay, but close friends of Sir Adrian said it would never surprise them if his nephew ran off the rails in a similar direction, and got away with it without anyone proving anything against him. He had a sinister reputation, as well as one that made the Rake’s Progress seem a trifle colourless; and there was no doubt about it, he was absolutely furious with Sir Adrian for making one particular stipulation in his will.

         The very tone of his letter, and particularly its insolent smoothness, had proved that to Susan. He had stated that he was staying at The Red Lion in Storr, and he had even used the Red Lion notepaper, which seemed somehow to underline the nastiness of his mood.

         “ I think it is high time you and I got together and had a little talk,” he said in the letter. “ Perhaps it is rather more than high time! … My late lamented uncle was not particularly guileful, but I feel sure he wouldn't expect us to share Storr between us. Not without a suitable chaperon, anyway! And it might be rather difficult to find a suitable chaperon at such short notice! Hence my putting up at the Red Lion! … But I will give myself the pleasure of waiting upon you as soon as you arrive! ”

         As soon as you arrive! … And here she was, being whisked between a pair of ornamental wrought-iron gates, and carried smoothly up a tree-lined drive to a house that she glimpsed long before the silver-grey Bentley stopped before a pillared portico.

         They were Corinthian pillars, and the house itself was obviously very old—much, much older than the façade which presented itself to the wide opening at the head of the main drive. It had the air of having settled a little into a slight declivity with the passing of so many years, and there was a tired gentleness about the blankness of the windows, and the lop-sidedness of one or two of the chimney stacks. And behind the chimney-stacks rose some magnificent elms, in which rooks had built for centuries.

         Susan glanced sideways out of the window and saw the lake, pearly-grey in the February, afternoon, and she also saw that some intrepid daffodils were waving in the wind beneath the trees. In a few weeks there would be a positive wave of daffodils marching down to the lake, and the whole of the grounds would probably come to life and glow with colour. They were well-tended grounds, for Sir Adrian had been a very wealthy man, and his nephew Justin was now a very wealthy man, and would be able to do all that was necessary for Storr. All and more than was necessary, for as a result of having the right kind of fairy present at his birth he was nearly, if not quite, a millionaire.

         Susan caught her breath at the lemon light breaking through some clouds and stealing through the woods to gild the surface of the lake. It was so beautiful, in spite of a certain grimness, that one ought not to bother about apprehension. And then the thought passed through her mind that there must have been at least one well-intentioned fairy present at her own birth since she, too, had benefited so favourably under the terms of her late employer’s will.

         There was nothing to stop her remaining on at Storr for weeks and months … seeing it in its springtime beauty, its summer loveliness, its winter starkness! Only Justin Storr could eventually stop her! …

         The apprehension jogged at her elbow again, and this time it whispered that all sorts of things could stop her. Her own pride could stop her …. And that was what it probably would do! She was prepared for one week-end at Storr, and after that she must go away and forget it. So why did she shrink so much from the thought of meeting Justin Storr?

         The great door swung open when the car stopped, and a manservant in neat black stood waiting at the top of the flight of steps. Someone who looked like a housekeeper hovered behind him.

         The chauffeur lifted her single suit-case out of the boot, and carried it up the steps. The housekeeper received it, and the butler bowed.

         “ Your room is all ready for you, Miss—er—Madam! ” he said. “ Mrs. Hollyhead will conduct you to it straight away, if that is what you wish? ”

         “ I do wish,” Susan responded, longing to get rid of some of the grime of her journey and aware that at least a couple of maids—who looked like a parlourmaid and a housemaid—were peeping at her round a green baize door.

         Half-way up the stairs, with shallow treads carpeted in midnight-blue, and a magnificent carved balustrade, she paused and looked downwards at the manservant.

         “Sir Justin will be dining here to-night? ” she asked, hoping her voice didn’t actually quiver with uneasiness.

         “ Sir Justin telephoned less than an hour ago to say that he will be here in good time for dinner,” the butler informed her portentously.

         Susan felt as if a lifetime of secret fears and forebodings were dragging at her feet as she went on up the stairs in the wake of the housekeeper.

