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Susannah had met Fernando Cuevas in London, and/liirlwind romance had

fallen wildly and irrevocably in love with him. Sheuld hardly believe it when

Fernando, on what seemed to be an unconvincingsexeanded it all, and

disappeared out of her life as quickly as he hadecmto it.

The only thing to do, Susannah decided, was to raaev life for herself, so she
took a job as governess to a young Spanish girthwvivould take her to live in

Spain for a while.

She was horrified, on arriving at her destinatit;nyealise that the child was
Fernando's daughter; that he was very much maied that she was going to
meet him again at any moment. What was she to d& no



CHAPTER ONE

FERNANDO hadn't wanted to come to the party. Parties wetenis
favourite form of relaxation and after the hectegatiations of the
past few days that was what he most needed. Bufdlstanas were
friends of the family, and he could hardly haveuseid Lucie's
invitation without causing a rift in relationshipall the same, after
over an hour of small talk, of circulating in a dradilled room and
making conversation out of a multitude of inaneapbntries, he was
more than ready to leave. He was tired and ndtarbest of tempers,
and he was growing weary of Lucie's determinedngits to flirt
with him. She was a married woman with a child, ahduld have
been beyond such a thing. Certainly in Spain héaweur would
have caused a number of raised eyebrows and tdeokigossip no
self-respecting woman would want to arouse. But eyl Lucie
imagined herself far from the rigid ethics of hamocountry, and as
her husband was away for a few days on business, wss
surrendering to the somewhat permissive sociebyation.

He looked round the crowded lounge wondering whatge he

could give for leaving so early. By no means wdighe people

present Spaniards. It was true that a large peagenvere fellow
compatriots, but the Castanas numbered English Aandricans

among their friends, too. There was a plentifulgymf wines and

spirits, should he have felt so inclined, and awcefignt buffet

occupied the long tables to one side of the roonmhi-fi system

offered an undistracting mixture of popular musid e supposed
that of its type it was a reasonably successfiieyatg. But the truth
was he was bored, and he thought with a sensaighegion that the
isolation of his study back home would have offeeethore than
adequate substitute.

'Fernando?"



Lucie was offering him yet another cocktail whicle Ipolitely

refused, summoning his determination to apologizd take his
leave, when there was an unexpected interruptidinegbroceedings.
A small boy came careering into the room, lookingnd a trifle

desperately for a familiar face. When he saw Liin@enade straight
for her, clinging to her skirts and crying wildkle was wearing only
pyjama trousers and as his face and hands wereahestusly wet

and possibly sticky, Lucie, not unnaturally, triedpush him away
from her. But the boy cried all the louder and @ple of amused
speculation ran round the room.

A girl was following the boy, Fernando saw now, ahe had halted
rather uncertainly at the door to the crowded l@unthen, with a
slight shrug of her shoulders, she moved towardsbiby and his
mother. She was embarrassed, no doubt conscioushef
conspicuousness of her blue nylon overall beside nwny

extravagant evening creations, and Fernando felura@xpected
stirring of sympathy. Women, young or old, did ngrticularly

interest him, but this slender girl, a little abaseerage height with
dark-fringed eyes and a mass of ash- blonde haimtaa presently
secured rather inadequately by two elastic bandsyusad his
compassion.

'‘What do you think you are doing, Eduardo?' Lucaswemanding in
English for the benefit of their guests. You knowuyare not
permitted to come in here in the evenings. Sen&iitg!' She turned
on the girl. 'What is the meaning of this?'

The qirl's cheeks were pink, but she took a firndhan the boy's
hand before replying. 'I'm sorrgenora.Eduardo has been unwell,
and he insisted upon seeing you. | told him youldmpot be
disturbed, but he ran away "from me.'

Lucie clearly couldn't decide whether or not td eithe girl there
and then or retire gracefully and make her feelikggwn at some



future date. However, her Latin temperament sedamgdt the better
of discretion, because in heated tones she exdaiivihat do you
mean - he ran away from you? What were you d@egprita?Are
you not capable of controlling one small boy?'

The girl stood her ground, and Fernando admireddret. 'Eduardo
and | were in the bathroom trying to get him clehn®," she
declared. 'He slipped out of the door when my baek turned. |
followed as quickly—'

Lucie waved her hands impatiently. 'Spare me tisesall details,
senoritg' she snapped. You know perfectly well that whikefather
Is away Eduardo is inclined to be a little - er seip

The qgirl listened and then said quietly, but dictiyr 'l think the
amount of sweets he consumed this afternoon is ee rikely
explanationsenora—'

Lucie clasped her hands together. 'That will denoritg' she
interrupted her shrilly. 'l will not be argued with this insolent
manner—'

'‘Lucie! Cool down!" Fernando spoke to her in thmin language.

‘There is no harm done.' He glanced in the gintesction and met her
level gaze, noting that she did not seem to welchism@tervention,

but going on in spite of it. 'Er - Senorita Kingist to blame. Eduardo
Is young - he is impulsive. He naturally wanted &owith you - he

wanted your love and attention when he was feelmgell.'

Lucie measured his gaze for a long moment and kieesaw the
unwelcome invitation appear in her eyes again. Yyss. You are
right, Fernando,' she agreed, responding in amaté patois. She
turned back to her son and his companion. You neaglgng with

Senorita King, Eduardo. We will say no more abbid tonight.' She



shifted her gaze to encompass the girl. 'We witdss it further in
the morning—'

But now Eduardo was hanging back, tugging at thésgnand,
looking imploringly at his mother, then at Fernandlavant to stay,
Mama,' he whimpered. 'Do not send me away!

Fernando stepped forward, squatting down besidbdizesmiling at
him encouragingly. Your mama is busy right now, &dio. As you
can see, she has guests to attend to. Tomorrowilnave time for
you.'

‘Tomorrow she will be tiredaccused Eduardo tearfully. 'And Papa |
away..

Fernando hesitated. He had no wish to get furtneslved with the

‘Castanas, but Eduardo's forlorn face aroused/hipathy. 'l have an
idea," he said gently. "Tomorrow | shall not beybusr tired. How

would you like me to come and take you - where?Sktegged. 'The
park - the zoo?'

Eduardo's face lit up. 'l have not been to the'zmoexclaimed.

‘The zoo it is, then. Tomorrow morning at - let ree s ten o'clock?'
He raised his eyes to the girl's face, and speakirignglish said:
‘Eduardo and | are going to the zoo. Will tomoraiven be suitable?’

The girl inclined her head and looked to Lucie ¢gmidance. 'l -1
suppose so.'

‘That is so kind of you, Fernando," exclaimed Luceés he
straightened. 'Eduardo misses a man's attentiba.s@iled, and her
eyes saidAs | do myseltbut Fernando chose to ignore it.

‘Very well." Fernando was speaking in English agmw. 'Good-bye
for the present, Eduardo.’



'‘Adios, sertor!'Eduardo's face was wreathed in smiles and he w
with the girl quite happily then.

The girl herself walked away with a certain amoohtinconscious
dignity, and watching her straight back Fernandodered why he
had bothered to intervene on her behalf. He hadoé it for Lucie's
sake, to prevent her from making a fool of herselfront of her
guests, he had wanted to save the girl - what wasdme, Senorita
King, further embarrassment. But it seemed shenleagippreciation
of his motives.

The following morning Fernando's reservations hadaased. He
bitterly regretted the impulse he had had to giwuddo an

unexpected treat. It was giving Lucie the entirlgse impression
that he wished to see her again, and nothing doaveé been further
from the truth. After showering and dressing anebkfasting in his
suite at the Savoy, he had an almost overwhelmcgnation to

telephone the Castana house and make some excuse faking the
boy out that morning, but he could not bring hirhdel act so

selfishly. Instead, he dressed in a navy denimvgtlita belted jacket,
combed his thick straight hair and decided it ndexigting, and took
a taxi to Lorrimer Terrace before he had secondghts.

A young maid admitted him to the now quiet housalyCthe
pervading aroma of stale cigarette smoke and adaiiih of perfume
evidenced the party of the night before, and heedampatiently in
the morning room, eager to be gone.

A few minutes later the maid reappeared. '‘Mastaraidb will be
ready presently, sir,' she said. 'And Senora Castaggests that you
take lunch with her on your return.’

Fernando's mouth turned down at the corners, athéhd who was
watching him thought what an attractive mouth itswlle was an
attractive man altogether, without the somewhatrbwacase to his



skin that Senor Castana himself had. He was tall, taller than the
average Spaniard, though not so tall as to appegainly. His hair
was dark, but not black, and his clothes fitted hahosely,

emphasizing the powerful length of his legs and thescular
expanse of his chest.

'You may inform Senora Castana after | have goae Itlshall be
unable to accept her invitation," he stated quidtlgm not sure, but
Eduardo and | may take lunch out.'

The maid looked surprised, and Fernando concedgdodirthaps he
had spoken a little bluntly. But there was no othay to avoid
difficulties. So long as Carlos was away on busnésicie was a
menace.

There was the sound of footsteps behind them inhidé and
Fernando swung round as Eduardo came into the fodowed
closely by the young woman he knew as Senorita Kimgining his
head, he spoke to both of them: 'Good morning, EttuaGood
morning, Miss King.'

Eduardo gave a little skip. At seven years of agep to the zoo was
an exciting experience. 'Are you ready to genor?'he demanded
eagerly.

Fernando smiled. 'l see you are,’ he commentell, sgieaking
English.

'Oh, yes. | have been waiting for you to come fours!" declared
Eduardo, with characteristic exaggeration.

Fernando shifted his attention to the young woriiérs morning she
was not wearing the nylon overall, but he suspetitedneat grey
skirt, the white shirt blouse and broad black bgjhified some kind
of uniform. Her hair, too, had been plaited andrfed a coronet on
top of her head. Although she was slim, she wastmaot and he



could see the rounded swell of her breasts pressgainst the
material of her blouse. He looked away quickly, smous of an
unaccustomed quickening of his senses. It wask®him to notice
such things, and he despised himself for doingT$e girl was
nothing to him, and from the way she was lookingiat he sensed
she objected strongly to his appraisal.

'‘Well—' he began determinedly, forcing an enthusidee did not
feel. 'Shall we go?'

They all moved out into the hall and the maid deghiabout her
business. The girl secured the zip on Eduardo'sakrend stepped
aside. But even as she did so a voice hailed them &bove, a voice
Fernando recognized only too well.

'Fernando! Oh, Fernando, you are still here! | angkd | have
caught you.'

Lucie was standing on the stairs, a flimsy negligesged about her.
The girl, Miss King, seemed embarrassed and woane lteft them,

but Fernando found himself doing something he hadnintended
to do. He looked up at Lucie, but as he did so pekes in an

undertone to the girl: 'Get your coat, Miss Kinguuyare coming with
us.'

She stared at him as if he was mad, but Lucie pasksng again and
Fernando had to move reluctantly towards the stairs

'If you will wait a few minutes, Fernando,' she wag/ing, 'l will
come with you. That is ..." her lips curved provoady, 'that is - if
you do not mind.'

Fernando thrust his hands into the pockets oftisgt. ‘Do you think
it is your sort of outing, Lucie?' he inquired dryEr - you are aware
that Miss King is accompanying us, are you not?'



Lucie's brows drew together. ‘Miss King?'

'‘But of course.' Fernando was charming. He turoelddk into the
girl's indignant, but as yet impotent, face. 'latthot so, Miss King?"

It was the moment of truth, the moment he dreatiedwas daring
her to deny it. But to his relief she merely beet head and said in
muffled tones: 'Yes, of courssenor.'

Lucie looked almost as angry as she had done gte hefore, but
she controlled herself by a supreme effort and daithat case, there
IS no point, is therecaro?' She took a deep breath. 'Instead, | sh:
await your return with impatience. Did the maid y@lu that | expect
you to stay for lunch?'

Fernando sighed. 'She did. But | cannot.'
'‘Why not?' Lucie was angry again.

"It is not possible, Lucie. The zoo is a large plddo not expect to be
back before - well - four o'clock.’

'Four o'clock!" Lucie was furious. She gathered ribgligee closer
about her, apparently uncaring of the fact ofiésmi¢parency. ‘Very
well, then. You will dine with ussi?'

Fernando hesitated. To issue a firm refusal cowdtigue this
discussion interminably. With a faint shrug, hedsd?erhaps, Lucie,
perhaps.' He forced a smile. 'We must be goingvéla taxi waiting.'

Lucie's jaw was taut. 'Until dinner, then.'

Fernando gave her a small bow. 'Until later,’ heread
non-committally.



Miss King put on a grey coat to match her skirt andompanied him
out to the cab. They all climbed in and not untiuBrdo was staring
in an engrossed manner out of the window did ske'lsahould be

glad if you would never place me in such an awkwaosition again,
senot The invitation you issued was for Eduardo aloaed you

know it!"

Fernando lay back in his seat, half turned towaets watching her
intently. Her voice was low and angry, but it hadusky intonation
which he found pleasing. When she was angry, as, soe was
disturbingly feminine, and not even the plain, ewsly, uniform

could disguise that. He wondered what she woulH lie in casual
clothes? He wondered what her name was. How olavalse

Realizing she was waiting for him to make some cemmhe said:
‘Al right. It was - initially. However, | thoughthtit perhaps you
might enjoy the outing—

'l don't believe you!" She was abrupt.

