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      1

      
            
      Her body tensed when she heard the key rattle in the front-door lock. Head tilted, Maura Brady listened with bated breath
         to her husband’s progress along the hall. Her lip curled with contempt as she pictured him checking himself in the hall mirror
         for any tell-tale signs that would betray his infidelity: that he had been with another woman. She wanted to rush out and
         confront him, ask if he thought her a bloody eejit or something, but she didn’t dare. What if that was what he wanted? A confrontation!
         An excuse to end it all.
      

      
      After what seemed like ages but in fact was only a few moments, he came through to the kitchen, a look of contrition on his
         face, apologies dripping easily from his lips. With a glance at the wall clock as if he didn’t know the time he said, ‘Is
         that the time it is? Oh I am sorry I’m late, love.’
      

      
      His whole demeanour was so innocent, so casual, even, that her blood boiled with such an anger that it was almost tangible.
         Afraid of the repercussions should she turn round and face him, she remained standing at the sink, gripping the edge tightly
         to control her nerves and gazing blindly out at the garden she so lovingly tended each day, all the while trying to quell
         the rage bubbling within her. She didn’t dare look at him in case her temper erupted. She wouldn’t be responsible for the
         consequences, should that happen, and that could be the beginning of the end of their marriage. Why did he risk taking chances like this? Acting as if nothing
         out of the ordinary was going on? Surely he must have some shred of feeling for her, no matter how small.
      

      
      When he had been dumped, by the love of his life, some years back, Maura had caught him on the rebound and had given up everything
         to try to mend this man’s heartache. She had thought she had succeeded. Now, after all the effort she’d put into making a
         go of their marriage, she wasn’t going to stand idly by and take any old nonsense from him. Whilst she had always known he
         could never love her the way he had loved the beautiful Evelyn, surely loyalty wasn’t too much to ask? But then again, what
         if he had no choice in the matter? What if this other woman had such a strong hold on him that he couldn’t escape her clutches
         even if he wanted to? What then? Could she risk making a big issue of it or should she let the affair run its course and hope
         for the best? Blinking furiously to hold back the threatening tears, and with lips that trembled, she said abruptly, ‘Your
         dinner’s ruined!’
      

      
      He frowned, his eyes boring into her unresponsive back, gauging her mood, willing her to turn and face him. When she didn’t,
         he shrugged indifferently. ‘Don’t worry, love. It doesn’t matter. I had a sandwich earlier on. Where’s Danny?’
      

      
      Without so much as a glance towards him she said bitterly, ‘In bed! Where else would he be at this time of night? He was asking
         for his daddy, wanted you to read him a story. I’m sure in his own childish mind he’s wondering what’s wrong. He can’t understand
         why you don’t read bedtime stories to him any more.’ She blinked furiously, warning herself not to give him the satisfaction
         of seeing her cry. ‘He’ll be wondering what’s wrong, the way you’re acting lately, so he will. He’s fretting over it. Probably
         in his own childish way he’s worrying that he’s done something awful to upset you. You know the way his wee mind works. Anyway,
         what kept you to this hour?’
      

      
      Adam Brady tentatively approached his wife, and putting his arms round her waist, he nuzzled his face in her soft auburn hair, teasing it away from the nape of her neck and planting
         soft kisses there. She trembled at his touch. He was ashamed of himself for cheating on this good woman who meant everything
         to him, but, to his everlasting shame, he couldn’t help himself. He’d managed to convince himself that what Maura didn’t know
         wouldn’t hurt her and he certainly hadn’t expected his affair, if one could even call it an affair, with the lovely, devious
         Evelyn Matthews, to last. A kiss now and again when she needed comforting. Big deal! She had caused him enough heartache once
         before and he had no doubt that she would do so again should somebody more exciting come along. Meanwhile . . . God forgive
         him, he found the lure of that woman so overpowering it was almost hypnotic, so that at times he could hardly breathe in her
         presence.
      

      
      Maura stiffened in his arms, wanting to retch, as a whiff of perfume assailed her nostrils. That was one thing he couldn’t
         get rid of in a hurry. That tantalising whiff of expensive perfume was what had first aroused the worm of suspicion, now twisting
         away in her stomach, that he was having an affair. Swallowing the bile that rose in her throat, she roughly pushed herself
         away from the sink and out of his embrace, and wrenched open the oven door with unnecessary force. With hands that shook,
         she grabbed a tea towel and lifted a covered plate from the centre shelf. Curbing the desire to throw it at him, she thumped
         it down on the table and removing the cover stood for a long moment, staring at the food as if trying to figure out what it
         was. Only when she was sure she was in control of her voice did she repeat, ‘Well, it’s after eight! What kept you? You should
         have been home ages ago.’ This time she saw the casual lift of his shoulders and wanted to scream and lash out at him in frustration.
      

      
      He looked defiantly down his nose at her and asked irritably, ‘I don’t understand . . . Is anything wrong? What’s up with
         you? Why the sudden interest? Well, if you must know, we were packing up for the day when the boss asked me to go across to the Antrim Road, have a look at a garden there and
         see if it was worth landscaping.’
      

      
      The lies dripped easily off his tongue, but he found it difficult to make eye contact with his wife. Pulling a chair away
         from the table, he sat down. There was something different about Maura tonight. His mind balked as a thought struck him. Surely
         she didn’t suspect anything? He almost smiled at the absurdity of the idea. Of course she didn’t. How could she? He would
         never intentionally hurt her, so he was very careful that his work colleagues never found out that he and Evelyn Matthews
         had once been lovers.
      

      
      Maura sat opposite him, arms resting on the table, fingers drumming an impatient tattoo, and for the first time since he’d
         came home she looked him full in the face. With a great effort he managed an expression of complete innocence, as if butter
         wouldn’t melt in his mouth, as he gazed back at her. She wasn’t fooled! Liar! Adulterer! her mind screamed. Did he think she
         was some kind of imbecile?
      

      
      She gestured towards his plate of steak and kidney pie that she had lovingly prepared. It covered half the plate, with boiled
         potatoes, roasted carrot and parsnip arranged alongside it. Two hours ago it had been a lovely appetising meal; now it was
         a congealed mess. ‘Well, was it?’
      

      
      Again that look of naivety as he blinked at her in bewilderment. ‘Was it what?’

      
      ‘The garden!’ she jeered. Did the fool think she was enquiring after the sordid details of his love life? ‘What else? Was
         it worth the journey to the other side of the lough?’
      