         “ We’ve put you in the Sprigged Room,” Mrs. Hollyhead said, as she opened a door with a vaguely triumphant flourish. “ It’s so light, and bright, we felt sure you would approve of it. Although, of course, there are so many rooms, that if you don’t approve …”

         Susan gasped with pleasure.

         “ It’s lovely,” she said. “ Absolutely lovely! ”

         And it was. There was a big corner window that admitted all the primrose light outside, and the room itself was as golden as a field of wheat. Delicate mauve harebells and ears of corn rioted all over the curtains and the bed-cover, and the carpet was like a sea of sunshine. There was a pale green bathroom, with lots of fluffy yellow towels, and on the dressing-table that stood in a petticoat of net over stiff satin-damask there was a bowl of aconites. Susan went to them and touched them gently.

         “ You picked them? ” she asked Mrs. Hollyhead.

         Thr housekeeper nodded.

         “Just a touch of spring,” she observed. And then, as if she was not altogether satisfied with the choice of room: “ Of course, the White Room is the principal guest-room, and the Rose Room and the Jade Room have both been recently redecorated. But we were given to understand, through poor Sir Adrian’s solicitors, that you were rather young, and—” She looked at Susan’s slight figure (so slight that it was no more impressive than a schoolgirl’s) at her neat cap of brown hair, and the few feathers of fringe on her wide, white brow; and then she looked at her large, beautiful grey eyes that were the only really remarkable thing about her, and coughed. She went on trying to get the better of the irksome little cough for several seconds, but Susan understood. She understood perfectly.

         She might have come into possession of twenty thousand pounds only a few weeks before, and she might have the right to live at Storr for the next few months, at least; but until she came into possession of the twenty thousand pounds she was nothing more than a secretary! Sir Adrian Storr’s secretary! … And Rose Rooms and Jade Rooms were not intended for secretaries!

         “ I think you’ve done very well, Mrs. Hollyhead,” she said, as gently as she had touched the flowers. “ You’ve made an excellent selection on my behalf.”

         “ But it won’t take a minute to shift you …” thinking that the grey eyes were glorious, rather like violets in the shelter of the curving brown eyelashes.

         Susan shook her head.

         “ This is perfect. But, more than anything, I’d like a pot of tea if I can have one? ”

         “ Of course, Miss Willowfield. I’ll have a tray sent up here to your room. Or would you prefer it in the library? ”

         Susan shook her head more vigorously.

         “ No, I won’t go down to the library yet.”

         When at last she descended to the library the hall clock was chiming the hour of six. It was a mellow chiming clock, enclosed in a beautiful rosewood case, and it had stood where it was for at least a century and a half. Susan stood in front of it and admired it, and then looked round nervously for the library door.

         The hall was softly lit, and there seemed to be many doors opening off it. The library door was at the end of a corridor carpeted in the same midnight-blue pile that flowed into every nook and cranny outside the main rooms, and once on the other side of it Susan felt her breath catch with pleasure. A huge fire of apple logs burned on the wide hearth, and there were two deep arm-chairs drawn up invitingly close to the flames. A little round table stood near one of the chairs, and on it a silver cigarette-box gleamed, a silver ash-tray and a tumbler. Susan couldn’t penetrate the shadows beyond it, and she wondered whether to switch on the lights and spoil the restfulness of it all, especially as Sir Justin wasn’t likely to arrive for another hour or more—dinner was at half-past eight, and “ in good time for it ” probably meant about half-past seven. And there had been none of the sounds of a car drawing up outside.

         Susan moved towards the fire, and knelt down in front of the flames. She was wearing a little black cocktail-dress, and she looked like a slim black and white shadow as she knelt there—a shadow with brown hair that shone in the fireglow.

         “ Very charming! ” a voice from the deep chair behind the whisky-and-soda commented. “ Very, very charming! I’ve no doubt my uncle, having reached the age when every pretty little thing is a sweet little heart-throb, thought so, too! And no doubt he told you so very often! ”

         Susan sprang up. The colour, that had been glowing in her cheeks, receded from them swiftly.

         “ Don’t look so startled,” the deep voice drawled. “ I told you—or, rather, I told Bliss to tell you—that I’d be here in good time for dinner! ”

         As she started to grope for an electric light switch he forestalled her, and touched a reading-lamp at his elbow. The long, low room sprang into radiance, and the glassprotected shelves of books bound in every sort of leather, from calf to morocco, parchment to velvet, silk to dull, tattered brocade, came swiftly and surely to life like an assemblage of cherished beauties. The gilded cornices of the room were a little tarnished, but they, too, shone softly, and the ruby-red curtains that were drawn across the wide window embrasure were theatrical and splendid.