'Oh, really?' Fernando didn't altogether care far imanner. 'Is not
that a rather insolent remark?’

She sighed. 'I'm not blindenor.Nor am | a fool.’
'l never imagined you were.'

'‘Nevertheless, that was not the reason you ins@tethy company,
and I'd be grateful if in future you'd refrain fraraing me to extricate
yourself from situations which have grown too hatyou!'

'‘Why, you—' He bit off an epithet, conscious thatthe first time in
his life he had the urge to strike a woman. Heestat her angrily. No
one had ever spoken to him in such a manner, wexdddareto do
so! He was enraged, not least because althoughemway she was
speaking the truth, his own involvement was suclnancent one.



‘Do you realize | could put you out of this cabénand now, drive
back to Senora Gastana, and have you dismisseatef o

She shook her head. 'That's entirely up to yoapafse.'
'‘Don't you care?' He was astounded.

She hesitated. 'Well, | shouldn't like to lose ly for incompetence,
but this is rather different, isn't it?'

Fernando chewed his lower lip. He had never mebaayjuite like
her before, and as his anger dispersed almost iaklygas it had
come he found himself in the ignominious positidna@nting to
explain his motivations.

Frowning, he said: 'l see no reason why | showdtdfjumy actions to
you, but | can assure you that while there mighgdrae truth in your
suggestion that | invited you to evade—' He glanaededuardo
rather significantly. 'Well - to evade certain pegphe situation is by
no means too kot - for me!'

She pressed her lips together and he had theldsgususpicion that
she was trying not to smile, a suspicion which waseased when
she looked up at him.

‘You're laughing at me!' he accused irritably.

'‘No, I'm not." She made a helpless gesture. 'Besides, you choose
to do with your time is no concern of mine excepeve it impinges
on mine.'

‘Madre mig | know it's not!" he snapped shortly, angry ndwatthe
had tried to explain. 'If you would rather not aogany us then |
shall direct the driver to take you back againatéed, in stiff tones.



She looked at him then and he saw that her eyes aveurious shade
of deep violet, African violet, dark and beautifuldidn't actually say
that | didn't want to accompany you,'she said cdlgef'Only that |
didn't wish to be involved in - in schemes.'

‘My schemes?"'
'If you like.'

You still believe—' He broke off. 'l give you my wb Lucie - that is
- your employer and | are friends, that is all.’

Her lids fell to hide her expression. 'lf you say senor?

Fernando controlled an almost irresistible desirsitake her. Was
she deliberately goading him? Or was the image wfid_in her
negligee so firmly imprinted upon her mind as tgate anything he
might say? He couldn't be sure. He didn't even kmdw he felt
bound to try and explain.

Changing his tack, he inclined his head and sa&tyWvell, Miss
King. | suggest we forget the unfortunate beginrand try and enjoy
the day.' He frowned. 'We have not even been ioted. Fernando
Cuevas, at your servicsenorita.'

It was beholden upon her to make some similar rsite, but she
was obviously reluctant. He wondered why. His eiqrere of
women had taught him that he was * invariably rdgdrin a
favourable light, and while he did not normally reaény effort to
exert the charm which came so naturally to hinwas galling to
realize that to this young woman he representeceong else.

At last she said: '"My name is Susanrsdnor,Susannah King.

'SusannahHe repeated the word reflectively. It suited Hewas a
wholly feminine appellation.



Eduardo turned from the window at that moment, igaistting
excitedly. Senorita, senoritas that St. Paulsatedral?You said you
would take me there one dagnorita.Will you? Will you?

Susannah leant forward and then smiled. 'Oh, noafid, that's not
St. Paul's. That's just a church. St. Paul's igdsignuch bigger.'

'Perhaps you would permit me to escort you bothetheother day,
suggested Fernando. 'Perhaps tomorrAs/8oon as the words were
uttered he wondered why he had said them. He hexl fgductant to
come out this morning. What was he thinking of -gasiing yet
another visit to the Castana house?

Susannah King was looking at him strangely too.h&es she
suspected some ulterior motive for his suggesti@cursed himself
for putting himself in such an ambiguous situation.

‘Thats very kind of yousenor,"she was saying now, ‘but Eduard
has lessons tomorrow.

Eduardo's face dropped and the relief Fernandoldlinave felt did
not materialize. Instead, he found himself sayiMgu give Eduardo
these lessons, Miss King?

'Yes.
'You are then the bay- governessThat's right,she nodded.

'But | do not understand. Yesterday evening youewacting as
nursemaid.

She sighed. 'Senora Castana has no nursemaiddarded She says
she likes to look after him herself. When she cannd cope.

Fernando found this knowledge not to his likingcBaome in Spain
one employed a governess to teach, a nursemaaiadar the child



welfare. Lucie knew this as well as he did. Sutbly were not so
short of financial assets that they could not affooth. But no. The
Castanas were a wealthy family. It was much mdegyj though not
so palatable, that so long as Miss King was prepimraccommodate
them they preferred to save a second salary.

They were driving now beside the green stretchd2eagfent's Park,
and Fernando leant forward and signified to theedrithat they
would walk the rest of the way. Susannah and thyedimbed out,
Fernando paid their fare, and the cab rolled away.

It was a cool but pleasant morning in early A@pring was in the air
and the park was colourful with tulips and daffeddnd narcissi.
Even at this time of day there were plenty of peadout, nannies
with their charges, young mothers with prams, dog$their owners
enjoying the unexpectedly warm sunshine. They whiki®ng the
path towards the zoological gardens and conversagbween them
lapsed. Only Eduardo seemed unaware of the faclaiexng every
now and then when a dog ran near to them or a child a
particularly interesting toy attracted his attentio

Zoos had never appealed to Fernando. The ideeadliestion of wild
animals being confined in small spaces for the ipubl come and
stare at seemed to him a rather cruel and degradiaggement. But
when he remarked upon this to Susannah King hedfthat she had
very definite ideas of her own upon the subject.

'Most of these animals were born in captivithe exclaimed. 'They'd
be no more at home in the wild than - than say, would be, cast
away on some desert island, remote from all thehistpated
accoutrements to civilized society yerigrown used to.'

Fernando smiled. '‘And how do you know how | woddat to such
circumstancesfe commented with a traceof irony. 'l might finatls
a situation intriguing - depending, of course, onagagnpanion.’



He saw the rose colour flood her cheeks. He wagrised at how
easily he could embarrass her. So self- confiderstoime ways, in
others she was extremely vulnerable, and the krugeldroubled
him. He found himself wondering about her backgthwhether she
had any home life, whether her parents were diitka and then
stopped himself. This would not do. After today,wauld probably
never see her again, which was just as well. Hebgasming far too
interested in her. He was leaving England at tltkaérthe week. He
was returning to his home in Spain - to his ownikam

He noticed that after that she did not speak to dinexctly for some
time, but concentrated on Eduardo, pointing outedéht species,
explaining their various eating habits. Fernands gaite content to
stroll along behind, answering Eduardo's questmryg when they
were addressed to him.

It was after one o'clock when Susannah seemedctunieeaware of
the lateness of the hour, and casting a doubthl in Fernando's
direction said: 'l think Eduardo ought to have mkland something
to eat,senor.Could we go to the cafe and have a sandwich?’

Fernando hesitated. The cafe, within sight and donot to mention
smell, of the animals did not appeal to him. 'l geg} we leave the
gardens and find a restaurasgnorita. Eduardo has seen almos
everything, has he not? Perhaps this afternoon vightndo
something elsesi?'

"Que?' Eduardo stared at them both excitediQue le parece,
senoritg' he appealedTéngo mucha hombre!'

‘Speak English, Eduardo,' reproved Susannah autaiygtand then
gave a small shrug of her shoulders. 'l don't kndwat to saysenor.'

Fernando cupped her elbow with his hand. 'Themggest you leave
everything to me,' he remarked quietly. 'Eduardauisgry. Were he



and | alone, we would most certainly dine at aawstnt of my
choosing. Your company simply makes that a moreacive
proposition.'

Susannah drew herself away from him quickly, andded see she
was embarrassed again. For himself he was consoifocadistinct

feeling of exhilaration in his stomach brought adoythe trembling

he had felt in that instant before she drew heesgHy.

They went to a Spanish restaurant in a mews ofbfa®btreet. It was
a place Fernando frequented regularly on his vigitsondon, and he
was recognized at once. The service was efficlanttunobtrusive,
and he noticed that Susannah seemed to enjoy tha saup, the
chicken and rice, and the fruit-filled ice-creamigththey ate as a
dessert. They had a rose wine with the meal, aad Bduardo drank
his with enjoyment. Afterwards, the waiter brouglaffee, and a
liqueur for Fernando which Susannah had declinebiaElo was
excused and wandered off to examine an enormouaiaqufilled
with tropical fish which was an integral part oktlvall near the
entrance to the restaurant, and Fernando askechevh8usannah
would mind if he lit a cheroot.

She shook her head. He could see that she was useranod
endeavoured to put her at her ease, talking abpaihSn general
terms, discussing the wine-growing industry of viahines family had
been members for generations.

'l know very little about wines,' she admitted,dinag her coffee cup
between her fingers. 'They're not considered a ralatu
accompaniment to a meal here - at least, not whewené from.'

'‘Where do you come from, Miss King?' Fernando qoest, unable
to prevent himself from doing so.



She put down her cup. 'l was born in Yorkshireyalty. That's in the
north of England. But when | had completed my irajri came south
to work.'

He drew deeply on his cheroot, exhaling into timeabbve her head.
‘Your parents still live in Yorkshire?' he suggeiste

'No. My parents are dead.' She sighed. 'Actualhgver knew who
my parents were. | lived in an orphanage until $ sixteen years old
- a children's home is how they like to describe it

"You sound - bitter.

'Oh, no, no.' She shook her head. 'I'm not bilteey were very good
to me, actually. | just don't think it's fair thaomen should have
babies and then - abandon them. If | had a chiddyant to care for it
myself.' She flushed. 'Where is Eduardo?'

'Eduardo is quite happy watching the fish," repliedrnando,
impatient at the interruption. 'Go on. I'm inteeskt

‘There's nothing more to tell.'

‘You've worked for the Castanas ever since you darhendon?' He
was surprised.

'‘No. No, not all the time. I've been here four gedmworked for an
American family to begin with, but they divorcedddrdidn't want to
go and live in the States, so | joined the Castanasonths ago.'

'l see,' he nodded. He had the feeling that Lueie- @na would not
keep her staff very long. He dropped ash intoftiwg in the centre of
the table and then said: 'Don't you want to getie@d? Have children
- as you said.’



Susannah coloured again. 'Not for expediency, at'shwhat you
mean senor Jshe stated stiffly, and he cursed himself foripgther
on the offensive again. 'Don't you think it's time were leaving.'

Fernando heaved a sigh. He could have gone omggat&i her for a
long time. There were many more things he woule idkknow about
her, and this in itself was unusual for him. Wontead always
seemed vapidly transparent creatures, intent sofelynding a man
and capturing him. Marriage was a conveniencebédin sexes, and
anything beyond that was purely a sexual necedd#yhad never
particularly cared for talking to a woman beforadae resented
having to share her attention with the boy.

Outside the restaurant Eduardo had a stream ofestiggs as to
where they should spend the remainder of the aftern but

Susannah was not disposed to listen to themalteady getting on
for three o'clock,’ she declared. 'I'm sure weakeh up enough of
Senor Cuevas' time already.’

Fernando thrust his hands into the pockets ofduisgt. He wanted to
detain her, and it would not be difficult with Edda beginning to
sulk at having his afternoon cut short, but commsemse warned him
that he had gone far enough.

'l think perhaps Miss King is right, Eduardo,' hated, looking up
and down the street rather impatiently. 'Besides, will want to go
back and tell your mother what you have seen,yaill not?’

Eduardo pouted. You said we would go somewhere éls@accused,
and Fernando felt a sense of contrition. He waméethe boy down
simply because it was easier for him that way, #mt wasn't
altogether kind.

‘Another day,' he conceded at last. 'If Miss King permit you to
miss lessons.’



Susannah gave a faint smile. "'Thank you very maclesgcorting us,
senot and for that most delicious lunch.'

'‘No tanto.It was nothing.' Fernando could hear the stiffnashis
voice, but her attempted dismissal irritated hinwas one thing for
him to decide that they must part and quite andibrener to take it
upon herself to dismiss him. 'l will accompany yaack to the house,
naturally.'

Susannah gave him a startled look. 'That's notssacg. That is—'
She paused, and he could almost read her thou@hturse you are
at liberty to come with us if you wish.'

'‘As far as the door at least,’ he conceded saralbniand was
gratified to see that he had disconcerted her again

But when the cab halted outside the Castana haoudeorrimer
Terrace and Eduardo bounded out, intent on regakegyone with
his experiences, Fernando stayed Susannah withcadraher arm.
'‘One momentsenoritg' he said in a low voice, aware of the trouble
anxiety in her eyes.

'Yes,senor?'

She sounded cool while he could feel heated blabd iveins. He
drew a deep breath. 'l wish you to have dinner with tomorrow
evening, Miss King.

Her eyes fell before his, looking at his lean brdvamd * on the grey
material of her sleeve. 'I'm afraid | casgnot' she refused politely.

Anger erupted. Todios,why not?'

She tried to draw awa§l don't think it's a very good idesenor. - |
don't have a lot of free time in the evenings iy ease.’