      
      ‘Oh! Yes. Yes, as a matter of fact it was,’ he was honestly able to assure her.

      
      He had indeed, a few weeks ago, been sent over to make up an estimate for restoring large gardens that had gone to pot through
         years of neglect. Being able to speak truthfully gave his confidence a boost. Straightening himself in the chair he looked
         her straight in the eye as he continued, ‘The house has been lying empty for some time. It’s one of those big houses on the Antrim Road near the top of Serpentine Road with
         a wonderful view of the lough. You’d love it! Those gardens must have at one time been very beautiful, but they need a complete
         facelift now. The bushes and shrubs have been left to fend for themselves and certainly need a good pruning back, while the
         flower beds are in a shocking state, covered in weeds. Some of the wild animals up in Bellevue Zoo wouldn’t look out of place
         there, it’s like a bloody jungle. So, as you can imagine, there’s quite a lot of work to be done, and I’ll probably be over
         there a lot more for the next month or so.’
      

      
      He was relieved to be setting up an alibi for some time to come. He could answer her truthfully about the gardens. The expansive
         grounds around the house where Evelyn Matthews and her husband lived were well laid out, even if they were overgrown, but
         as he had just explained, they needed a lot of expert attention to bring them back to their former glory. And who else would
         Evelyn want to do the work but Gallagher Nursery Centre, Holywood? She had told them that Adam was an acquaintance from way
         back and could he possibly be the one to come over, as she preferred to deal with people she knew, whom she could trust, as
         she put it, rather than a complete stranger. That was three weeks ago. The first time, he had arrived at her door in all innocence,
         not knowing who or what to expect. From that fateful day on, his world had turned upside down as he became hopelessly embroiled
         in the physical attraction she held for him.
      

      
      Maura watched him push his food aimlessly around his plate. ‘Eat that up,’ she warned curtly. ‘It cost good money. And as
         you are well aware, we can’t afford to squander any.’
      

      
      His lips tightened and without another word he stabbed a cube of steak and sticking it in his mouth slowly chewed on it. He
         wasn’t in the least bit hungry. How could he possibly be, when Evelyn had been bringing out sandwiches and titbits all day
         long to him and his young helper? What on earth was he going to do? He couldn’t go on like this. He’d have to tell Maura about Evelyn. Perhaps she would understand and they
         could come to some kind of arrangement. After all, she knew what Evelyn had meant to him in the past. As he mused, he skewered
         a piece of kidney and pushed it into his mouth. Now he was being daft. What kind of arrangement? Did he really think she would
         say, ‘Oh! That’s OK. Go ahead, sweetheart. Have your fling. Get her out of your system once and for all.’
      

      
      But he had warned her that this might happen, he righteously reminded himself. Maura couldn’t say he hadn’t. He had told her that if
         Evelyn ever came back, he wouldn’t be accountable for his actions, and she had been willing to take that chance. That had
         been some years back when Evelyn had dumped him and in his grief he had turned to Maura for comfort, seeking forgetfulness
         in her arms.
      

      
      His wife watched him struggle with the pie. Good God, you’d think it was poisoned the way he was picking at it. Now there
         was an idea. Perhaps next time, it would be chicken and mushroom pie and the mushrooms might just be of the poisonous variety.
         How’s about a nice chicken and Death Cap pie, darling, or maybe a lovely Destroying Angels casser ole, she thought viciously.
         Pushing the chair away from the table, she hurried from the kitchen before she made a complete fool of herself by breaking
         down in front of him.
      

      
      Later, they washed and dried the dishes in silence, then settled down in separate chairs for what was left of the evening
         to watch TV. The happy, easy, contented nature of their relationship was missing lately and time passed slowly. The tension
         was like a taut wire between them. A romantic thriller was on the screen but Maura, lost in the depths of despair, watched
         it and yet didn’t see any of it. She had a feeling that things were coming to a head. It was dreadful. How would she be able
         to bear it? Adam sat gazing down at the Belfast Telegraph spread out on his lap and when he at last lifted his head and looked at her she saw only misery reflected in his eyes. To her horror she actually felt the urge to jump up, take him in
         her arms and console him. God, what way was her mind working? This man was cheating on her and she wanted to embrace him and
         ease his misery? What about her hurt and pain? She really must be losing her marbles, she thought bitterly.
      

      
      Panic gripped her and, afraid she would give in to her impulses, she surged to her feet in a rush, muttering, ‘I can’t get
         interested in this film. I’m away out for a breath of fresh air.’ Before she could say something they might both regret, she
         grabbed her coat and practically flew from the house.
      

      
      Adam stared after her, at a loss for words. What on earth had got into her? Then horror drove everything else from his mind.
         Surely his wife didn’t know that Evelyn Matthews was back in town? Could she possibly? That would certainly be enough to send
         her ballistic.
      

      
      April had lived up to its name, with plenty of light showers, but May had been bright and warm. The past couple of days had
         been pleasant with a hot sun drying all beneath it. People had taken advantage of the good weather to mow their lawns and
         generally tidy up their gardens. Tonight it was calm and warm, with a clear starry sky and the smell of freshly mown grass
         permeating the air. Walking down past the yacht club to the beach, Maura strolled slowly along the seafront, sick at heart.
         The light sea breeze cooled her hot cheeks and she took long, deep breaths of its briny fragrance to calm her nerves. How
         would she be able to keep up this pretence that all was well between them? She’d try. God knows she’d try, but would she succeed?
         She feared that she was nearing the end of her tether and fighting a losing battle.
      

      
      She loved living in her beautiful house here in County Down. However, with her son, Danny, to consider, if her marriage broke
         up she would have to move away from Holywood and return across to the other side of the lough, to Greencastle on the Antrim coast. What else could she do? Would it ever come to that? She hoped and prayed not.
      

      
      At first she had tried to ignore all the signs that her husband was seeing another woman; she couldn’t believe or, subconsciously,
         didn’t want to believe what her heart and senses were telling her. Their beautiful son was just approaching his third birthday.
         To her their marriage had seemed perfect, every woman’s dream. She had been content with her lot. Had she become too complacent?
         Did Adam regret having to marry her? No! She couldn’t believe that, not for one single moment. The passion and fulfilment
         were still there. Well, they had been there until a few weeks ago. What had driven her husband into another woman’s arms?
         Was something lacking in their marriage? One would have thought that he had learned his lesson when Evelyn Matthews had jilted
         him. It had nearly been the finish of him, when some years back the beautiful blonde Evelyn had handed him back his engagement
         ring and run off with a man old enough to be her grandfather. A very rich grandfather at that, absolutely rolling in it. The
         shock of it had sent him reeling into the depths of despair and, in his grief, he had turned to Maura for solace.
      