         The man in the superbly comfortable leather chair was wearing an old hacking-jacket, with leather patches on the elbows and at the cuffs. He also wore a pair of slightly disreputable corduroy-velvet trousers. His hair was black—lank and black and a little untidy, as if he had a habit of running his fingers through it. His face was lean and dark and saturnine, the mouth mocking and humorless, the eyes as black as water stagnant at the bottom of a well. He had amazing eyelashes, like the false eyelashes particularly glamorous film-stars sometimes attach to their eyelids to add to their glamour, and his linen was immaculate—those were the only two things at odds with the rest of his appearance.

         He stood up, not merely belatedly, but somewhat languidly.

         “ You—you can’t be Sir Justin Storr? ” Susan heard herself say. And then she knew it was an absurd thing to say, for only Sir Justin—of whom she had heard so much to his discredit!—could composedly look like that, and sit carelessly awaiting her in a darkened library at Storr!

         Any other man would have let her know he had arrived, and contrived something in the nature of a correct, if formal, attitude, for this moment when they came face to face for the first time—the two leading beneficiaries under his uncle’s will! She quite a modest beneficiary compared with the vast sum he had inherited, but likely to prove a nuisance to him just the same. As she herself recognised!

      

   


   
      
         
            Chapter Two
   

         

         She wanted 
      to say—she had it all planned to say:

         “ You needn’t worry, Sir Justin! … Your uncle was goodness itself to me, but I shall not take advantage of the stipulation he made in his will that is likely to conflict with your own interests! I have no intention of taking advantage of it, and I only came down here this week-end because I wanted to see Storr, and to let you know my intentions.”

         But something in the glacially mocking dark eyes of the man confronting her made her pause, and she also felt a resentment as keen almost as his own take possession of her.

         “ Do sit down, Miss Willowfield,” he murmured sleepily, without making any attempt to pull forward her chair for her. “ We can talk far more comfortably if we are comfortable ourselves, and there are one or two rather important things we have to talk about, aren’t there?”

         “There is one important thing—from your point of view! ” she answered. She sat down on the extreme edge of the companion arm-chair beside the fire. “ So far as I am concerned it is not important.”

         He showed beautiful hard white teeth in an unpleasant grin.

         “ You mean that you don’t find Storr such a change after all from a London bed-sitter?” As she didn’t answer, “ Ah, well! There is no pleasing everyone, and the one accusation we can’t level against my Uncle Adrian is that he didn’t try to please you! … Can I get you something to drink? ” very smoothly, as he saw her bite her lip.

         “ Your Uncle Adrian was my employer,” she reminded him.

         “ Exactly,” he agreed. The unpleasant grin became a tiny unpleasant smile in his eyes. “ And we now have proof that employers can be distinctly human! Poor old Adrian was not an acknowledged ladies-man in his hey-day, but he obviously made up for it in later life!”

         Two faint spots of colour appeared in her cheeks, one on each of her cheek-bones.

         “ Are you trying to be deliberately offensive, Sir Justin? ” she asked.

         He shrugged his broad, well-held shoulders.

         “ What a question, dear little lady! There is nothing offensive in recognising charm …” the evil eyes flickering over her (and she knew now that they were evil!). “ You may not be a howling beauty, but I’m sure you’ve a great deal of something that appealed to an old boy getting well into his dotage! Probably he found you soothing, or perhaps you hypnotised him with those large eyes of yours, or perhaps it was just the womanly approach—the gentle, womanly approach that could mean so much to a lovestarved old bachelor! The only thing that amazes me is that you didn’t persuade him to marry you! And I’m sure you tried! ”

         Susan bit her lower lip so hard this time that a drop of blood spurted and stained her teeth. She felt herself grow a little cold inside, for this was worse than anything she had anticipated … gloves off and horrible!

         “ I think you know that you are merely trying to be rather more than offensive,” she said.

         He shrugged again, and then downed the last of his whisky. He went across to a corner cabinet and replenished the glass, asking her again quite casually whether she wouldn’t join him in some sort of an appetiser.