'l think you are making excuses, Miss King. Why? yom not trust
me? | assure you, my motives are quite innocetjdy talking with
you, that is all.'

Susannah looked after Eduardo. 'l mustsgmor.Eduardo will tell
his mother we are here. It would not do for hefind me here, with
you, would it?'

An ironic smile touched his lips. 'lt is not of thightest consequence
to me whether or not Lucie finds us together.' eyges darkened.
'Please - you will have dinner with me tomorrow exgnsi?'

When he was disturbed his accent thickened, ancobkl hear it
thickening now as he appealed to her. Why was itrgmrtant that
she should accept his invitation?

She looked at him in an anxious fashion and thedenahelpless
little gesture. 'l don't know—' she began awkwardly

‘At eight,' he insisted, pressing his advantagalkb the end of the
terrace and | will be waiting.'

‘Senor—she started, when Fernando saw Lucie appear in
doorway and look rather impatiently towards the.cab

He withdrew his hand from Susannah's arm, and da&ie is your
employer now. Shall we get out to greet her?™

Susannah stepped awkwardly out of the cab and alfeibsas she
ricked her ankle on the kerb. But Lucie took net slightest notice of
her. Her eyes were intent on Fernando, and askimgadb-driver to
wait, he too climbed out.

‘You're early,” she exclaimed, with a little disemg nod in
Susannah's direction. ‘Come along in. We can have $ea.'



‘Gracias, ng Lucie.' Fernando lapsed back into his own langudg
must go. | have an appointment with the importéfs/a o'clock.’

Lucie's lips drew in. 'You did not say that thismmag, Fernando. |
cancelled an afternoon engagement to be here arrgtun.’

'l am sorry.' He gave an apologetic smile.

Lucie held up her head. He could see she was wawith herself
whether or not to mention the tentative dinner gegaent also, but
before she could come to a decision he bade heiebAxdiosand

climbed back into the cab. He could see the angistfation in her
face as he drove away and he hoped she would redkwihat
frustration on Susannah King.



CHAPTER TWO

SUSANNAH was supervising Eduardo's tea in the nursery vduere
Castana came to find her. She could tell at onaklthicie was in a
fine temper, and she hoped she would not startgum@ent here in
front of the boy. He saw enough of that sort ohghbetween his
father and mother and while Senor Castana was &wagnnah had
hoped to avoid any unpleasantness. However, heeshayere
short-lived. Lucie was in no mood to prevaricate eahe straight to
the point.

‘Exactly what did you mean by going off for the di&g that without
asking my permissiorgenorit®' she snapped angrily.

Eduardo looked up from his boiled egg in surpriBen Fernando
asked Senorita King to come with us,' he declamedis boyish
treble.

‘Keep out of this, Eduardo!" Lucie ignored him. IWgenorita?l am
waiting for your explanation.’

Susannah moved away from the tea table. 'l sawbjexion to my
joining Eduardo and - and Don Fernand®norg@ she replied
carefully. 'There is nothing for me to do here wikeluardo is out.’

'l might have had other ideas on the subjsehorita.lt is true, you
are employed for Eduardo's sake, but | expect soonsideration
from you. | will not have you inviting yourself agvery expedition
that Eduardo makes simply because there is nofloingou to do
herel'

'It wasn't like thatsenora—' Susannah was indignant.

¥)o not answer me backenorita\lf | say it was like that, then it was
like that, do you understand?' Lucie's dark eyeesied maliciously. 'l



did not realize you were so desperate for male eonopship. Of
course, while Castas is away I've no doubt you mssupport—'

'How dare you?' Susannah was trembling with angew - how
dare you? Exactly what are you implyirsgnor®"

Now it was Lucie's turn to look discomfited. Fom@ment she had
allowed her own feelings of jealousy and frustmatio get the better
of her, but now she was regretting speaking satlylun the eighteen
months they had lived in England she had employ&atad of five
different governesses for Eduardo, and all excegafnah had left
within three months of their employment. Only Sussimhad borne
the arduous duties pressed upon her without conipland Lucie
knew that if Carlos came home to find that she, baal given in her
notice, he would be furious.

Taking a deep breath, she put out an apologetid bad said: 'l am
sorry, senorita.Naturally, | am not implying anything.' She forcad
faint smile. 'l - | have a headache, and | was logkorward to taking
tea with Don Fernando. Unfortunately he has a lessiengagement,
and | am afraid | allowed my disappointment to érugo an
unjustified anger against you.'

Susannah linked her fingers tightly together. dtiyhave any cause
for complaint about my behaviour—'

Lucie shook her head impatiently. ‘No, no. Havet just said | am
sorry?' She half turned. 'l gather from Eduarda yloai have had an
enjoyable day.'

Susannah quelled the urge to tell Lucie Castanatlgxarhat she
thought of her as she caught sight of Eduardo'saroed face. He
was not ignorant of what had so nearly occurred there was appeal
as well as anxiety in his eyes.



'‘We had a - very enjoyable dasenora she conceded at last, in
expressionless tones.

Lucie studied her profile for a few moments anathalked towards
the door. 'So - we will forget this unpleasantneség she requested,
unable to leave without gaining some sort of agstgdrom the girl.

Susannah made an indifferent movement of her seuiltVery well,
senorg' she agreed without enthusiasm, and Lucie h#e tcontent
with that.

Eduardo went to bed at seven o'clock and usualtgr athis
Susannah's time was her own. Occasionally, whe@#stanas were
having a party, they asked her to remain in hemom case the boy
needed her, but these occasions were not frequent.

Susannah herself did not go out a lot. She likagigphnd sometimes a
film, and if she was invited to a concert she eagthat very much,
but she had no regular routine. Her friends werstingirls from the
training college she had attended, and althoughoorteo of them
were now married and introduced her to lots ofadié young men,
she had no steady boy-friend. She was in no harggt married. Her
background had not endeared the opposite sex t&m@wring as she
did that her mother had been abandoned by herfatien he found
that she was pregnant. Or at least, that was benpnetation of her
mother's incapacity to care for her herself.

That evening, Susannah changed out of her formilastd blouse,
donned an old pair of jeans and a chunky sweater sattled down
with the novel she had been reading for the pasefeenings. It was
a saga of family life in Cornwall at the turn oétbentury and up until
now had inspired her interest. But this evening fslbed it hard to
concentrate on imaginary characters when her mepd wandering
back over the real events of the day. She hadtantion of accepting
Fernando Cuevas's invitation to dinner. She had be®loyed as a



governess long enough to know that getting involwtth either a
member of the family or with a friend of a membgéthat family was

simply asking for trouble. When she had workedtfe American

family, the Taylors, she had had plenty of oppattes, but she had
learned her lesson well. Now she knew better tlmarcultivate

relationships which in her position could only cadsficulties.

All the same, that did not stop her from thinkirgpat him. He was
the most attractive man she had ever met and gthbe did not
possess the even good looks people referred taralsbme there was
something disturbingly magnetic about deep-setyyrdded eyes,
a lean intelligent face, and smooth dark hair tygteared to need
none of the oily hairdressing so loved by othenrLaten she had
met. She wondered how old he was - possibly betiedy-five and
forty, but she couldn't be sure. He didn't look, didt the experience
in his eyes betrayed an awareness not evidengieyts of a younger
man, She wondered why he had asked her to dinehwth What
possible motive could he have? She didn't believetatement about
enjoying talking to her, and she was not concestemsligh to imagine
that he might be attracted by her appearance.utditave been quite
an experience, she acknowledged truthfully, but eerpces
sometimes required a payment she was not prepaggde.

The following day it crossed her mind that shelyealght to ask
Senora Castana for Senor Cuevas' telephone nunibkr e was
here in London and ring and explain that she wowldbe meeting
him that evening. But discretion got the bettevalbur. To bring up
such a thing would only create more trouble, arelddrided that if
he did come to meet her and she did not turn upatbald be that.

But as the day drew towards evening she had sebonghts. What
if, when she did not go to meet him, he came tohihvese? What
would she do then? What could she do? And how sextriLucie
Castana would be!



She put Eduardo to bed at seven o'clock as usidigeod night, and
went to her own rooms. Senor Castana was due homartow and

Senora Castana had told her that she intendeddhawirarly night.

There was no reason why she should not slip otheohouse, meet
Senor Cuevas and explain, and be back indoors agéine anyone
noticed her absence.

The decision made, she changed out of her unifotm a pair of
rather shabby red velvet pants and a cream riblvedtsr, leaving
her hair in the coronet of plaits she had wormajl. At five minutes
to eight she left the house, not bothering witloatdut throwing a
thigh- length cream cardigan about her shoulders.

It was a mild evening and the birds were still mgka loud noise in
the small park across the way. There were few geapbut. This
small terrace of elegant town houses was occupieddection of the
community to whom walking was something one onty/ah the golf
course, so she met no one she knew as she huwadds the corner.
There was no sign of Fernando Cuevas and unredgdmabheart
sank. What did it matter? she asked herself impthyielf he didn't
turn up, all the better. It would save her havimgo into unnecessary
explanations.

Reaching the end of the street, she looked up amah dhe wider
thoroughfare beyond, but there was no one aroural latked the
slightest bit like the lean dark Spaniard she hagecto meet. She
sighed and consulted the broad masculine watcheoslim wrist. It
was only just eight o'clock. He might conceivabéylate. Traffic in
London at this hour of the evening was notoriousiyeliable, and it
was quite easy to get trapped in a jam.

She drew her cardigan closer about her, shiftimgMegght from one
foot to the other. She might as well wait a few uas. If only to
satisfy herself that she had been wasting her time.



‘Good evening, Miss King!

The quiet words spoken somewhere near her ealestéigr almost
out of her wits and she swung round on her hedsingt in
amazement at the man who was standing just belendHe was
quite close and she could smell a faint aroma o&féer-shaving
lotion. He was casually dressed in a tawny-cololoadge suit and a
roll-collared silk shirt that clung to the contowfkhis chest as he
moved. His eyes dropped the length of her bodyawiét appraising
motion and then returned to her face again as fledapprovingly.

'l am glad you have dressed informally,' he sHidvas afraid you
might take my invitation to mean a dinner jackéaiaf

Susannah gathered herself. 'No, no, you don't stadet,senor.| - |
didn't come to meet you, at least - not to go otit wou.'

His eyes narrowed. 'What is that supposed to nssamorita?'

Susannah folded the sleeves of her cardigan ado@indrms. | can't
dine with you,senor I'm sorry. | tried to make it plain yesterday
afternoon, but Senora Castana interrupted me, and—'

'‘Basta!' He cut her off with an impatient ejaculation. "Wégn you
not dine with me? You are here. You are ready. Wherthe
difficulty?’

Susannah gasped, 'I'm not ready. Not like this!'

‘You look perfectly satisfactory to me.' He shoak ead. 'Why did
you come to meet me if you did not wish to dinehwite?’

Susannah shrugged. 'l - | was afraid you might ctortée house. |
didn't want to cause any more - upset.'

'With whom? Senora Castana?"



'‘Does it matter?" She moved a little away from hihm very
flattered, of course, but | don't accept invitasdrom friends of my
employers.’

Fernando Cuevas put out a hand and caught her appreventing
her further progress, his fingers hard and commglWhy not? Do
your employers forbid it? Do they subject you taeay subtle form of
moral blackmail?'

Susannah shook her head, looking down at his harttepo arm. 'It
doesn't do to mix business with pleasure,’ shele@plThen she
looked up. 'lI'd have thought you would have knolat,isenor?’

He smiled, the kind of smile that caused her hisaguicken its beat
rather dramatically. 'Please,’ he said appealindlyould you
disappoint a lonely man? A stranger to your couhtiggromise not to
compromise you in any way.' He glanced over hisiklar. ‘Come. |
have a car this evening - | hired it speciallytfog occasion. | do not
care for taxi drivers to listen to all my conversas with you.'

Susannah's resolve was weakening by the secondhé#etr was
swimming, and she wondered if he could feel thelibing rate of
her pulses through his fingers gripping her arme 8tought it was
entirely possible. There was a certainty of purpaiseut him now
which was not completely due to his own self-confitke Slowly but
surely he was drawing her with him, off the pavetrard on to the
road and across to where a gold-coloured Ford @eanas parked,
the reason why she had not observed him earlier.

‘You see,' he said, unlocking the door with his.Kisythis not a most
attractive vehicle | have chosen for us?"

Susannah looked into his face, so disturbingly eclts her own.
'‘Where are you taking me?'

'‘Get in and you will find out,' he advised quietly.



She hesitated for a moment and then with a resiginedg she
allowed him to assist her into the car and clogedior behind her.
He walked round the bonnet and slid in besidedieing her a slight
smile as he did so, and she thought with a senselibetrayal that
for once she was allowing a man to call the tune.

Fernando said nothing as he threaded his way dxplrough the
busy traffic and on to the Hammersmith flyover. 3lael expected
him to be uncertain of his way about London, bseémed obvious
that he was used to driving through its maze ofwag streets and
box junctions. Susannah sat in the comfortabléé&rageat, separated
from him by the console fixture of the gear levand wondered
exactly where they were going.

As the traffic thinned, he had more time to looloatbhim, and
settling himself more comfortably in his seat, hels'How old are
you, Miss King?'

Susannah was taken aback. 'That's a very poinestiga, isn't it?'