      
      Thank God, Evelyn was living down in County Cork these days, otherwise Maura wouldn’t stand a snowball’s chance in hell of
         holding on to her husband. He had been besotted with Evelyn, but Maura had felt comparatively safe and secure in the knowledge
         that her love rival was far away at the other end of the country. She couldn’t comprehend how, after the way Evelyn had treated
         him, Adam would carry on with yet another woman. You’d think he’d have learned his lesson. ‘Once bitten, twice shy,’ as the
         saying goes.
      

      
      Maura couldn’t believe that he was risking all they had going for them, by seeing someone else. She had thought that he was
         happy enough with his life. How could she have been so blind? Still, all the signs were there for her to see . . . and smell.
         One didn’t have to be a brain surgeon to recognise them.
      

      
      * * *

      
      
      Adam worked for two brothers, Benny and George Gallagher, who owned the Nursery Centre in Holywood. They had built up a successful
         business more or less from scratch and now employed a substantial workforce. Adam had been one of their first trainees straight
         from school and had quickly progressed through the horticultural ranks to contracts manager, driving from site to site, supervising
         the work and making sure that everything was going according to plan. When the brothers had heard that he was getting married,
         they had offered him a house close to the nursery for a nominal rent and had helped out with renovations to the building:
         an extension built on to the back of the house, with a bathroom and a bedroom above.
      

      
      Maura and Adam had worked hard in their spare time, painting and wallpapering and putting up shelves and building cupboards.
         No effort was too great. The room above the bathroom was turned into a lovely nursery for the arrival of Danny and the house
         was fast becoming the home of Maura’s dreams. Her little palace. And now this.
      

      
      Her heart quailed as a sudden thought assailed her. It was a tied house that went with the job. If they split up she would
         have no option but to move out. Fear gathered in a tight lump in her chest. Surely Adam wouldn’t consider moving his new love
         into their beautiful home? Dear God, surely he wouldn’t be that cruel. Would he? What if this other woman insisted they live
         here in Holywood? What then? How would she be able to bear the humiliation? Besides, if Adam moved in with this woman, the
         Gallaghers would claim back the house for one of their other married employees. After all, business was business and sentiment
         wouldn’t enter into it.
      

      
      Stopping at the sea wall, she leaned against it and gazed out over Belfast Lough. In the hazy light she could just pick out
         Greencastle across the water where she had been born and bred. The lough was a lazy, heaving swell of silver-crested wavelets
         that lapped gently on the shingle. So tranquil and serene. She stood there for almost half an hour until suddenly, and for no reason, the quietness unnerved her. Becoming aware of her loneliness, she huddled inside her coat and clamped
         her arms across her chest as if for warmth. Reluctantly she retraced her steps, determining in her mind that she’d fight tooth
         and nail to hold on to her man. Meanwhile, she’d bide her time and see how things worked out.
      

      
      The house was silent when she got back; no sign of her husband. He must have retired for the night. Perhaps, afraid that she
         would expect him to perform in bed, he would feign sleep? Well, she’d give him plenty of time to drop off. The very thought
         of him touching her, with the scent of another woman still clinging to him, was repulsive. She would be unable to respond
         and might even lash out at him in anger.
      

      
      Having made a cup of tea, she sat by the dying embers of the fire brooding over her uncertain future. A half-hour dragged
         by. Unable to put bedtime off any longer, she rinsed the cup and checked the windows and doors. As she made her way slowly
         upstairs, a dread settled on her. She sincerely hoped that Adam would be asleep. Small talk would be a pain and her nerves
         were in too brittle a state at the moment to pretend that all was hunky-dory with her. He was a better actor than she was,
         that was for sure. But then he’d certainly had plenty of practice lately.
      

      
      The nursery door was always kept ajar in case Danny woke up during the night. Now she quietly pushed it open further to look
         in on the boy before going to her own room. Danny lay on his back in the big cot, arms and legs outstretched. On the single
         bed, bought when the child had restless nights cutting his teeth and couldn’t be left alone, lay Adam, his arm spanning the
         dividing space, clutching his son’s hand. Both were fast asleep. She stood by the cot gazing down on her son, then gently
         pulled the covers up over the child. He stirred but didn’t waken. Her husband didn’t budge. He was out to the world. She grimaced.
         Anyone looking at him would think he hadn’t one iota of guilt on his conscience, not a care in the world. Was it all in her mind? No! Of course not.
         He was carrying on with another woman. Of that she was sure.
      

      
      Maura stood for some moments examining his handsome features. It was a strong face. Straight nose, wide sensitive lips and
         a chin with a cleft that Kirk Douglas would be proud of. Adam had already removed his shoes. Fetching a spare blanket she
         covered him, before tiptoeing from the room, quietly closing the door after her.
      

      
      She surmised that Danny must have cried out in his sleep and Adam had, as was usual, lain with him for a while until he had
         settled down. Normally, she would have awakened Adam to come to his own bed, but not tonight. Tonight she could do without
         his company and attentions, thank you. Not that he was bothering her much in bed lately. Probably saving all his energy for
         his fancy woman.
      

      
      She sat in front of the small utility dressing table, brushing her long hair, in contemplation, for many minutes. She had
         inherited her mother’s thick auburn mane and was proud of it. How she missed her mother and wished she was here to confide
         in. Joan Craig had died of TB when her daughter was twelve years old. Maura and her father had become very close. Indeed,
         she had made it her life’s ambition to look after him.
      

      
      Up until the time she had confessed to him that she was pregnant, Davey Craig had thought the world of her, the model daughter
         who could do no wrong. He was scandalised at her news and blamed himself for not persuading her to go out more often, mix
         with people her own age.
      

      
      To be fair, he had tried to get her to go out and about more. With her father’s approval, she and Francie Murphy had struck up an acquaintance.
         Then, one night when she was out for a drink at the Railway bar with Francie and her father, she had been introduced to Adam
         Brady, who was in the company of one of Davey’s regular fellow drinkers. She had been drawn by the sadness he’d been unable
         to hide.
      