         “ An appetiser,” he suggested, looking back mockingly over his shoulder, “ for the delightful meal we’re going to have together! And, by the way,” as she shook her head mutely but firmly, “ I must apologise because I’m so unsuitably clad,” looking down with amusement at his own untidy appearance, “ but I’ve been out shooting this afternoon, and I couldn’t wait to meet you! I mean, I was really very anxious to meet you, and I’d no idea you would dress yourself up like that for our little dinner together! I assure you I’m immensely flattered! ”

         “ I am not dressed up, Sir Justin.” She stood up to confront him as he returned to the fireplace. “ But it is customary to change one’s clothes for a dinner engagement.”

         “ Oh, precisely.” The drawl in itself was an offence. “ But, a working girl, and all that … Didn’t want to make you feel out of your element! ”

         “ Sir Justin,” she gasped, hanging with difficulty on to her composure, “ I think we’d better have all this out before dinner, don’t you? And it seems that there is quite a lot to have out! ”

         “ Quite a lot,” he agreed, with a smoothness that had in it a subtle difference. All at once his eyes were cold and hard and hostile as an enemy camp. “ Well, Miss Willowfield,” in that deadly drawl, “just tell me what it was that you did to my uncle—or for my uncle!—that caused him to make such excellent provision for you in his Last Will and Testament? ” He quoted from the will: “ ‘ Twenty thousand pounds for Miss Susan Mary Kathleen Willowfield, and the right to live at Storr Hall until the marriage of my nephew, and most important legatee! ’ What sort of a set-up do you imagine that is likely to be, you and I sharing Storr? And as far as I have been able to discover you haven’t even any particularly recognisable claims to such a privilege! You were not Sir Adrian’s secretary until six months before his death, and the poor unfortunate female who worked for him for years got nothing at all to compensate her for losing both her job and security for life! How do you account for it, Miss Willowfield? ”

         Susan swallowed. This was an explanation that she had felt certain would be demanded of her.

         “ I was chosen to accompany Sir Adrian when he had to make a trip to Australia in connection with the firm’s business. Miss Garfield, his regular secretary, was unable to accompany him.”

         “ Why? ” Justin shot at her.

         “ Family commitments.” She stared at him, loathing the open scepticism of his look, knowing that nothing she could say would convince him that what she was telling him was the unvarnished truth. “ She couldn’t leave her mother.”

         “ And you, of course, were willing to leave everything and everyone on earth in order to get your hooks into old Sir Adrian? ”

         Susan felt her dislike for him crystallise and become something solid. She would never forgive him for the venom of his look, and the sheer beastliness of his insinuations. She would never forgive him, either, for spoiling something that had been perfect. Amazingly perfect when she was, after all, only a junior who had been selected to accompany the august head of the firm on a trip to the far side of the world.

         She closed her eyes, and for an instant it all came back to her, the wonder and the privilege, the breathtaking excitement! The fact that she had no one to leave behind her—no one who cared whether she went or stayed wasn’t her fault! Her father had died a couple of years before, and she couldn’t remember her mother. So far as she knew she had no close relatives in the whole wide world. Sir Adrian had been perfectly well aware of this when he asked her to accompany him. He had also said—but this she never knew: “That capable little thing with the big eyes, who reminds me of a brown mouse! She’s soothing, and she won’t make her presence too obvious! I hate to be accompanied on this kind of a jaunt by someone terribly efficient, and worse than anything else in the close confines of a liner, someone who will be more or less permanently under my nose! Miss Willowfield won’t mind if I tell her to buzz off and leave me alone occasionally but Miss Garfield would be mortally offended! It’s lucky for me that mother of hers is one of those harpies who suck the life blood out of their children, and keep them hanging round their necks for so long as they cumber this earth! ”

         And as Miss Garfield was also a very bad sailor it was all for the best in a world suddenly made brilliant with rainbow hues for Susan.

         Australia, and all the ports of call in between it! … It was so unbelievable at first that she had to keep pinching herself in order to make certain she was not dreaming. And it was certainly not due to any machinations of her own that Sir Adrian Storr began to find himself less and less disposed to tell her to buzz off and leave him alone. He was a lonely old man who had never married, and had had no comfort from his family—and certainly not from his only nephew, who was somewhere in Bermuda (a visit quite unconnected with the interests of the firm!) while they were proceeding to Australia by a slightly roundabout route.