'‘Hmm. | suppose it is. Are you going to tell me®'ldoked at her out
of the corners of his eyes, and she found hersabiming warm
under his gaze.

'‘As a matter of fact I'm twenty-four,' she declastartly. 'How old
are you?'

He chuckled. ‘Much older than that, Miss King."'
‘That's not an answer," she exclaimed indignantly.
‘How old do you think | am?"

She hesitated. 'I'm not sure. Thirty-five, thirty3i



'You're too kind.' His expression was wry. 'l amtyp Miss King.
Almost old enough to be your father?’

She bent her head. 'Why did you want to know haiv evas?'

He shrugged, resting his arm on the ledge of hlav. 'l had the
distinct suspicion that you were much younger thaanty-four.
Were it not for that ridiculous hairstyle, | wolddy you were twenty
at most.’

'Ridiculous hairstyle!" she echoed, putting a hiander head. 'What's
ridiculous about it?'

He cast her a sardonic glance. '"You look like allsgid trying to
look like an adult. | liked it better in the elasbiands, untidy though it
was.'

Susannah caught her breath. 'l don't think you lshmake personal
comments about my appearansenor.'

'‘No. | agree, | should not. But you did ask me, bwds merely being
truthful.' He slowed behind a lumbering wagon. 'A&sd am so much
older than you are, perhaps it would not be tosyoretuous of me to
suggest that | might call you Susannsii2,

She clasped her hands tightly together in her'@Bp.l have any
choice?’

'You make me sound very rude. I'm sorry.'

She sighed. 'l didn't mean to do so. Of course yay call me
Susannabh if you wish.’

His lean brown fingers slid round the wheel. 'Se.tAat is disposed
of, | suggest we talk about something else. Fomgta - do you like
shellfish?'



‘Shellfish,senor?'She sounded as perplexed as she felt.
'Si. Is that not how you say it - lobster, crab, thatdkof thing?'
'Oh, | see. Shellfish.' She nodded apologeticalgs, 1 like it.'

‘That is good. The place where we are to dine sethie most
delicious lobster you have ever tasted. It is cdoke sauce of cream
and white wine, and melts in the mouth. You mugstttt

Susannah managed a smile, but in truth she wasesiogdwhether
she would be able to eat anything at all. His presainnerved her.
She felt the restraint between them like a tanghiley. And yet there
was no reason for it.

To her surprise, their destination was a rathetuskee golf club,
overlooking the Thames near Kingston. Althoughlos YWednesday
evening there appeared to be no rule about forynahiany of the
diners were wearing dinner jackets, or lounge suits bow ties, and
as their female counterparts all looked elegant aamnee to
Susannah's uneasy eyes, she felt terribly self-cmrsdn her old
velvet pants and cream sweater.

It was better once they were seated at table amdafR€do was
studying the wine list. What small interest theial had aroused
had mostly been concentrated on him, but now teaw&s patently
ignoring it the conversation around them resumgdatrmal level.

The meal was as delicious as he had said it woeydibd under his
surveillance she agreed to try the lobster. A agedanount of good
wine loosened her reserve and while they ate skedtguite happily
about her work, relating one or two amusing anexzsiahe had
collected over the years. He was a good listenerlap back in his
seat watching her closely, and it was not untiytteached the coffee
stage that she realized she still knew absolutetiiing about him,
other than that he was a friend of the Castanasvdte three rings,



two very broad silver ones and a meshed gold ameadne of them
occupied the third finger of his left hand. Even &e could be
married for all she knew. And she had no idea hovbring the
conversation round to his personal affairs.

They left the restaurant at about ten o'clock aatk&d back to the
gold Granada. It was parked beneath a willow thed dipped its
branches towards the rivelt was cooler now than it had been whe
they left London a couple of hours ago, and Sudashaered.

‘You are cold,' he said at once, unlocking her d@ar get in. | should
not like you to catch a chill, Susannah.’

She climbed inside obediently and watched him tghouhe
rear-view mirror as he walked round the back ofdaeto reach his
door. He levered himself in beside her, checked #fe was
comfortable, and then reversed smoothly out optimking area.

It seemed no time at all before they were runrimgugh the suburbs,
dark now with street lamps casting pools of lighttbe pavements.
He drove through the mass of side streets to reagimer Terrace,

and brought the big car to a halt only a few feefrfthe door of the
Castana house.

Susannah glanced doubtfully up at the windows, \ednd whether
their return had been observed. It was unlikeliéCastana slept at
the back of the building and the sound of a cawvdrgup in the street
outside was a common enough occurrence for it m@ttract any
especial interest.

She suddenly realized that she was making no attenyget out of
the car and turning to Fernando Cuevas, she Sddnk you very
much,senor.| have enjoyed myself.’



The dark Spaniard gave her a slight smile, his diiagtapping
somewhat impatiently on the wheel. 'That is gobd,replied. 'So
have I. Good night, Susannah.’

'‘Good nightsenor.’

With a vague feeling of reluctance, she climbedafube car and he
leant across to close her door behind her, givieigahcasual salute
before driving away. She entered the house wittstndtly hollow
emptiness inside that owed nothing to her phystcaldition. She
didn't know what she had expected. She should fedtvelieved that
he had made no attempt to ask to see her againstgudidn't.
Instead, she felt emotionally drained, deflated] &wotally out of
humour with herself for feeling so.

The following day life resumed its normal patteEduardo had
lessons in the morning and in the afternoon thelkedato the
common so that he could run off some of the enbieghad in such
abundance. Susannah usually enjoyed these outtigs. liked
running about after the ball and seeing Eduardals face flushed
with healthy colour as he forgot his anxietieshe pure delight of
physical exertion.

But today, Susannah found it hard to relax. Shecuorastantly
searching for a gold Granada among the cars tlegt passed and
every dark man they encountered ” aroused a momyeihigter of
excitement which was just as quickly doused.. Ste'ttcknow why
she should imagine that Fernando Cuevas might waisee her
again. His parting of the night before had beenihatmgly brief.
And yet she couldn't deny the surge of anticipasiba was feeling.

However, neither a gold Granada nor any dark Spaajpeared and
she returned to the house for afternoon tea sonteddjactedly.



Senor Castana had returned in their absence amdl Edeardo saw
his father waiting for him in the hall he gave agited squeal and ran
towards him eagerly. Susannah greeted her empluyid@ely and
then left the family together, asking the youngadrtaibring her tea to
her sitting- room.

The next morning Senor Castana sent for Susanndh slie was
giving Eduardo his lessons. Leaving the boy writing an English
exercise in his laborious fashion she went dowrsstal the study
wondering whether Senora Castana had found somse ctor
complaint in spite of what she had said.

Carlos Castana was a stocky man of average heagtit,a thin

moustache. He was handsome in a swarthy, Latinafostay, but

Susannah liked him because he had such a pleas@onglity. He
always tried to be fair in his dealings with thaf§tand they all

thought he put up with his wife's moods and temperg patiently.

Now he admitted Susannah to his study, rather thifuity she

thought, and indicated that she should take a Seannah sat,
waiting apprehensively for him to begin. Of courbke, might just
want a report on Eduardo's progress, but in thé lpatad always
come to the schoolroom for that.

He walked behind his desk and sat down facing'Riest of all, Miss
King, | want to say how pleased we are with* Edaésd
development.’

Susannah folded her hands in her lap. "Thank senpr'

He shook his head. 'No, | am thanking you, MissgKiMou have
settled down with us very well - better than | hadedl to hope.' He
paused."You may know that in the past my wife has had son
difficulties in keeping staff, but I'm glad to s#lyat you appear to
have fitted in with us excellently.’'



‘Thank yousenor.'

Susannah was intrigued. She wondered what allnhssleading up
to. If Senor Castana hadn't brought her here tplise her, what did
he want?

He went on, choosing his words carefully. 'As yoel awvare, | have
been abroad for several days. | went to the comtine business.
There was a directors' meeting. My company is ptanto expand.’

Susannah nodded. She didn't quite know why he &lasgt her this.
The affairs of his company were nothing to do viaén, unless it was
a roundabout way of telling her that he intendedhgi her a rise.

He reached for a cigar from the box on his dest iait before going

on. Then, when it was glowing warmly, giving off @amoma of

Havana tobacco, he said: 'The company is planeirmgpén a branch
In New York, Miss King. | have been invited to riivat branch.'

Now she understood. He was explaining the circumegts to her
because if he took this appointment, if he movetléwv York, he

would expect his family to move too, and that inldd Susannah
herself as Eduardo's governess.

'l see,' she said inadequately.

'You understand why | am telling you this, do yaat,rMiss King?

Naturally | shall be accepting this appointment amaving to New

York. | intend to take a house there as | have dwre for the past
eighteen months. | want you to come with us.’

Susannah nodded. 'Yes.'

'You'll come?' He rose to his feet, resting hignsabn the desk and
leaning towards her.



'I don't know,senor.l - | should have to think about it.'

Senor Castana nodded. 'l understand that. | hdstleytm at once
because | remember at the time you came for. arvieiv you
mentioned that you were leaving your previous pesause-you did
not wish to move to the United States. May | hdpa tyou have
changed your ideas since then?'

Susannah shrugged her shoulders. 'l don't ksewor.!l - if it had
been France - or Spain!" She hesitated. 'New Yoskich a long way
away.'

'‘But you have no family in England, Miss King. Yéoeld me so
yourself.'

'‘No,' she admitted. 'But my friends are here.'

“°You will make new friends!" He spread a hand ireay\continental
gesture. 'You are a very attractive young womarss\fiing. Forgive
me, but one cannot help but notice such thingavelseen the way
men look at you ... | do not think you would findao difficult to find
companionship.’

Susannah's cheeks were flushed. '"Well - thanksengr.But really,
| - I must have time to think it over.'

'Of course, of course. | will not rush you. | da sappose we will be
leaving England for several months yet. But | wdubghbe you would
decide soon. | want an English governess for Edyanad if you are
not coming with us ...

'l quite understandsenor.'Susannah rose now. 'And - and thank yc
for your confidence in me.'

Senor Castana made some deprecatory comment lsefmreng her
out, but after the study door was closed, Susast@id for several



minutes in the hall thinking over what had been &&fore returning
to the schoolroom. She was still standing therennthe maid came
down the stairs.

'Oh, there you are, Miss King,' she exclaimede'been up to the
schoolroom looking for you. There's a letter beelivdred for you.'

‘A letter? For me?' Susannah forced herself to ireca&am. 'Where -
where is it?'

'It's here, miss.' The maid drew an envelope oth®fpocket of her
apron. 'Delivered by hand, it was. Do you know witsofrom?’

Susannah took the envelope from the maid's inguesibands,
turning it over with trembling fingers. It was phroent-stiff, the
guality evident, and there was a monogram on the #Making no
attempt to open it, she stared at the scrawlinglwating and her
heart skipped a beat. It had to be from him, it hal to.

Aware that the young maid was watching her eagesdyting for her

to open it, she went towards the stairs and rahem lightly. 'Thank

you,' she called over her shoulder, and guessédhénaoncealment
of the letter's contents would become the topiomath gossip and
speculation in the kitchen. But she couldn't beagen it in front of

anyone else.

She went to the schoolroom first and checked thlaiaElo was still
busy, then she went to her own suite of rooms. Gmgide she tore
open the envelope and drew out the sheet of traplkepit contained.
It was a letter, and an urgent glance at the sigiaait the end assurec
her of its writer's identity.

Dear Susannalshe read,

As you do not wish me to come to the house andasbt telephone
without revealing my identity, | am forced to uéés tmethod of



contacting you. | would like to see you again. |le@pected to return
to Spain on Sunday and therefore | would hope Weaimight dine
together this evening or tomorrow evening. | realizat this is very
short notice, that you may have some previous esgagt, but | very
much want to see you again, Susannah, and | shalt m
anticipation of your reply. You may reach me athbeel at the head
of this page.

Yours, Fernando Cuevas.

She re-read the letter twice, sitting on the edgéef armchair,
conscious of a rising sense of exhilaration ouwloproportion to the
situation. But she couldn't help it.To know tha¢ stas going to see
him again filled her with excited expectation.

Putting the letter away carefully in her handbdgg seturned to the
schoolroom. As soon as she could she would askrSeastana
whether she had any objections to her gaing that evening. Now
that Senor Castana was home surely no one would. miimen she
would telephone Fernando Cuevas's hotel while siukeEaduardo
were out walking this afternoon.:

To her delight, Lucie Castana came to the schooireome fifteen
minutes later and after speaking to Eduardo andpboranting him
upon his painstaking work, she satienorita my husband and | will
be dining out this eveningShe didn't seem to notice Susannat
consternation, but continued: ‘It is a little celdlon, you
understand? He has told you, has he not, of thist rarcellent
appointment in the United States?' She hugged Ihelsigghtedly.
'‘Oh, can you not imagine how wonderful it will ls&norita living in
such an exciting city? Meeting so many interespegple? There
will be so much to do - so many places to go! | Wasoming bored
with London, and | can't wait to get away. Carlas lsaid we are to
have a house on Long Island, and Eduardo will learswim and
have other children to play with—'



She broke off suddenly as she became aware of Galsardismayed
expression. 'What is the mattsenorit®?' she demanded. 'Are you
not pleased that my husband has gained this pronttWhy are you
looking so - so miserable?'