      
      
      It was written all over his face for all the world to see. Shortly after that first meeting they had started dating on a regular
         basis. Her father hadn’t been too happy about the relationship. Knowing all about Adam being jilted, he had thought Maura
         was wasting her time going out with him and could only get hurt in the long run. Sometime later when she had confessed to
         being pregnant by Adam he couldn’t believe it; he was devastated and had ranted and raved at her for being so stupid. He couldn’t
         face the shame of it, thinking he had failed in her upbringing, and in the end he had told her to pack her bags and get out.
         ‘Go to your lover, see if he’ll take you in,’ he yelled at her as she had rushed to her bedroom to pack what she would need
         for the night.
      

      
      There had been no reasoning with him. In desperation she had turned to her Aunt Hilda who lived on the Whitewell Road, sure
         of her sympathy. Hilda was one of life’s timid creatures who wouldn’t hurt a fly and was forever apologetic no matter who
         was in the wrong. As Maura had expected, her aunt had indeed taken her in that night and in her own timorous way had tried
         to comfort her. However, she was obviously embarrassed when she heard about her pregnancy and who the culprit was, and said
         she was sorry for Maura’s distress. Hilda had told her that, as much as she would like to have her, Maura couldn’t stay indefinitely,
         not with her own two young girls in the house. She had pointed out that her husband would surely object. It would set a bad
         example for their daughters when her pregnancy started to show, she told Maura as nicely as possible, trying not to hurt her
         feelings. How could they explain it to two inquisitive young minds? What with her not being married and all that?
      

      
      Maura, agreeing with her aunt, told her not to be so apologetic and not to worry herself on her account. As a last resort
         she had reluctantly been forced to tell Adam of her plight. He had never once expressed any love for her and she didn’t know
         how he would react, but she was at her wits’ end with nowhere else to turn. He didn’t bat an eyelid at the news.
      

      
      
      ‘We’ll get married,’ he had said without compunction, and the past few years had been the happiest of her life.

      
      Twisting her hair in a knot, she skewered it on top of her head and, reaching for a jar of Astral cream, proceeded to massage
         it into her face. Her skin was silky smooth and without a blemish. She examined her features. Small tilted nose, eyes wide
         spaced, but a pleasing deep-green colour. Not too bad really, but in comparison with Evelyn Matthews she must surely seem
         what people might describe as somewhat plain. But then again, looks weren’t everything, and she had given Adam a son!
      

      
      With a sigh she removed the surplus cream from her face and kneeling by the bedside asked God to guide her in keeping her
         marriage from crumbling around her. As she lay on the bed that had always brought her so much pleasure and comfort, she thought
         back to the beginning and once again thanked God that Evelyn Matthews was living far away in Cork. Perhaps this new woman
         wouldn’t have as strong a hold on Adam. Hopefully, she was just a passing fancy. She would try to be patient, give him plenty
         of rope either to hang or to rescue himself. She prayed it would be the latter. In this happier frame of mind she lapsed into
         a shallow sleep.
      

      
      After a restless night, Maura slept in. She woke to find Danny cuddled up beside her and Adam placing a cup of tea and a round
         of toast on the bedside table. He was already dressed for work.
      

      
      She struggled to sit up, trying not to disturb Danny. ‘You should have wakened me. What about your breakfast?’
      

      
      ‘I’ve already eaten. It’s only half seven. You may as well take a lie-in when you’re getting the chance.’ He bent forward
         and gave her a peck on the cheek. ‘See you tonight.’
      

      
      ‘Will you be late?’ She watched him closely and detected a flustered look sweep across his face before he had time to compose
         himself.
      

      
      
      ‘I don’t know. You know how it is with gardens, Maura. I can’t just up and leave in the middle of a job. I’ll try not to be too late, OK? See ya then.’

      
      With a deep sigh she reached for the cup. She had a feeling he would be late again and already dreaded the stilted conversation
         they would have when he did return. All the joy had suddenly gone out of her life. She didn’t know what to do, how to handle
         the situation for the best. If only she had someone to confide in. Get someone else’s opinion and weigh up all the options.
         Burying her head in the pillow, she cried long and sore until little fingers pulling at her hair brought her back to her senses.
         Wiping the tears from her face with the corner of the bed sheet, she pulled Danny into her arms and smothered his small face
         with kisses.
      

      
      ‘Let’s get you some breakfast, love, and later we’ll take the bus into Bangor and buy you some new shoes. Won’t that be nice?
         Those wee feet of yours are growing so fast I can’t keep up with them.’
      

      
      Big blue eyes so like his father’s examined her face, then he smiled and nodded his head. Maura was sometimes surprised at
         the perception of her young son. He seemed to understand every word she uttered, more than was creditable for a child of his
         age. She’d have to be more careful what she said in front of him and make a better job of concealing her unhappiness.
      

   



      
      
      2

      
      
      
      Evelyn Matthews sat with long legs curled under her on the window seat of her spacious and elegant lounge looking out over
         the grounds of her enviable home. Built high up on the Antrim Road, it had the most spectacular view over Belfast Lough. The
         gardens, sprawled around the house, were a wonderful display, with multicoloured flowers struggling for survival among an
         entanglement of weeds and nettles. A glorious mass of disarray, it was also an avid gardener’s nightmare. Capability Brown
         would have turned in his grave at the state of it. It was in dire need of expert attention to bring it back to its original
         splendour, something Evelyn had already set in motion. Beyond the rear gardens a panoramic landscape stretched out before
         her, right down to Greencastle and the lough shimmering in the distance, separating the County Antrim and Down coastlines.
         A magnificent view to behold.
      

      
      She felt a smugness creep over her, surveying these beautiful surroundings. Greencastle was the village where she had been
         born and reared. She had certainly done well for herself since then, thank you, and was very proud of all she had accomplished
         in such a short time for a mere Greencastle lass. The man she had chosen to run off with some years ago had been much, much
         older than herself, but he had been very wealthy and she had wanted for nothing. He had been kind, considerate and easily pleased. In her own way she had grown to love him as the father she had never known. Her only regret
         was the loss of Adam Brady, the handsome, dynamic young man she had once planned to marry. She hugged herself with glee. Now,
         with a little manipulation on her part, Adam was back in her life and, furthermore, she sensed that he still cared for her.
      

      
      At the time of her marriage to Charles, Greencastle had been rocked by the scandal. She couldn’t understand why; what were
         they all up in arms for? After all, Charles Matthews had been a widower for many years. Granted, he was a successful businessman
         and although his only son was now running the business, Charles still held the reins and called all the shots. Since his marriage
         to Evelyn he had ruled his enterprise from the comfort of his own home. His first marriage had been a happy one, but after
         the death of his wife he had been very lonely and had become a bit of a recluse. Friends had tried to get him interested in
         other women, but no one had ever held his attention for very long.
      