         Miss Mouse—as Sir Adrian took to calling his secretary —grew so enthusiastic every time she caught sight of a slip of approaching land that she affected him with her own enthusiasm, and she was so young that she made him wish he had a daughter very like her. They could, he began to realise, have marvellous times together, on shore trips, and expeditions of that sort. And they did, as a matter of fact, have quite unforgettable times together once they grew to know one another a little better.

         Susan began to watch over him as if she really was his daughter, and because he was careless about his health she never neglected to make certain he was well wrapped up, or that he had a hat when the sun was strong. Once they reached Australia there were lots of conferences and close business sessions as well as a slightly hectic social life, and Sir Adrian was a very tired man on the homeward journey. Just before they reached Marseilles he had a heart attack, and from Marseilles he was flown to London and went straight into a nursing-home, which he never left while he was still alive. To Susan’s infinite grief she never saw him again, and it was far more of a shock to her than to anyone else when she learned that in spite of the sad deterioration in his health from the time he left the ship he had found strength to have an alteration made to his will, and had had her included amongst the beneficiaries.

         To the tune of twenty thousand pounds, and that rather odd stipulation about her having the right to live at Storr, a house she had never seen. And the only explanation she could offer to herself about Storr was that she had listened very avidly when Sir Adrian had talked to her about his Wiltshire home, and the fact that he had loved it and had seen his love reflected in her face had caused him to make that strange insertion in his will.

         He had wanted her to live there for a short while, and enjoy the beauty of it.

         But when she tried to explain all this to Sir Justin she could tell from his face that he was merely silently applauding her inventive capacity, and despising her at the same time because she apparently imagined he was a simpleton.

         “ I wasn’t born yesterday, little one,” he told her, his eyes narrowed, and gleaming with a mixture of mockery and menace. “ And I was never particularly interested in fairy-tales!” His voice grew harsh and rasping. “ How much will you take to stay away from Storr? Another twenty thousand? ”

         Her cheeks grew brilliantly pink, as if he had slapped them.

         “ Or isn’t that enough? ”

         “ So far,” she heard herself say, overcoming the shock of being deliberately insulted, “I’ve seen nothing at all of Storr. I only arrived this afternoon, and I only intend to stay for the week-end.”

         He smiled derisively.

         “ A long week-end, if I know anything at all of young women of your type! Rather like having a poor relation accept an invitation, and then attempt to become a family fixture! I’ve no doubt at all Storr would provide you with a very useful headquarters, but it would be highly inconvenient to me to have you cluttering up the place. This happens to be my house, and I like to issue the invitations when guests are thought desirable. And knowing nothing whatsoever about you I can’t conceive that I would ever come to look upon you as a desirable guest! ”

         But for his plain intention of making her feel as uncomfortable as possible she might have felt a certain sympathy with him, for it was rather an odd clause Sir Adrian had inserted in his will. Particularly as the new baronet was a bachelor …. But she also thought she now understood clearly the reason why Sir Adrian had never talked of his nephew, and why the general concensus of opinion in the head offices of Storr—ship-builders and ship-owners, and one time merchant adventurers—was so strongly against Justin, who was now at the head of affairs.

         She looked at him through grey eyes that in their turn had become a little narrowed, and without having the smallest intention previously of adopting an aggressive attitude—in fact, anything but a completely understanding attitude—she stated something that was quite irrefutable.

         However much you may object to the fact that I have the right to come here, Sir Justin, I have the right … But it was not my intention to take advantage of it until a few minutes ago! I came down here just to have a look at a house I’d heard a lot about—from your uncle —and then go away again. But, since you like plain speaking, I’ll be absolutely honest with you! … I find you so rude and abominable and insulting that I shall not concern myself with any inconvenience any future visits of mine may cause you, and I shall give you no guarantee to stay away.”

         “ But you can be persuaded to stay away? ” very softly and suavely.

         She shook her small brown head.

         “ Neither persuaded, coaxed, cajoled, or bribed! Once I’ve seen all I want to see of Storr during this week-end I may never come again; but, on the other hand, I might find it an excellent headquarters … as you yourself suggested!”