Susannah tried to compose herself. 'Nothing's wreagorg' she
denied. 'So you're going out this evening to celbt

'‘Have | not just said so?' Lucie looked annoyedthere something
wrong in that? Surely you do not object to stayimghis evening,
senorita?'

'No. No, of course nosenora.'

Susannah shook her head trying not to feel toqodmated. There
was always tomorrow evening, and it was somettorigdk forward
to.

Lucie's nostrils flared. 'If you have made arrangets for this
evening,senoritg then you must change them to tomorrow!'

Susannah noddedVery well, senoraLucie gave her one last
impatient stare and then turned and left the roGioviously she

considered Susannah's attitude lacking. She hadbuabt expected
some enthusiasm about the proposed move to New, Yauk

Susannah couldn't think about that now. For thegmeher thoughts
were obsessed with the desire to get to a telephoadell Fernando
Cuevas that she would have dinner with him thewlhg evening.



CHAPTER THREE

IN fact, Susannah did not get to speak to Fernandbeotelephone.
When she rang his hotel that afternoon, the rewmeisti politely
informed her that Senor Cuevas was out and couél take a
message. As Susannah could not be sure of beiagatalephone at
some other time she had to leave a message wigirthieut it was an
unsatisfactory arrangement and she hoped it waddhr him. She
spent the evening chafing at the restriction slieghaced on herself
by deciding not to involve anyone else which prégdnher from
making any call from the Castana house.

On Saturdays, Eduardo had lessons in the morniaoguas, but in the
afternoon if his father was at home he was takemyphis parents. It
gave Susannah a couple of hours to go shoppingesrdsto her own
personal affairs and this week she decided to ashhair. It was
thick and long and took some time to dry, but skeduno hair-dryer,
allowing it to dry naturally on a towel about hdrosiders. Newly
washed, it was smooth and silky and she decidedtonagght she
would leave it loose.

It was not until Eduardo was in bed and she wasgihg in her room
that she realized that no actual arrangement fetinggFernando had
been made. She decided to go to the end of theceeas before and
hoped that her employers would not notice thatagtyeeared to be
walking out in a long dress.

It had taken her some time to decide what to wifirst* she had
considered wearing trousers. She had several patreusers that
looked good when combined with a smock or a lutexct but a
feline desire to display a certain femininity fodessuch casual attire.
Instead she was wearing an amber-coloured caftgededith blue
ancf green lurex braid, that dipped deeply to th& of her breasts in
front and had wide sleeves that displayed her sleradms to
advantage. She wore little make-up, adding onlieamgeye-shadow



and a colourless lustre to her lips. Gold hoopsngnvout from the
ashen fairness of her hair and she knew she wamtpber best.

As it was a cool evening, she wore a navy blueetet@ape over her
dress as she hurried towards the corner just befghe o'clock. As
before there was no sign of her escort, and skediter arms under
the cape praying that he had received her messapéhat he did
intend meeting her.

By ten past eight she was feeling chilled to thedyand it wasn't
entirely due to the cold air about her. Where cindde? Should she
go and find a telephone and ring his hotel? Perhtegpdad not

received her message after all. Perhaps he hatbie8pain a day

earlier than planned!

The horror that this aroused in her frightened ddittle. She was
allowing things to get out of hand. Heavens, she dvay been out
with the man once. She could hardly count that wasthe zoo as an
invitation toher. And never at any time had he given her reason
suppose that he found her more than ordinarilpetitre.

At twenty minutes past eight she gave up hope. &nWwcoming and
she hadn't the courage to ring his hotel and futdadny. She turned
miserably and began walking slowly back along #reatce. Perhaps
she would be able to slip indoors again without tbastanas
knowing. The last thing she wanted was to havexptatn why her
evening had ended before it had even begun.

She had taken only a few steps when a voice tleabsght not to
have been so overwhelmingly aware of shoutetlisannah!
SusannahPor dios | thought | would miss you!

She turned rather unsteadily. Fernando was leapmimgf the gold
Granada at the kerb, running towards her. She stootbnless,



unable to show either delight or dismay at his sudappearance, a
choking emotion threatening to devastate her.

'I'm sorry, I'm sorry," he was saying, a smile isvhice. "Your

London traffic is - how do you say it -el diablo, si?l have been
stuck in a jam for the best part of forty minutasd—' He broke off,
suddenly becoming ' aware of her quivering immopilQue?What

Is it? Susannah - what is wrong?' He lifted her ohth his fingers
looking down into her eyes penetratingios! You are upset! | am
a clumsy fool, am | not? But you knew | would comsurely you

knew that!'

Susannah couldn't trust herself not to give helifge away. She
drew her chin away from his hand and made an mchfft little
movement of her shoulders. '"How am | supposed ¢evkamything?'
she demanded unsteadily.

His dark brows drew together in a frown. 'But otise you knew.
Why else would | have issued the invitation?' Hacheed for her
impatiently, his fingers closing over the fine bsrté her shoulders,
his rings digging into her flesh, giving her alétshake. 'Do you not
know how frustrated | felt, sitting in the car, &to contact you?'

He was close, too close. His body was only inclvesyadrom hers.
His warm breath was fanning her forehead. Had had$ not been
trapped within the enveloping folds of her cape 8t sure she
would not have been able to prevent herself froachiang out and
touching him. Instead, she looked up into his fatere was concern
in the fine darkness of his eyes with their frirggiof thick black
lashes, concern and something else, somethingdliged a sudden
breathlessness, a sudden inexplicable weakne&s lads.

'‘Sagrada Marla,Susannah!" he muttered huskily, 'do not look at n
like that! Do not make me do something we wouldlregret!



Her face flamed and she would have pulled away fnirm but he

shook his head a trifle grimly and with a kind ofigh determination
propelled her towards the car. Once inside, sheae&er head and
he got in beside her without a word, driving aweyni the quiet

terrace with his usual expertise.

As they turned into the main stream of traffic pele again. He had
evidently got himself well under control, and h@ae was cool as he
said: 'l suggest we dine at my hotel. It's a litdee to be leaving
London, do you not think so?"

Susannah made no response and he took her silenceedn
acquiescence. They drove through the busy streetmged with
theatre-goers, down Shaftesbury Avenue and into Skmand.

Susannah had never been into the Savoy beforeslanavas glad
now that she had chosen to wear a long dress. tarfar his part
seemed totally unimpressed by his surroundings, ibuthis

expensively- cut charcoal lounge suit, a dark red and tie giving
him a somewhat alien air, he slotted effortlessty this background.

He left her for a moment in the reception hallpeak to a man who
looked like a manager of some sort. When he carok ba put his
hand beneath her elbow and led her towards theSkie looked at
him with startled eyes and his expression relaxitiea

'l thought we might dine in my suite, Susannahgx@ained quietly.
‘Do you have any objections?'

Susannah sought about in her mind for a suitalplly.r&he felt sure
that in Spain he would never dream of taking a woteadine in his
suite, but she didn't know how to make the protest.

'Is - is there something wrong with dining in theteairant?' she
inquired unevenly.

'‘No.' Fernando halted, looking down at her. 'Wordd prefer that?'



Susannah pressed her lips together rather unhagpishe was
honest she would admit that she would not prefgrahall. But what
respect could he have for a woman who would agredrte in his
suite?

Now, she licked her lips and said: 'If you wouldather not be seen
with me—'

She had never seen anyone look so angry. Withaatrd, he turned
and walked back across the reception area, leéanggain while he
spoke to the man she had thought was the manalgen fie came
back to her. She had shed her cape, but not eeeaattiiactiveness of
her appearance lifted the cold anger from his eyes.

The next hour was the worst period of Susannahihgdife. The
exceptional quality of the food was lost on hed ahe noticed that
Fernando ate little himself, merely drinking libdyaf the wine and
making a pretence of enjoying the steak and saddthld chosen. She
was unutterably relieved when it was over and rhggssted they
should leave the restaurant.

In the reception area again, she collected her aagdooked at him
nervously.If — if you'd rather not take me hongenor | shall quite
understand,' she murmured, in a small voice.

There was silence for a few moments and then stiel linem heave a
deep sigh. I'm sorry, Susannah,' he said, andhslgt he sounded
strained. 'l've been - how do you say itpigall evening!" He shook
his head, running a hand round the back of his ,neo#t tugging at
the hair on his nape. 'How will you ever forgivethe

Susannah trembled. 'It was my fault—' she beganh®&interrupted
her.



'‘No, it was mine. You were quite right to refuse myitation. It
would have been a - dangerous situation, and yoe wiggnt to avoid
it. | am sorry.'

Susannah's eyes were wide as she stared at himwindan
exclamation, he said: 'Come! | will take you horhave an early
start in the morning.’

Susannah hung back now. His words chilled her ntbas his
attitude all evening had done, even though theyevegmoken with
warmth and gentleness. Without moving, she lookeabaut her and
said: 'What an attractive building this is. I'verveebeen here before.
Does it accommodate a lot of people?'

‘A reasonable number,' he remarked dryly. 'Andlgy@u know that
as well as 1 do.'

'Yes.' Susannah still lingeretiYou said you had a suite. What doe
that consist of?'

Fernando ran his palm down his shirt front, uncansty drawing
Susannah's attention to the fact that he wore mgtheneath it. 'A
suite can consist of many rooms or only a fewydmpdied briefly.

'‘Does your suite have many rooms?"'

Fernando adjusted the knot of his tie. '‘Does itt@ndt Then, as her
eyes clouded, he added: 'l have a small suite -ldedrooms, a
lounge, a bathroom. Does that satisfy you?'

Susannah looked down at her hands. 'Could | see it?

There was another pregnant silence, and finallyn&wedo said: 'l
don't think that would be a very good idea, Sushnmaterse tones.

She looked up. '"You sound - angry. Why?'



Fernando took her arm impatiently. 'lt's time weravéeaving,
Susannah. Come along. I'll take you home.’

Susannah made no further demur. Her small spueici&fessness had
been extinguished, and she wished she had notdodenlish. In the
car, she stole a surreptitious glance at her waes it only a quarter
to ten? It seemed much longer than ninety minute® she had been
waiting so eagerly for him to come.

He drove away from the hotel and along the Embamkn®&isannah
could see the shadows on the river, and on thesmgpbank there
were the lights of the Festival Hall. The mutedrstgiof a ship's siren
sounded mournfully across the water and she shlvésesad lament
suited her mood. Since leaving the hotel Fernaidosaid nothing at
all, and she was overpoweringly aware that shegbawkly destroyed
his momentary sense of contrition at the booristinéhis behaviour,
After tonight she would probably never see him agand she
couldn't help but think that he would be glad taideof her.

In a very short time they were drawing up in LoemTerrace and
Susannah waited impatiently for the car to stothab she could get
out. Misery cloaked her like an almost physicalspree, and she
couldn't understand why this man, whom she had kneas than a
week, should have become so important to her. He'tdtare about
her, that was obvious. He might find her physicatlyactive, that she
had to accept, as witness his suggestion thatsheyld dine in his
suite that evening; but it had been a fleetingaation which had not
survived more than an hour in her company, andbsineed with
humiliation when she recalled how afterwards she fpaactically
invited him to take advantage of her.

As soon as the car drew to a halt, she reachatdatoor handle, but
was stayed when he said quietly: 'Just one mitSitsannah. Please.'



She sat back in her seat, withdrawing her handeniser cape again,
glad of its concealing folds to hide her tremblimgrvousness. Her
companion switched off the engine, and sat in sdefor a few
moments. Then he half turned towards her, one Eongdhe back of
her seat.

'l can't let you go like this,' he said, in a lowice. 'l know I've been a
brute this evening, but—' He shook his head. 'lhbugpt to have
invited you out again. It's all my fault. I'm sorifyl've made you
miserable.’

Susannah's throat felt choked. The last thing adeskpected was for
him to apologize to her. 'That - that's all rigehe managed. 'l - |
shouldn't have accepted.'

'Oh, Susannah He looked across at her in the gloom, and shealco
see the glitter of his eyes. '"What can | say? Waatl do? I'm leaving
tomorrow. There is no time to show you that | medwat | say.'

'Oh, please ..." Susannah was near to tears, epavtbuld be the final
humiliation. "Thank - thank you for a pleasant emgr oh!'

She broke off on a gasp as she felt his fingersagher neck, under
the weight of her hair. They moved with a certaimesess to her
throat, releasing the catch of her cape so thebbl slide it from her
shoulders. Then he moved a little closer, utteangmprecation in
his own language at the barrier caused by thege®ole.

Susannah remained perfectly still, not lookingiat,imot making any
attempt to encourage or discourage him. She digtieve this was
really happening. Even when she felt the heat©bbdy through the
silk of his shirt that brushed her arm, she toldsek that she was
exaggerating his nearness. She couldn't reallytlegbressure of his
thigh against hers, or smell the faint aroma ofvsitalotion and

tobacco that clung to his clothes. And yet it seme@l enough, and



there was another scent, too - the warm male sddns dody that
seemed to be reaching out and enveloping her iranvand intimate
atmosphere. She trembled. She had to be sensibig #bs. Just
because she was experiencing the most wanton sléswards this
man she must not imagine that he felt the sametovagrds her.

'Susannah.' His breath warmed her ear. 'Look afPtease - look at
me.'