      
      Until that day he first set eyes on Evelyn Delaney in the perfume department of Robinson & Cleaver on Donegall Place where
         she worked. He had been completely bowled over by her fresh young beauty and vibrant personality. To the amusement of her
         fellow assistants, he had come back time and time again buying numerous perfumes as an excuse to talk to her. If Evelyn was
         busy, no one else was allowed to serve him. He graciously declined their assistance and waited patiently until Evelyn was
         free to attend him.
      

      
      Obviously getting on in years, Charles was still a striking figure, standing at least six feet tall, his back straight as
         a ramrod, with longish white hair and an aristocratic, almost imperious face. Always immaculately dressed, he wore one black
         kid glove on his left hand in which he carried the other glove. Had he worn a tailed coat and top hat he could have fitted
         the description of one of the Victorian gentry in a Dickens novel.
      

      
      
      The girls had called him her sugar grandaddy and had teased her mercilessly about him. Embarrassed by the spectacle he was
         making of himself, Evelyn had confided in Adam Brady, her fiancé, about this kind old gentleman. Secure in the strong love
         bond they shared, he had laughingly warned her to go easy on the old boy and not do anything that might bring on a heart attack.
         But on the other hand, he had warned her not to get carried away with herself and let her head be turned by this man’s apparent
         wealth, never dreaming for an instant that such a thing was ever likely to happen. Not to his Evelyn.
      

      
      When it became obvious to Evelyn that Charles Matthews’ intentions for her were indeed very serious and honourable, and fully
         aware that there might be serious adverse consequences, she had nevertheless encouraged him, just to see how far he was willing
         to go, she assured herself. There was no way she would ever consider having anything to do with a man in his twilight years,
         no matter how kind and generous he was. She truly believed that a well-heeled man like Charles Matthews would soon tire of
         her and move on to pastures new.
      

      
      But no! As time passed it became apparent that he really was besotted with her and that his intentions were indeed deadly
         serious and honourable. Confident that she would be able to talk Adam round to her way of thinking, she had led Charles on,
         until, sure of his response, she had made it quite clear that, yes, she did like him; she liked him a lot, in fact, but would
         settle for nothing less than marriage. Their complete courtship had been conducted in public over the perfume counter in Robinson
         & Cleaver, causing many a curious glance from both customers and staff, or in the Carlton Rooms on Wellington Place where
         she had dined with him on a number of occasions during her lunch break.
      

      
      From the outset she had made it crystal clear that there would be no hanky-panky going on between them! She had no intentions
         of being an old man’s bit on the side, to be used and discarded like an old coat as and when it suited him.
      

      
      
      No, it had to be all or nothing. To her surprise, he had quickly come round to her way of thinking. The only stipulation he
         had made was that they be married quietly and without any fuss. Because of their age difference he didn’t want the wedding
         to be turned into a spectacle, setting idle tongues wagging and elbows nudging. Evelyn was only too happy to fall in with
         these plans. Her unmarried mother had died in childbirth and she had never known her father. The aunt who reared her had died
         a few years back, so a quiet wedding suited her just fine. The banns were called and six weeks later they were married quietly
         in St Mary’s Church in Greencastle.
      

      
      She was still very much in love with Adam Brady and couldn’t understand why he couldn’t see things her way. As far as she
         was concerned, that had been the only fly in the ointment. Her love for Adam had been all-consuming, but the lure of all that
         money, and the life of luxury and comfort it afforded, had given her the courage to jilt him. After all, she convinced herself,
         they were all the same under the blankets. But nothing had prepared her for such a contradiction to the old adage. Charles
         could never hold a candle to Adam Brady’s finely tuned, muscular body and, even in the dark and under the blankets, the difference
         was indisputable. But then again, it had seemed a small price to pay for all the luxury and wealth that Charles provided,
         and he was so easily pleased.
      

      
      Of course, the fact that Charles’s son David and daughter-in-law Rose hadn’t been too happy about the marriage was putting
         it mildly, to say the least. They were furious and had been very outspoken about Evelyn, called her a conniving gold-digger
         and a whore, David telling his father to catch himself on, that he was cradle-snatching and needed his head seeing to. Incensed
         by these snide and hurtful remarks, Charles had decided to take his young bride away from all this malicious talk and speculation,
         and set about looking for somewhere far away. Money was no object and, leaving his son in control of the business while he
         house-hunted, they had eventually settled in County Cork at the extreme south of Ireland.
      

      
      
      At the time she had urged Charles to sell the house and sever all connections with Belfast, dreading the idea of coming back
         to visit and bumping into Adam Brady whom she missed more than she had ever dreamed possible. When she had told Adam of her
         intention to marry Charles, she had hoped to have her cake and eat it, explaining that nothing need change between them, that
         they could meet on the quiet and carry on as before. After all, she pointed out, Charles was an old man and couldn’t live
         much longer. She knew that she stood to inherit quite a large slice of her husband’s estate and then they would be rich and
         fancy free to go and do as they pleased. She had it all figured out.
      

      
      She recalled the day she had told Adam of her plans to marry Charles. He had been outraged. At first he’d thought that she
         was pulling his leg, had laughed at the very idea and had chided her for her wit. She remembered the horrified look on his
         face when the penny dropped, convinced at last that she was deadly serious. A man for whom veracity meant everything, he quickly
         scorned the idea that she had the audacity to think that he would even consider having an old man’s plaything on the side.
         In a sense the man she loved had dumped her. Knowing that he was devastated and hurt, she had begged and pleaded with him, convinced she could bring his mind round to
         her way of thinking, but in vain. She later heard through the grapevine that he was dating Maura Craig. A short time later
         he had married her on the rebound. Evelyn couldn’t believe it. Maura Craig? An old school friend of hers! How could he do
         that to me?
      

      
      Now she was glad that Charles had decided to keep the house. When he’d had a stroke four months ago he had asked to be taken
         home and she had been only too willing to comply with his wishes. Although much older than her, Charles had been such good
         company and because of his great wealth they had been well accepted into the upper-crust circles of the Cork aristocracy.
         They had bought a cottage in Bantry overlooking the bay and, while she sometimes yearned for Adam, her life had been contented and happy enough – until Charles had had the stroke. With him now practically bedridden
         and the doctors holding out little hope for a full recovery, she had thought that, here on the Antrim Road, close to his family
         and friends, life would be more bearable for him and certainly a lot easier for her!
      