         “ I see,” he said, and selected a cigarette from a handsome platinum case, which he extracted from a pocket of the tweed hacking-jacket. He looked at her for an instant as if she interested him, tapping the cigarette on the lid of the case with slim, brown, powerful fingers that interested her strangely. “ But, surely,” with a change of tone, “ a young woman like yourself—well brought-up,” dryly, “ extremely respectable, if appearances are anything to go by (and we all know they are not! )—must recognise that to a conventional mind it is not quite the correct thing for an unmarried girl to look upon the home of a bachelor as a kind of pied-à-terre? ”

         “ This is a very large house,” she replied to that, “ and so well staffed that I need never suffer from any lack of chaperonage. Besides, when you invite your friends to stay here do you always consider a chaperon essential? ”

         “ Touché! ” he murmured, regarding her through a haze of smoke. “We will leave the impropriety of the thing out of it. And we can always fill the place with our respective buddies … Yours and mine! But, like ool and water, will they mix? ”

         “ I am unlikely to inflict my friends upon you,” she said stiffly, recognising that he placed her in the same category as Mrs. Hollyhead; and if they had met a hundred years earlier in the same house he would probably have chucked her under the chin, as well as ignored the fact that no one had previously attacked her reputation.

         He started to pace up and down the long room, drawing thoughtfully at his cigarette. He had a pantherish grace of movement, and in spite of his disreputable attire he was not out of place in the elegant library.

         “It seems that I have adopted the wrong sort of approach,” he observed at last, “ and, in any case, you are going to be very obstinate! But then you would naturally be somewhat tenacious since you declined to allow Uncle Adrian to depart this life without making a highly satisfactory arrangement for your future welfare! ” He wheeled upon her, and his strange dark eyes chilled her to the bone, and she began to know a rather more than earnest desire to rush from the room—anywhere away from him. “ I shall have to get married sooner than I planned if I am to free myself of you! My uncle stipulated that you could live here until I married! … Well, it so happens that the lady who is to be responsible for my entire future happiness is only too eager to fix things up without delay, and her mother is even more eager! So that’s O.K.! That’s absolutely O.K.! ”

         Susan stared at him. The brackish eyes were so cynical, so unfeeling, so hard—and so sinisterly unpleasant!— and that reference to a woman he planned to make his wife so unnecessarily slighting, that she had to overcome a temporary feeling of such strong revulsion and panic (yes; all at once he filled her with a kind of panic) in order to prevent herself actually retreating before him and coming up against the farther wall, that she wondered whether some of it looked out of her eyes.

         “ I’ll bring her down to see you, if you’re still here, and the two of you can get acquainted! My future mother-in-law will look down her nose at you, and she’ll tell everyone you’re not really nice to know, but you won’t mind that, will you? Some of my friends are not nearly so fastidious, and they might take a fancy to you —particularly that twenty thousand pounds of yours! We really must throw a party at Storr! ”

         Unconsciously she did back a step, and he smiled with amusement.

         “ What! Don’t you think you’ll like my friends? ”

         “ I don’t like you, Sir Justin,” she told him, an uncontrollable tremble making her voice sound as if it was inclined to break a little. In the slim little black cocktaildress she looked very young and vulnerable, particularly as it was not a very expensive dress—merely one of those she had worn on the voyage, while she was still nothing but a salaried worker, and his lips tightened.

         “ What do your parents think of your sudden access of fortune? ” he asked. “ You’re not as old as I imagined you would be, and I should think it’s highly likely you possess the usual couple of parents, and possibly a large family besides! Weren’t they all intrigued by your association with my uncle? ”

         She picked up her little brocade handbag, and turned in a hunted fashion towards the door.

         “ I haven’t any family,” she told him, “ and my association with your uncle was something you couldn’t understand.” She despised herself because her lower lip was trembling a little, also. “ You came here to have dinner, Sir Justin, but I couldn’t have it with you! I— I don’t feel I can bear to remain in the same room with you another instant! ” and she fled towards the door.

         He called after her with suave mockery:

         “ A pity, my dear Miss Willowfield! You would find me a better friend than an enemy, and over dinner I might mellow considerably. As an enemy I am not at all nice!”
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