She looked. He was closer. She wasn't imagininhten she turned
her face, his was only inches away. The light fribve street lamp
outside showed the naked hunger in his eyes, tisiaecurve of his
mouth. With one hand he cupped her cheek, his thamling
probingly against her lips, caressing them, patiegn. Then he bent
his head and put his mouth to those parted liEsikg her gently,
exploringly, until something seemed to fuse betwdem and he
could no longer deny his need of her. His hand db&/n to her
throat, and the pressure of his mouth became aenurfgrce that
impelled her back against the soft upholstery.

‘Te desepSusannahje mi alma’he whispered, releasing her lips t
seek the hollow between her breasts. 'Forgive argivie me, but |
cannot help myself—'

Susannah's hands came up around his neck, cunioghe thick

vitality of his hair. She drew his mouth back tadieeturning his
kisses with innocent abandon, and not until hegkddimself away
from her to slump heavily over the steering wheelsthe realize that
she had been behaving in a manner tantamount w@irgedim to

make love to her.

With shaking fingers she gathered up her cape, leainthe door

open and stumbled out, slamming it behind her. T@enran across
the pavement and up the steps and into the Calstarse. She could
hear sounds of music from the drawing-room, butetlveas no one



about, and she ran weakly up the stairs, not stgppntil she had
reached the safety of her own room. Then she aldle=dape to fall
to the floor and threw herself upon her bed towatontrollably...

On Sunday morning, she felt distinctly unwell. Heyad throbbed
from the amount of weeping she had done the nigfdrb, and her
eyes were red-rimmed and haggard. She deliberapglyed a heavy
make-up before meeting the rest of the househotdhbtididn't stop
Lucie Castana from commenting on her appearance.

'‘Were you so late yesterday evenirggnorita?' she exclaimed,
examining Susannah's dark-ringed eyes. 'My husliaodght he
heard you come in soon after ten o'clock.’

'He did.' Susannah made a casual gesture. 'l nlitdigep very well,
senora.l - | think | may have a cold coming on.’

Lucie Castana raised her dark eyebrows. 'Thenst yrou will not
breathe your germs all over Eduardenoritg or indeed over the rest
of us. You must stay in your room if you feel unkvel

Yes, senora Susannah was resigned. In truth that was exadtht
she wanted to do.

'In any case,' continued her employer, 'my huslzanttl are taking
Eduardo out again today. As Carlos is so soonaeeehis country,
we have friends to visit - to whom we must biiosfor the present.’

Yes, senora.'

‘We will be leaving in an hour or so. If you arevihen we return
home, | shall expect you to put Eduardo to bedsaslsenorita."”

'Yes, senora.'



The house was quiet after the Castanas had le&.s€hvants, the
cook-housekeeper and the maid, had been giverethef the day
off, too, and Susannah had been left a cold lund¢he dining-room
should she require it. Mrs. Travers, the cook-hkesper, left soon
after her employers. She had a sister in Ealingl &nsannah
speculated that she was probably going there. Bletre maid, left a
little later, but as Susannah knew very little atdoar, she had no idea
where she might be going. She supposed in othewrostances she
could have been friendly with Eleanor, who was alb@ur own age,
but a governess's position in a household wasastiébulous one,
accepted neither upstairs nor downstairs, as gwer

At about eleven o'clock she went down to the kitcteemake herself
a cup of coffee." Now that she was alone she ésliess and every
aircraft that passed overhead reminded her tha thorning
Fernando would be on a flight for Madrid. She wardeavhat part of
Spain he came from - where he lived - what he St would never
know now .. *

Forcing herself to think about other things, shgameconsidering the
Castanas' eventual move to New York. Did she wagotwith them,

or would she prefer to remain in England and taketlzer post?
Taking another post would mean getting used to & rautine,

making friends with a new child, or children, satil into another
household. Was that what she wanted to do? Or alghto take the
advice of her best friend and think seriously atlisg down and

getting married?

Thinking of her friend, Susannah moved towards rtak and the
telephone. She and Margaret French had been agedthgether, but
Margaret had barely arrived in London and settted a job before
meeting a fellow teacher and getting married. Ndve $iad a
two-year-old baby daughter, Toni, and Susannah wagetcome in
their home in Kennington as any of their own rekdi She decided
to telephone Margaret and ask whether they wowld ger lunch if



she came over. She knew without conceit they'ddtigitted. It was
almost three weeks since she had seen them.

But even as she reached for the receiver the pbegan to ring and

she stifled a startled cry before answering it. §nee the number and
was about to tell whoever was calling that Senaor $@nora Castana
were away for the day when a deep masculine vaiick '‘Susannah!

Susannabh, is that you?'

Her legs gave way under her and she sought theosugpfa polished
chest nearbyFernando!'she breathed in astonishment, unconscio
of the fact that she was using his Christian ndBwt - where are
you?'

'Susannah! Oh, it is good to hear your voice atfa@mnan - | mean—
She halted uncertainly as the initial shock of mgghis voice began
to wear off. 'Senor Cuevas - where are you calliog?’

'It was Fernando a moment ago,' he reproved hettygénmuch
prefer that.'

She was glad he could not witness her embarrasstBehhow can
you be telephoning me? | - | thought you would hbaeen on the
plane by now.’

There was a moment's silence and she thoughsttifat he had rung
off, but then he said quietly: 'My flight left ovean* hour ago,
Susannah.’

Susannah gasped, '"What?'

'"You heard what | said.' He sounded suddenly irepatiBut now -
how was | lucky enough to reach you immediately?Y&hare your
employers?'



'‘Senor and Senora Castana have gone out for thd'kday won't be
back until early this evening.'

'Is that so?' He sounded very interested. 'Andayeuree?’
'l - | suppose so.'

*You sound - reluctant.' There was concern in hisevoow. ‘Do you
not wish to see me again after last night?'

'Oh - Fernando!" She heaved a tremulous sigh. '@fed want to see
you. What do you want me to do?'

He hesitated. 'l am telephoning from my hotel.ll get a taxi and be
with you in - say - fifteen minutes?'

‘All right.'

After she had hung up the receiver she sat formend staring down
at her hands and then she became galvanized imo.a8he rushed
up the stairs to her room and went straight to latlker reflection in
the bathroom mirror. The thick make-up she had iegplooked
caked on her face and with an exclamation she oare svater into
the basin and scrubbed it all off with a face-cldthen she looked at
herself again, still most dissatisfied with whateshould see.
Whatever would he think of her? She looked an aitsdiag!

Turning from the mirror, she went into her bedroamna stripped off
the skirt and blouse she had been wearing. Sheaaqakr of lemon
slacks from her wardrobe and tugged them on, aad #dded a
cream chunky sweater. She looked a pale refledfdmerself, and
taking the brush she tugged it viciously through tesr, dispersing
some of her frustration in the deliberate masochism



The doorbell rang as she was applying a blue egeshand she
glanced quickly at her watch. It was only betweem and twelve
minutes since his call. It couldn't be Fernandeaaly - could it?

She was by no means ready to face him yet. Herksheere still
without make-up of any kind and she had plannedpfuyaa light
rouge to give herself some artificial colour. Sighed. Whoever it
was, it couldn't be for her. They would probablyayeay if she didn't
answer.

The bell rang again, insistently, as though somewaedeliberately
keeping their finger pressed on it. She would havgo. After all, it
could be something important. She put down thehtbshe had been
using, and with a resigned gesture at her refleotrent out of her
bedroom and down the stairs to the hall. By nowevieo was calling
was growing impatient and the bell was ringing cardusly.

She unlocked the heavy door and opened it causipstepping back
in amazement when she saw who it was. 'Fernanbe!'gasped.
'‘How did you get here so soon?'

He came in without speaking, his eyes eloquent ¥a#ling. He

closed the door behind him and then stood lookirgea Susannah
felt terrible. What must he be thinking? She hatlexen finished

brushing her hair.

'l - I'm sorry—' she began. 'l - | thought it mustéomeone else—'

And then she was in his arms, her hands were o against his
chest, and his mouth sought the parted sweetneissrsf She had
never been so close to him before. In the car tlaglybeen separated
by the gear console and only the upper part obbdy had been
against her. But now she could feel the lean streafhim, and as
his hands slid down to her hips to bring her clodes was made
irresistibly aware of his stirring masculinity. Hecket was fastened



at first, but he unbuttoned it and she yielded ragahnim, sliding her
arms around his waist and making little involuntagunds of
pleasure.

At last he propelled her away from him, holding Bearm's length
even though she protested and tried to wriggleectoshim again.
‘Susannah,' he muttered urgently. 'We must belderasbout this. |
want to make love to you very much, but not intlaé of the house
of Carlos Castana!'

Susannah came to her senses in an agony of setficosisess. 'l - of
course,' she said jerkily, and he released herp8hep her hands to
her hair. 'l - | must look an absolute mess. If'f@xcuse me, I'll go
and tidy up—'

Fernando drew out his cheroots and lit one withteady fingers.
‘There is no urgency,' he observed dryly. 'Andgouot look a mess.
You look muy deseablevery desirable!" He touched the dark ring
beneath her eyes. 'But you did not sleep welldagtt, did you?'

She half turned away, not wanting his compassidot. very well.'
He caught her wrist. 'l, also, did not sleep well.'

'Oh!" She made a helpless gesture. 'I'm sorrflljust go and finish
making up—'

He uttered an expletive, and his fingers tightlycpetibly on her
wrist. 'Forget about your appearance,’ he commawdéstly. No
importa! Only you are important.’'

'‘Am |?' She sounded unconvinc&ondenacionOf course you are!'
He sighed, looking at her almost diffidently. 'Susah, | am finding
this very hard, but | must explain to you why | lwbnot leave this
morning—' 'There's no need.’



‘There's every need.' His jaw was taut. 'Susammamatter what you
may think of me, | am not in the habit of indulgimgypromiscuous
affairs. | have never done this sort of thing befet 'Oh, please—'

'No. Let me continue. | have to tell you why | bebd as | did last
night and again this morning—'

'‘Fernando, forget it—'

‘No, | will not forget it!" He scowled and she tlgiit how alien he
suddenly appeared. 'Susannah, you are deliberatelynderstanding
me. | do not know what you expect me to say, bunyncountry a
man does not defile a young, unmarried woman witheeling the
need for self-recrimination.’

Susannah didn't know how to answer him. She diah@tv what he
was trying to say, it was true, but somehow shegined he was
about to destroy all the joy she had felt whert hisstelephoned her.

'Fernando, things are different in England. | isgirpeople kiss one
another without there having to be a federal casetit—'

'‘Be silent !'" He sounded furious. 'Is that how yegard this - this
lovemaking between ud@issing?Have you let other men hold you
as | held you? Let other men kiss you as | kissrdy

Susannah's breathing was constricted. 'l didn'ttsaty
‘Then what are you saying?'

She dragged herself away from him, rubbing hertvassthe sudden
releasing of his fingers allowed the blood to ceuraglingly down
into her hand. 'l - | just don't want you to feehtttyou have to
apologize for something that was no more your fddh mine,' she
murmured bitterly.



'‘An apology?' He pressed out his cheroot savagellga ashtray on
the chest. 'Is that how you see it, Susannah?'

She turned away defeatedly, moving towards thesstai | won't be
a minute—' she began unsteadily, but he came la&erhis hands
grasping her shoulders, pulling her irresistiblghbagainst him. For
a few moments she struggled, but when his moutgldane warm
curve of her neck she surrendered to the desgeldmit to something
that was stronger than self-respect.

‘Susannah,' he groaned in a tortured voice, 'hdidblcome here to
apologize. | came because | had to. | had to saeagain, do you
understandAmada | don't want to hurt you, but you have - how d
you say it - penetrated my skin? | am in love wibluiy

Susannah couldn't believe her ears. Even thoughadgession in his
hands about her waist was reassuringly real, shie oot accept that
he had actually said he loved her.

'‘Fernando ?' she breathed questioningly, and withxalamation he
turned her in his arms so that his mouth could fiacs once more.

Eventually he had to pull away from her again, thig time she felt
no sense of shame or withdrawal at his partingal intoxicating to
know that she could arouse this man in such a watyhe had no
defence against her. A smile touched her lipseddlsecret thoughts
and seeing her expression he said dryly: "Youifiaghusing?'

Susannah was contrite, and she went close to imgering the lapels
of his coat, looking up at him ap- pealingly. 'Nmmt amusing,' she
denied softly. 'Just - just wonderful, that's all.'

Fernando's fingers lingered on her upper armdy®dutas determined
in his efforts to keep her away from him. 'Susarnir@hsaid, huskily,
'l don't think you are wearing anything under teaeater, and the



temptation to find out becomes stronger by the nranidease, allow
me to remain in control of the situation!'

Susannah's cheeks burned, and now he smiled, smpathhand
over his hair, fastening the buttons of his jacket.

'‘Go and get a coat,' he said quietly, giving hgeiatle push. "We will
go and have some lunch and then you can show me peacteful
part of your city where we can be alone togetbié,



CHAPTER FOUR

THEY had lunch at an out-of-the-way little restaurant Soho.

Fernando had chosen a Greek establishment this @intethey ate
moussakasliced aubergines and minced meat in a thickesaaad

veal cutlets served with a green salad. They tal@edultorily

throughout the meal, relaxed casual conversatiomscerning

Impersonal topics, and only when their eyes matsacthe table did
the communication between them become intimatedetdrbing.