      
      Since their marriage, Charles had devoted most of his time to his young wife. Although still the company chairman, his son
         was very much the boss at the moment and, confident that his father would never return to Belfast, David had enjoyed the experience
         of his elevated position in the firm. But Charles was still the owner.
      

      
      They had been home a month now, but his son and daughter-in-law had yet to put in an appearance. David continued to conduct
         any business over the phone or by post as he had done when his father had been living in Cork, ignoring hints that Charles
         would like him to call in and see him, even if it was only a flying visit to bring him up to scratch with the company’s affairs.
      

      
      Not that Evelyn cared one bit if the arrogant swine never set foot in the house again, but she knew Charles was pining for
         his son and was very depressed at his continued absence. A few of Charles’s old friends had dropped by to see him since his
         return and she had been dismayed at their attitude towards her husband. It was as if they thought he had one foot in the grave
         already and were offering their prior condolences. Though he hid it well, she sensed that Charles was of the same line of
         thought and this depressed him further.
      

      
      Even though he was paralysed down one side and his speech was slightly impaired, the doctor had explained to her that Charles’s
         constitution was in great shape. With the right kind of therapy, he would surely improve still more and could live for some
         years to come. With this in mind, all the necessary remedial equipment was purchased and installed in one of the many spare
         rooms and a professional therapist, Gordon Baxter, was employed. The room looked like a mini-gymnasium with a weight machine, exercise bicycle, treadmill and rowing machine. Gordon Baxter came in three mornings a week. After a spell
         of intense therapy and light exercise on the treadmill to start with, the doctor assured Evelyn that her husband was responding
         quite favourably. Evelyn would join her husband during these sessions to give him inspiration whilst herself using every piece
         of apparatus to keep her figure in peak condition. Charles was beginning to enjoy the exercises and was now doing short stints
         on the bicycle as well as the treadmill.
      

      
      Nurse Morrison coming into the room brought Evelyn out of her reverie. Gracefully unwinding her long length from the window
         seat, she went to meet her.
      

      
      ‘My husband was very restless during the night. Is anything wrong, nurse?’ she asked anxiously.

      
      The nurse brushed the air with a hand and assured her quietly, ‘No worse than usual, he’s just a bit tired. I hope he’s not
         overdoing it on those exercise machines.’
      

      
      ‘No! No, Gordon’s always in attendance to supervise everything he does. At the moment he uses just the treadmill and bicycle,
         and only for about ten minutes at a time.’
      

      
      ‘That’s good to hear. Gordon certainly knows his work.’

      
      Nurse Linda Morrison had moved to Greencastle a year earlier as part-time district nurse to the local doctors’ surgery in
         neighbouring Whitehouse, and she came well recommended. When Evelyn made some tentative enquiries about hiring a private nurse,
         her attention had been directed to Linda. When Evelyn had approached Linda, she was only too glad of the extra money to attend
         to Charles.
      

      
      Gossip had been rife at the time and Linda’s neighbours had made it their business to let her know of Evelyn’s past. Yes indeed,
         she had been informed just who Charles and Evelyn Matthews were and the scandal they had caused with their carry-on.
      

      
      ‘Imagine him at his age in life. You’d think he’d know better and catch himself on. And as for her, that trollop, she should have gotten a good kick up the arse to bring her to her senses. But there again, we all know she married him for his money,
         don’t we? And as for that poor Adam Brady, as nice a man as you’re likely to meet. Did you know they were engaged? I’ll bet
         you didn’t. That hussy, for that’s all she is, almost left the lad standing at the altar rails with his two arms the one length,
         so she did.’ And so it went, on and on. They didn’t pull their punches in their character assassination of Charles and Evelyn.
         The couple’s arrival back in the area had reactivated the gossip of the past and set scurrilous tongues wagging again.
      

      
      Linda was well aware of the circumstances of Mr and Mrs Matthews, not that she thought it any big deal and it was certainly
         none of her business. Mrs Matthews wasn’t the first young girl who married for the luxury that money could afford, and she
         most certainly wouldn’t be the last. Some lived to regret it, others thrived and, as far as Linda could make out, Mrs Matthews
         was one of the lucky ones. And she did show genuine concern over her husband’s welfare, which spoke volumes in itself.
      

      
      ‘Charles is ready for his breakfast now,’ she continued, shrugging into her coat and preparing to leave. She came early mornings
         to wash and dress Charles and prepare him for the day ahead, returning early evenings to prepare him for bed. Now she offered,
         ‘I could call in this afternoon if you like. We could perhaps move one of those big comfortable armchairs close to the window
         and settle him there. Let him admire that beautiful view. The days must drag for you here on your own all day long with him.’
      

      
      ‘No, that won’t be necessary, Linda, thank you. I can manage all right. Let’s wait till the weather gets a bit warmer and
         he can sit out on the balcony. The therapy seems to be working wonders on him, strengthening his limbs. The doctor is quite
         pleased with his progress and is convinced he will soon be able to move about more freely of his own volition. Wouldn’t it
         be better to leave things as they are for a while? Not upset the apple cart?’
      

      
      
      ‘I suppose you’re right. I’ll see you this evening as usual.’

      
      Now that she had Adam Brady eating out of her hand again, Evelyn wanted her afternoons free from any unnecessary interruptions
         when he came to attend to the gardens. A slight smile of anticipation curved her lips as she thought of what other things she hoped he might eventually attend to.
      

      
      Assuming the smile was a parting gesture from her employer, Linda Morrison smiled kindly in return. No matter what the villagers
         thought of her, in Linda’s opinion this was a brave young woman. Regardless of age difference she was in love with her husband
         and happy to spend her lonely days caring for him.
      

      
      ‘Well, remember now, you’ve only to let me know if you need a break and want me to come in the afternoons. I’ll be only too
         happy to fit you in.’
      

      
      ‘Thank you, Linda, you’re very kind. I’ll bear it in mind.’ Evelyn had been gently guiding her through the hall as they talked.
         Now she opened the front door and ushered her out.
      ‘Good morning, Linda.’

      
      ‘Good morning, Mrs Matthews.’

      
      Closing the door, Evelyn leaned back, her head against the cool hard wood for a time, eyes closed in contemplation, before
         going to prepare her husband’s breakfast. Linda Morrison was right in her assumption. She did find the days long and lonely
         but the future looked brighter now that Adam Brady was back on the scene.
      

      
      As he ate breakfast that morning, Adam gave a lot of thought to the situation he now found himself embroiled in. Evelyn Matthews
         had lured him to her home with the intention of rekindling the fierce passion they had once shared. He had been shocked when
         she had answered the door to him that morning three weeks ago. A vision in a soft blue cashmere sweater that moulded high
         breasts and heightened the cornflower blue of her eyes, hair a shining halo around her head, had smiled and eagerly greeted
         him. He had thought for a moment he was hallucinating. Wasn’t she supposed to be living far away in County Cork?
      

      
      He had been ill prepared for the shock and, in a stupor, had found himself blindly following the vision indoors. In his bemused
         state he had allowed himself to be led by the arm, through the hall and into the spacious lounge. When she turned to face
         him, and stood, wide eyes pleading and lips parted invitingly, it was the most natural thing in the world to gather her to
         him and savage the lips she offered, the full sensual lips that still haunted his dreams. The remembered contours of her body
         clung to his for some moments and he wallowed in the delight of crushing her close. Their bodies were meant for each other.
         He hadn’t realised just how much he had missed her, and for some moments forgot everything but the renewed delight of her
         body against his.
      

      
      Very much aware of the turmoil she was generating, she whispered against his lips, ‘I’ve missed you, Adam.’ Burrowing her
         head against his chest, she lamented, ‘You’ll never know how much I’ve missed you.’
      

      
      Like a slap in the face, these words brought him to his senses. He could very well imagine how she felt. Hadn’t he felt the
         same? He thrust her roughly from him. What on earth was he thinking? This woman had hurt him beyond measure and here he was
         fawning all over her as if nothing had happened. ‘Too bad,’ he snarled bitterly. ‘You made your choice. What are you doing
         back here, anyway?’
      

      
      ‘I live here now. This is my home.’

      
      ‘So the old man kicked the bucket, eh? He didn’t last very long. Was it worth it? Did he leave you all his money? Are you
         the lady of the manor now?’ he sneered.
      

      
      ‘No! No, my husband’s not dead, but he is very ill and wanted to come back home to be near his family and friends.’ Pleased to have caught him off guard, and already
         aware by his response to her advances that he was still attracted to her, she moved close again. ‘Have you missed me, Adam?’
         she purred.
      

      
      
      Of course he had missed her, but he must never show how much. Ignoring the question, he made for the door. ‘Look, I’ve been
         sent over here to do a job and that’s what I’m going to do. Now just show me round the grounds and then I’ll be on my bike,’
         he snapped over his shoulder.
      

      
      Confident that she could change his mind, she meekly shadowed him as he walked around the gardens, stopping here and there,
         pointing out the changes necessary and the work it would entail. Adam was very conscious of her presence as she trailed closely
         behind him. Her nearness and the delicate fragrance of that recalled perfume was driving him to distraction. Angry at the
         effect her presence was having on him, he silently vowed that he would send over two other men to do the work here. And by
         the state of the place there would be an awful lot to be done. At another time and place the state of these grounds would
         have excited him, got his adrenalin flowing. He would have seen it as a challenge to his talents and would have asked the
         boss if he could attend to the restoration work himself. This was something he occasionally did to keep his hand in, and these
         gardens certainly made him eager to get stuck in, but Evelyn’s ever beguiling presence was undermining his thought process
         and he needed to get away from her. Get things back in perspective.
      

      
      Putting the finishing touches to the details he had roughly sketched out for reconstruction, he headed for the van, anxious
         to go before his emotions got the better of him. As he turned to speak to her, she managed to look vulnerable, but he knew
         she was putting on a big act for his benefit. Tapping his biro against his clipboard to get her attention, he said, ‘I’ll
         go over these with the boss, and send you out a design and typed-up estimate. You can let me know one way or the other. OK?
         Good day, Mrs Matthews.’ He headed for his van.
      

      
      She bustled along beside him until she was forced to grab hold of his arm to halt his hasty retreat. ‘You’ll have to come
         back inside and talk me through what you intend doing, Adam. I don’t fully understand all that horticulture jargon.
      

      
      
      My husband will be expecting me to explain everything to him, like names of plants and shrubs, and the cost, and things like
         that,’ she whimpered, putting on another of her attention-seeking acts. ‘What am I supposed to tell him?’
      

      
      ‘As I’ve already said, when I get a proper estimate and specification typed up for you, it’ll tell you everything you need
         to know. On the other hand, if your husband’s available now, I can talk him through it, go over everything so’s there’s no
         misunderstanding,’ he said sarcastically, knowing full well he’d a better chance of finding a snowball in hell than of ever
         meeting Charles Matthews.
      

      
      She hesitated. The two men in her life had never met. Charles wouldn’t recognise Adam. It could do no harm, she supposed.
         ‘Yes, why not? That’s a good idea, Adam. It’s always better to speak face to face, I think. Come in and meet my husband.’
      

      
      Taken unawares, Adam shrugged his broad shoulders and reluctantly followed her indoors. In the hall she paused.

      
      ‘Look, you must understand that Charles is bedridden, so go easy on him, OK?’ Glad that she had already told her husband that
         she was arranging for the gardens to be restored, she said, ‘This way, please.’ Without much more ado she threw back her head
         with an air of authority and ascended the stairs with slow, elegant steps.
      

      
      Adam hesitated for some moments at the foot of the wide staircase, watching the sensuous sway of her hips. What was she up
         to now? Was this another one of her tricks? She paused on the landing and waited. Hesitantly he climbed the stairs and joined
         her.
      

      
      In a low voice she chided him, ‘Don’t be so childish, Adam. I’m not going to seduce you, you know.’ Canting her head in the
         direction of a door, ‘My husband’s in here.’
      

      
      Crossing the landing, she opened the door and entered the room.

      
      ‘I trust I’m not disturbing you, darling. There’s someone here to see you. Would you like to come in, Mr Brady.’

      
      The man propped up on an arrangement of pillows was not what Adam was expecting to see. He had pictured a decrepit old geriatric and was surprised to see instead a handsome,
         elderly gentleman with bright, intelligent blue eyes. He sat with hands clasped together on a colourful bedspread as if in
         meditation. At first glance his skin looked waxen, as if chalk had replaced the blood in his veins, but he was very much alert
         to his surroundings. Adam felt drawn to him and without further thought approached the bed, holding out his hand in greeting.
         ‘I’m pleased to meet you, sir.’
      

      
      With his strong right hand, Charles gripped the one offered and looked askance at his wife.