Afterwards, they walked for a while. Fernando hashussed his
hired car the previous evening, so they were cedfto taxicabs for
transportation. But Susannah liked walking. Shedikhe sensation
of Fernando's strong fingers enclosing hers, ardwdly the light
breeze lifted his straight dark hair depositingiek swathe across his
forenead. The brightness of the day seemed tcctdfer mood, and
she thought she had never felt happier. Neith#dreoh had spoken so
far of Fernando's eventual return to Spain. ForaBuoagh, it was
sufficient at present to know that he had stayexzhibse of her.

Towards teatime they found a quiet corner benelaghttees in
Kensington Gardens and sat down upon the grassslta favourite
rendezvous for lovers, and they attracted no eapetiention.
Fernando rested back upon his elbows, and Susaimeahup her
legs and wrapped her arms around her knees. Thevdsyalmost
over and now a sense of anti-climax was develogimgatening to
overwhelm her.

Fernando stretched out a hand, touching her shoaradkedrawing her
back beside him. 'Now what are you thinking?' henaeded,
scanning her troubled features. 'Have you not @uoyourself
today?'



Susannah relaxed back against the soft turf, walmetie unusual
heat of the sun. 'I've had a wonderful day, Feroamsthe murmured,
rather wistfully. '‘But it's almost over.'

He rested on an elbow looking down at her. 'Amderstand,' he said
softly. "You do not wish it to end?' He shook hesad. 'Nor do I.' He
glanced at his watch. '‘But there are hours yet—'

'‘No!" She tried to prop herself up. ‘No, | havééoback before seven.
Senora Castana expects me to put Eduardo to bed.’

Fernando's mouth turned down at the corners. 'Gdue Castana
put her own child to bed for once?' he exclaimed.

Susannah sighed. 'She asked me to do it. | - | tuage back. It's my
job, after all.’

Fernando uttered an impatient ejaculation. 'Andaiwow, of course,
you will be working?'

"Tomorrow?' she faltered.
'Si, manana.'

'‘But - but—' She licked her lips. 'Won't you beattts - | thought you
had to return to - to Spain.’

Fernando's eyes narrowed, the thick lashes véiisgxpression. 'Do
you wish me to return to Spain tomorrow, Susannah?'

'Oh, no,no.' She reached towards him, stroking his cheek wéth
fingers. 'l - | don't want you to return at alhjesconfessed honestly.

Fernando covered her hand with his own, turningplaém to his lips,
kissing each of her fingers with nerve- shattetgrgderness. 'l shall



not be returning to Spain tomorrow," he stated sk shall
telegraph them that | have been - delayed.’

'Oh, Fernando!

Susannah's lips parted tremulously and with a mdffjroan he bent
over her, seeking her mouth and exploring it with dwn until
passion flared between them. The weight of his bealy a disruptive
pressure that destroyed her defences, causing Wwerbody to
become soft and yielding, arching against him, tingi his
possession ...

'‘What are you doing?'

The high, childish voice caused Fernando to drawk biom
Susannah with reluctance, looking over his shouilchgatiently at
the small girl who was standing watching them. &tkiknifed into a
sitting position, and while Susannah tried-to gather scattered
senses he raked a hand through his hair and saidlghOught you
to be speaking to strangepgquena?n peculiarly taut tones. 'Where
IS your mama?'

As though in answer to his question, they could hear a woman's
voice shouting: 'Linda! Linda, where are you? Cdmeee at once,
you naughty girl!’

Linda, for that was obviously her name, gave Feiloaa rather
impudent grin and then darted away between the tnethe direction
of her mother's voice.

But the incident had had a curious effect on Fedoarfior now,
without looking at Susannah, he rose to his feastidg himself
down and saying: '‘Perhaps we should be going foedeasi? Then
| will take you home.'



Susannah scrambled to her feet, brushing the btddgass from her
trousers. She wondered why his mood had changeftastically.
Surely a child's innocent curiosity was not who#gponsible for that
grim line around his mouth.

They had tea and scones at a coffee bar in Knigpnidge and then
Fernando hailed a cab to take them to Lorrimeralcerr They had
spoken little since that incident in the park angs&hnah was
beginning to feel that awful sense of anti-climaxiag What was
wrong? Why was he so - withdrawn?

The taxi halted outside the Castana house and Gaisatimbed out
before he could stop her. However, asking the daxier to wait,
Fernando climbed out also, halting her at the éddhe steps. ‘Will |
see you tomorrow?' he demanded, possessing hiaidedt hands.

Susannah was confused. 'Do - do you want to?'
‘Do you doubt it?' Fernando's lips thinned.

She shook her head. 'l don't know what to think.thought you had
changed your mind.'

Fernando sighed, raising her hands to his lipmsdiry," he said
huskily. 'And | haven't changed - not at all." Hanged round
impatiently at the waiting taxi. "Tomorrow evenirsi?'

‘All right," Susannah nodded.

‘The usual arrangement.' He smiled. 'l will endeavwt to be late.'
He bent his head to her fingers agalre adoroy mi alma. Hasta
manana'! Then he turned and left her, climbing into the w@ithout a
backward glance, leaving her feeling oddly tearful.



Susannah saw Fernando every evening of the we¢Kadl@ved.
Fortunately the Castanas were so wrapped up indhai affairs that
they paid little attention to her movements andseguiently she was
not obliged to make any awkward explanations. It waatime of
nervous excitement for Susannah, living her days eayger
anticipation of the evening to come, and then sipgntthe latter half
of the evening worrying in case Fernando had dectdereturn to
Spain the next day.

Their meetings were all in public places. They $pemy little time
alone. Susannah thought this was a deliberate gro¥ernando’s
behalf. He knew better than she did how easy itldvbe for their
relationship to develop into dangerous intimacied she suspected
that he respected her too much to take advantdgerofll the same,
the brief kisses in the cab taking her home werairggatisfactory
substitute for what she knew to be his wholly passie lovemaking,
and she cried herself to sleep at nights, achitigainunger that only
he could assuage.

But on Friday evening, sitting in the comfortabheaky atmosphere
of a pub they had frequented in Chelsea, he $amiv does the idea
of a week-end in the country appeal to you, Susdtinah

He was looking particularly attractive this evening cream lounge
suit and a bronze patterned shirt, and she had &i#erg looking

steadily into his eyes, sharing in that intangibenmunication the
kind of mounting awareness that physically theyie@themselves.

Now, she blinked and said: 'A week-end in the cogthWhy?'

Fernando moved closer to her on the high-backedusite that gave
an added privacy to their secluded corner of tme'Adriend of mine
- a business colleague, if you like - owns a cottage place called
Wendcombe, do you know it?"



'‘Wendcombe?' Susannah frowned, trying to ignorettembling
sensation that was assailing her. 'Vaguely. I$ aitvvillage, isn't it? In
Buckinghamshire?"

‘That sounds familiar - Buckinghamshii®i, | am sure that is the
word he used.'" Fernando nodddsien - does a week-end at this
cottage sound appealing to you?™

Susannah could feel her cheeks beginning to dudan't quite know
what you mean—' she began unsteadily.

'‘Don't you?' He looked at her and his face was etyge to hers. 'l
think you do, Susannah.'

She quivered. You mean - spend a week-end at ttiesgeo- with you
- alone?"

His eyes narrowed. 'Is that such a daunting prtipasiSusannah?’

She caught her breath. Daunting was not a worevshé&l have used.
Provocative, reckless, dangerous even - they weresashe would
have used.

She dragged her gaze away from his and stared oidavher glass.
How was she to answer him? How could she tell nat she had
never done such a thing before? Did he perhapk #ha had? Had
her response to him in some way influenced hissttatito ask her?
Didn't he realize that no man had ever arouseasé&e had aroused
her? Or was he of the opinion that all young Emghsmen indulged
In permissive sex?

She darted a glance at him. He was staring dovenhist glass and
there was a curiously vulnerable sag to his shesld&hat was he
thinking? What answer did he expect her to give? Iid expect her
to refuse?



All week he had taken her to busy night spots,raekr once had he
attempted to make love to her. Even the kisseatiglven her in the
cab going home had been tender and circumspectngwadhis...

She drew a deep breath. During this week she laaddd only a little
more about him. She now knew that his family owaeeyards in
the southern part of Spain, near Cadiz, and thatdsein London on
business to do with the exporting of the wine theyduced. But that
was all. He had told her nothing about his persaiffairs, although
she imagined he thought he had told her all thatwemessary. There
was no doubt that he loved her - it was there grytouch of their
hands, every gentle kiss bestowed upon her cheek&sy look they
shared that intimated at the satisfaction they diahlare if ever she
surrendered completely to him. And she had fondiggined that
sooner or later their relationship would develo ia more binding
contract. But not like this ...

Taking her elbows from where they had been resimghe table in
front of them, she said quietly: 'l - | couldn't that, Fernando.'

There was silence for a while as he absorbed ribismoving from
his hunched position. Then he lay back againsdiftaupholstery, his
mouth twisting. ‘Very well.' He looked towards thar. "Would you
like another drink?"

Susannah gave a helpless little exclamation. 'lRelma try to
understand. | - | couldn't—'

‘You do not have to go on, Susannah. | quite umaleds He
swallowed the remainder of the whisky in his glasmsidering its
emptiness thoughtfully. 'Excuse me. | need analhek.’

He walked across to the counter and she watched Hérmoved
easily, lithely, and quite a number of women turteebok after him.
His clothes fitted him closely withthe evident cut of good tailoring



and his hair always looked newly washed and smdaihseriously
consider spending a week-end with him - imaginiimg Wwithout his

excellently tailored suits, lean and tanned, histbasled from sleep,
making love to her - could not be so carelessly dised. Other girls
went in for that sort of thing and with men muchdattractive than
Fernando Cuevas. Men they did not even love - arsdu8ah was
sure she loved Fernando ... And he loved hercoald he, to ask
such a thing?

By the time he came back her palms were moist,thece was a
terrible feeling of inadequacy invading her stomé&she was such a
coward. She was so afraid of what might happen. $liasgoing to
risk the same consequences as her mother and lgdgstbherself
alone and pregnant by a man who had quickly disaegeafter
getting what he wanted?

But would Fernando desert her? He had said he lbgedShe didn't
believe he had made that up. Sbealdn'tbelieve it. So where did that
leave her? If she refused him, would she ever se@afain? Or was
this in the nature of an ultimatum?

He came and sat beside her again, raising his gdsar in a silent
salute. Then he replaced it on the table and soalbtt for his
cheroots and lighter. When a cheroot was lit, aachad inhaled
deeply, he said: 'l have something to tell youaBnah. | must return
to Spain at the beginning of next week.'

Susannah felt numb. She had known it would havedme -
eventually. But so soon! She felt almost ill widaction.

Forcing her lips to move, she spoke rather stifflgee. | - | shall miss
you.'

He half turned towards her. 'And | shall miss ydw' told her
roughly. "You don't know how much.’



She was breathing jerkily. 'Do - do you have to'go?

'I'm afraid so." He turned away from her again,wilng almost
impatiently on his cheroot. "You have made my stdyondon very -
memorable.'

Susannah found it hard to swallow. 'Is that alt®' whispered.
He gave her a sideways glance. 'What do you expedb say?'
She shook her head. 'Will - will | see you again?'

‘Maybe.' He looked down at the glowing tip of hieemot. ‘Maybe
the next time | come to London - if you are stilling with the
Castanas.'

Susannah gasped. 'But the Castanas are leavingohoidhey're
going to live in New York. They - they've asked g with them.'

His brows drew together in a scowl. 'And are young®'

'l - I don't know.' She shivered at the look inéygs. 'I've told them |
need time to - to think about it.’

His fingers closed over her wrist, and quite sutidéms thigh was
pressing against hersSusannah,' he muttered violentlglease-
come to Wendcombe with me, | want so much to bk you - alone
with you - away from all these people. | want torghthis week-end
with you - | want to show you how much I love yadis lips caressed
her ear. 'And you want it, tooXou know you do.'

Susannah was trembling quite uncontrollably nowyrigndo,' she
began half-heartedly, but the desire to pleasetoinhp as he wanted,
was eating away at her puny resolution.



His eyes were warmly compelling, openly sensuouwsstioked his
fingers along the veins at the inner side of hastwtYou could get
away, could you not? | am sure the Castanas waoeidhip you to
leave after lunch tomorrovgj?'

Susannah drew a shaky bredtihey - they might ...

He cupped her chin with his hand. 'Are you afrdithe, Susannah?
You have no need to be. | will not hurt you. | jusint to - worship
you, with my body as well as my soul!

Susannah gave in, leaning against him, needing#ssuring contact
of his broad chest. 'I've never - done anything likes before,
Fernando,’ she confessed, almost inaudibly. "Yaw-will have to be
patient with me.’

Fernando looked down at her with eyes grown dath passion:'|
shall be very patient with yo@mada,have no fear,' he murmured,
his gaze lingering on her mouth. 'But now | thin& must be going,
before | am tempted to show you exactly how mueédd you.'

The Castanas were not unduly perturbed when Susdmoached
the subject of her being away from Saturday aftennantil Sunday
evening. She hated telling lies, but she had ttepcethat she was
going to spend the week-end with a girl friend, Hrat as they were
going to be late on Saturday evening her friend sugghested that
Susannah should sleep there. Everything went af§ senoothly,
Eduardo had his lessons as usual on Saturday ngor8usannah's
case was already packed, and after an early lureectid as Fernando
had advised and took a taxi to the Savoy.