      
      ‘Remember I told you I was going to have the gardens done over? Well, I wanted to surprise you. This is Adam Brady. He’s a
         professional landscape gardener from Holywood. He’s had a look over the grounds and has made up some sketches and an estimate
         for you to consider. While he goes over them with you, I’ll bring up some tea.’ She motioned to a chair by the bedside. ‘Sit
         down, please, Mr Brady.’ Bending over the bed, she rubbed her hand affectionately along her husband’s arm and asked gently,
         ‘Are you all right, Charles? Do you feel up to this?’
      

      
      He nodded and with a reassuring squeeze on his arm she left the room.

      
      Adam pulled his chair closer to the bed and spread out his sketch of the grounds. ‘This is only a rough sketch, you understand.
         I intend getting you a proper layout and specification drawn up, but your wife wanted me to discuss it with you first, to
         see if you have any input to make. There’s a lot of work involved, as I’m sure you realise?’ Charles nodded his agreement
         and Adam continued, ‘The gardens have obviously been allowed to go to pot for some time.’
      

      
      ‘I know. We’ve been away a few years now and it was rather remiss of me not to have arranged for them to be looked after in
         our absence. Tell me what’s required, young man.’
      

      
      Adam inwardly sighed with relief. That this man had all his faculties about him was obvious. Although the paralysis seemed to have affected one side of his body, just a hint of a slur of the odd word impeded his speech. Adam set about explaining
         what was involved and the time estimated to complete the work
      

      
      Evelyn entered the room carrying a tray and Adam hurried to relieve her of it. Avoiding eye contact, he placed it on a small
         table close to the bed. In the presence of Mr Matthews he felt real guilt; as if he were here under false pretences.
      

      
      Evelyn poured a cup of tea and handed it to Adam. When she reached for the other cup, which had a drinking spout, her husband
         waved her away. He liked this young man and didn’t want the embarrassment of drinking from an ‘invalid’s’ cup in front of
         him.
      

      
      His eyes scanned the rough sketch. ‘You seem to have just about covered everything. You obviously know what you’re doing.
         When will you be able to start the work?’ he enquired.
      

      
      ‘Well, we haven’t agreed on the price yet, but with your approval I can have two men out here next Monday, if that suits you,
         sir?’
      

      
      ‘Monday will be fine.’

      
      Evelyn gave a little start of surprise when he said he’d be sending out two men. This wasn’t what she had envisaged. She wanted Adam to come alone.
      

      
      ‘Surely it won’t take two men?’ she asked, quietly. ‘Won’t that be rather expensive?’
      

      
      ‘Well, it certainly won’t be cheap. There’s a lot of work to be done, Mrs Matthews, so I’ll allow for two men in the price.
         And even with two men working full time it will take roughly six weeks to complete and that doesn’t allow for any wet time.’
      

      
      ‘What in the name of heaven is wet time?’ she enquired, feeling that she was losing a grip of the situation.
      

      
      Her husband interrupted her. ‘It’s when all work stops due to heavy rain, my dear. It happens all the time in the building
         trade, as I should know from experience. And in Adam’s position, to continue working in the rain would cause more damage than
         was good in the gardening trade.’
      

      
      
      ‘I couldn’t have put it any better myself.’ Adam smiled. ‘Look, I’ll tell you what. Why don’t I send you out a proper estimate
         and when you see the price and what you’re getting for it, you and your husband can browse through it. Then, if everything’s
         to your complete satisfaction, you can choose where you’d like us to start. It doesn’t have to be all done in one visit, you
         know. We could do sections at a time. Go over it at your leisure and let me know what you want and what you can afford,’ he
         said, tongue in cheek, knowing full well just what Evelyn had in mind.
      

      
      ‘I still think that two men would be very costly,’ she complained.

      
      Charles was staring at his wife in amazement. This was a turn-up for the books. Evelyn had never worried about spending money
         before.
      

      
      ‘Don’t be silly, dear!’ he admonished her with an affectionate smile before turning his attention to Adam. ‘Money’s no problem.
         Send me a proper copy of this sketch and an estimate. And remember, I want the best of everything. We’ll discuss it in more
         detail when you come back. Meanwhile, please get your labour organised for a Monday start.’
      

      
      Business settled, they discussed current affairs for a while, whilst they drank their tea.When Adam finished he rose to his
         feet and thanked Mrs Matthews for a lovely cup of tea, then offered his hand to Mr Matthews. ‘It’s been a pleasure meeting
         you and discussing business with you, sir.’
      

      
      ‘Likewise, son.’

      
      Evelyn led Adam back downstairs and out of the house in angry silence. Once outside she rounded on him and hissed, ‘Did you
         have to go on about the costs? You know damned well we can afford anything you come up with. And I trust you were joking back
         there when you said you’d send two men to do the work,’ she said curtly.
      

      
      ‘No, I wasn’t. It will take two men,’ he argued, feeling a lot happier with this solution.
      

      
      
      She gripped his arm. ‘It will take one man even longer! Adam, please say you will come . . . alone.’

      
      ‘I like your husband. It would be improper for me to work here.’ He shrugged off her hold and climbing into the van fired
         up the engine. ‘Besides, your husband’s no fool. He’d soon twig to any shenanigans going on under his very nose. Goodbye,
         Evelyn, nice to have met you again.’
      

      
      Before he could drive off she leaned into the van and planted her mouth over his. Immediately, he responded. Putting his hand
         on the back of her head he devoured her lips before pushing her away. ‘I hope someone saw you do that and tells your husband.
         He seems a fine, decent man and deserves better. Why can’t you be content with your lot?’
      

      
      ‘Are you?’ she hissed. ‘Eh, Adam? Are you content with Maura Craig? Can she satisfy you the way I did? Tell me,’ she thrust
         out her chin defiantly, ‘did she deliberately get pregnant so you’d have to marry her?’
      

      
      ‘You’re talking rubbish,’ he said tersely and without another word was off down the drive.

      
      Remembering his words, she glanced furtively around. Had anyone been spying on them? The house was well back off the road
         and had a high boundary hedge. No one could possibly see, but guilt made her nervous as she hurried inside. It wouldn’t do
         to start tongues wagging now. David Matthews would just love to hear rumours like that, true or otherwise. He’d have a field
         day. Nevertheless, she intended to see Adam again, come hell or high water. Now that she knew he still had feelings for her,
         she intended resurrecting their relationship. If he didn’t show up on Monday, she’d drive over to the nursery centre with
         some cock and bull story to get him back on the job. She smiled inwardly at her choice of words. She’d just have to be more
         careful how she went about it, was all.
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