He met her in the reception hall, dark and attvadin a navy denim
suit, and took her case from her unresisting fisgemiling down into
her eyes so that she was warmed to the farthesiheas of her being.
'l, too, am ready,' he told her gently, '‘My casalisady in the car.’



'A car?' Susannah frowned. 'You have a car?"

You did not suppose | would take you to some lpettage without
some means of transport, did you, Susannah?' ldeclsoftly,
urging her outside. 'Come along. We are wasting.tinvant you - all
to myself.'

Fernando had hired a sleek grey Mercedes and Salsaefttled into
the front seat rather uncertainly. ‘Do you not lik®2' he asked
perceptively, 'l thought you might. | - have a ckelthis - back
home.'

'It's very - sophisticated,’ she conceded, glanaognd at the
enormous back seat. 'But | liked the Granada.'

‘Yes, so did I,' he agreed, and then with a shralfturned in his seat
to reverse out of the parking area.

Driving through the Buckinghamshire countrysides&@wah felt a
little of her nervousness leaving her. It was ayvemfortable car
with limitless reserves of speed, and she coulddeoty a certain
pleasure at the knowledge that he had hired itusecaf her. All the
same, the knowledge that he owned such a car im $pade her
aware that his world was vastly different from hers

Wendcombe was an attractive village set aroundadl souare with a
stretch of green turf and a pond on which duckast@d with
apparent disregard for bystanders. There was asjoeye church, a
village store and post office, and a schoolhougarafrom that, the
buildings were a mixture of tall stone houses andlk whitewashed
cottages. The late afternoon sunshine deepengelibes of nodding
daffodils in clutches on the green, and there waarejuil, unhurried
air that was a pleasing contrast to the noisy ewdtthe city they had
left behind.



'Oh, it's delightful' exclaimed Susannah, unabte hide her
enthusiasm. She turned to Fernando, negotiatingndn®w streets
with caution. 'Have you been here before?'

He gave her a wry smile. 'Only once before. Whebdroand his
wife invited me for a week-end. They only use tltage at
week-ends - and not every week-end," he added nidaliyn

Susannah flushed and sat back in her seat. Fongenipthe reason
why they were here had been forgotten, but novwksdcollection
hit her she felt a disturbing sense of appreherfdlomg her stomach.

Fernando was very perceptive where she was cortidiorehe said
softly: 'Relax, Susannah. You are here to enjoysglli No on one is
going to force you to do anything you do not wantlb, you know
that.'

Wistaria Cottage stood at the end of the villagaitittle walled
garden. The mild weather had caused the climbingpsivhich gave
the cottage its name to burgeon with blossom datld klusters of
purple and blue flowers hung by the white-paintedrdThere was a
lane at the side of the cottage where Fernandal ¢eave the car, and
a narrow crazy-paved path led between flower bedthe¢odoor.
Fernando parked the Mercedes, took their casesfdhé boot, and
pocketed the keys before leading the way up thie. pée inserted a
key in the lock and then stood aside so that shkl gvecede him into
the cottage.

They entered what was obviously the living-room, bat
wood-panelled staircase focused attention, andrzkytoSusafinah
could see a smaller dining area. The floors weiggral, now highly
polished and scattered with coloured rugs; theme \eav beams, and
cream-painted walls, and leather furniture which tweell with its
old- world atmosphere. Horse brasses hung abovela fiveplace
where logs had been laid for lighting should ity@a@old enough, but



even in those first few minutes Susannah appretthtewarmth of a
central heating system which had been installedth@ most
unobtrusive way possible.

She stepped tentatively into the room, looking alheu with interest,
while Fernando closed the door behind them andddfoair cases at
the foot of the panelled staircase.

'‘BienVhe said, at last, just behind her. 'Do you like it

She took a few more steps before turning and sprgher arms. 'It's
- beautiful. I've heard of people having these kofdweek-end
places, but | never dreamed that so much could dre dso
attractively. They haven't altered the place ateslly.'

Fernando folded his arms. 'No, you are right. ih@st tasteful.’

Susannah took a deep breath. 'Where's the kitohenfou hungry?
Would you like some tea - coffee?’

Fernando's arms fell to his sides. 'The kitchethrisugh here. | will
show you. And yes, | would like some coffee. Buig @unninghams’
housekeeper, a Senora Minto, she will be comingrépare dinner
for us.'

Susannah's face fell. 'Oh! Oh, will she?"

She tried to keep the dismay out of her voice,dhat couldn't have
succeeded because he said: 'Why? Would you hawver natepared
our meal yourself?'

Susannah swallowed with difficulty. "Well, | meawen't she think it
rather - odd? Us staying here? Alone?'

Fernando looked amused. 'Perhaps,' he concededikéall good
housekeepers, she will keep her thoughts to hérself



The kitchen, unlike the gther downstairs roomshaf tottage, had
been extensively modernized and a double- drainknsiit with lots
of fitted shelves under which reposed a washer,bleamdrier,
refrigerator and dish-washer put it very definiteijo the twentieth
century. There was also a waste-disposal systemhwdusannah .
had never seen before.

Fernando flicked through fitted cupboards, poirdaticoffee, sugar,
china, indicated the milk and other fresh foodthmfridge, and then
left her to get on with it. She heard him going taps and an
unexpected feeling of contentment enveloped heatWhl it matter
what anyone else thought? They were two adult hub®ings,

perfectly free to live their lives as they chose.

When the coffee was ready she carried it intorbretroom on a tray,
putting the tray down on a low table before thediace. Fernando
was still upstairs, and on impulse Susannah clintbedtairs herself,
curious to see the upper floor of the cottage. Sthes gave on to a
narrow landing from which four doors opened. Onéefdoors was
ajar and she saw it led into the main bedroomeatrtimt of the house.

She hesitated in the doorway and then saw theircages reposing
side by side on an ottoman at the foot of a laogedoster bed. There
was no sign of Fernando in here either, but a doane side was
open and she guessed it led to an adjoining bathrdbe bedroom
was carpeted in white tumble-twist, and there washise patterned
spread on the huge bed. The walls were pastel-etlaaid there were
long yellow curtains at the bow windows.

As she hovered in the doorway, Fernando emergenh ftioe
bathroom, his jacket slung carelessly over one ldkouHe had
obviously been washing and he had taken off hiarigtloosened the
top two buttons of his purple silk shirt. She coséek the beginnings
of the dark brown hair that grew round his thr@atg her stomach
plunged. Even like this it was an absurdly intimsitaation.



When he saw her, he flung his jacket over a woodemed chair in a
corner and came towards her. He halted only abfdtaaway from
her and Susannah panicked.

'Er - your - your coffee's ready,' she stammered afiaid of what he
was about to do. 'l just wondered where you wére ..

Her voice trailled away and Fernando considered thaubled
expression for several agonizing moments beforéugeg at the
room behind him. 'Do you want to see the rest effface?’

Susannah hesitated. "I - | suppose this is theembstiroom.’

'If, by that, you mean the main bedroom, then ted,is correct.' His
voice was cool, not at all loverlike, and she quike 'There is an
adjoining bathroom, as you can see, with a showeweall as the
usual fittings."'

Susannah nodded. 'lt - it's very attractive." Skepd aside as he
came out of the bedroom and opened the next doogahe landing.

‘This is the second bedroom," he remarked, antbsikea hasty look.
There was a lemon carpet in here and blue curtansthe bed was
an ordinary double one.

‘Very nice,' she said inadequately.

The other doors need not concern you. One opendhatbathroom
which can be reached from the - main bedroom. Thera$ a sort of
storeroom. Boxroom, | believe Marion called it.'

‘Yes.' Susannah forced her stiff lips into a smiéell - shall we go
down and have our coffee now?"

Fernando looked at her impatiently. 'Susannah, Wwaat | said?
What have | done? You are behaving as if you wigagdel was about



to pounce on you! | assure you, | would not drednfoccing my
attentions on anyone!'

Susannah moved awkwardly. 'I'm sorry.'

He said something under his breath which she exhlizas not very
complimentary, and then strode to the stairs, gdowgn them two at
a time. Susannah followed more slowly, aware that the

circumstances her behaviour must seem quite incgimepisible to
him.

Fernando was seated on the leather couch whenesithed the
living-room, pouring out two cups of coffee with tdherate

concentration. He had, she thought purposely, ddataself in the

centre of the couch so that to sit beside him sheldvhave had to
have asked him to move along. His legs were splaydd and he

lifted his coffee cup broodingly, swallowing its rdents without

enjoyment. Susannah perched on the edge of an amntdaning

forward to help herself to cream and sugar. As stieed the

aromatic liquid she looked unhappily at him, butchese to ignore
her, finishing his coffee and replacing his cuptsrsaucer. Then he
rested back against the soft upholstery, his atnesched along its
back on either side of him. The attitude put aistoa the buttons of
his shirt and the fine material separated betweastehings giving
Susannah a disturbing glimpse of brown skin.

She drank her own coffee and when it was finisloesa to take the
tray into the kitchen again.

'‘Leave it!" he ordered abruptly.

'‘But | thought - if | washed these up - didn't y@ay someone was
coming to cook our dinner ?'

His eyes were cold between the thick lashes.d lsave it.'



Susannah stared at him uncomfortably, but a sehsEsentment at
his manner overcame her nervousness. 'I'm notvargeyou know,'
she declared, in a rather uneven tone, and beliftedthe tray.

Fernando got to his feet also and for a few monihet® was a silent
battle of wills. And then, Susannah dragged heegazay from his
and walked determinedly towards the kitchen. Haéetgo, although
she had been half afraid that he wouldn't, but antef sight of his
denigrating stare her courage deserted her. Shaoput the tray and
her shoulders sagged. This wasn't what she wartteduarrel with
him. She loved him.

She spent as long as she dared washing the distiéken returned
to the living room. Fernando was stretched outhe douch now
reading a newspaper and didn't look up when shesdamShe
sighed. What was she supposed to do? She lookexl afotive green
trousers of the slask suit she had travelled ie. ipposed she could
take a shower and change. She didn't want to stagousers all
evening. She had brought a rather attractive hogiesn to wear.

On impulse, she turned and went up the panellaccasz. In the
bedroom, she opened her suitcase and took outed &mal her toilet
bag. Then she went into the bathroom, relieveatéotsat she could
lock both doors.

The water was beautifully hot, and after securiag lair beneath a
shower cap obviously left there for the purpose,stkpped under its
soothing stream. It wasn't until she had dried dierthat she
remembered that she hadn't brought her dress ih hér, so
wrapping the towel sarong-wise round her body sheerged,
carrying her trousers and sweater. Then she stogipmtl Fernando
was sitting on the side of the bed, his elbowsrnigsin his knees, his
head buried in his hands. His whole attitude was aoihcomplete
despair, and her heart went out to him. He hadanlsly not heard
her open the bathroom door, but he seemed to $leatshe was no



longer alone, for he dropped his hands betweelkregs, looking
round at her. Then he sprang to his feet and maeedss to the
windows, keeping as far away from her as possiiléeast, that was
what Susannah thought.

She folded her trousers over the back of a chaad,Her sweater on
top of them and then turned to her suitcase. Butdyes were
irresistibly drawn to Fernando, standing with hack to her, his
hands thrust deep into his trousers' pockets. Hesteaing down into
the garden below the windows and she wished sh& Wit he was
thinking.

With a helpless shrug, she took out her dress amt wito the

bathroom, closing the door but not locking it. Tdress was a long
one, black with an edging of white, which accergdathe pale
silkiness of her hair and the creamy texture ofdien. It had long

sleeves, but the neckline was low and round, lgnéinthe swell at
her breasts without revealing anything. The ziprpdbawkward, but
she managed without having to ask his assistance.

In the bedroom again, she brushed her hair brigkly set out her
eyeshadow and foundation cream on the dress-irg. tBint after

putting down the brush she turned to look at himimgnd said, on
impulse: 'Do you like my dress?'

Fernando turned, and she saw the lines of straiandr his mouth.
'It's very beautiful," he essayed briefly. "You aeey beautiful. But of
course, you know that.’

Susannah allowed a little of her own despair tonshitm sorry,
Fernando,' she said helplessly. 'l - I'm a fool-'

Wo/' He interrupted her harshly. 'lt is | who anfoal. | should not
have brought you here.'

'‘Why?' Her lips trembled. 'Don't you - want me?"'



'‘Want you?He moved then, striding the space between theim w
grim determination, taking her in his arms and gireg her so close
that she was left in no doubt that he wanted'Rer. dios Susannah,’
he groaned against her neck, 'l love you, | love, ydove you! I've
never loved any woman before - except my mother,thed it was
not like this, not urgent and destructive, notitegame apart because
| have no right to hurt you—"'

Susannah's arm slid round his neck, her hands seardsim, her
fingers slid into his hair, her lips sought evemgh of his ears and
throat. 'Oh, you're not hurting me, Fernando,'isBested, meaning
every word. 'Only - only when you treat me as yamudbwnstairs. | -
| wanted to die!'

Fernando's breathing was swift and shallow, evideof his

emotional upheaval, his mouth more disturbinglysseuos than ever
before. His hands slid possessively over her baekking the low
neckline of her dress, his fingers exploring thealérnones of her
shoulders. 'l didn't want to hurt you,' he protéstackly. 'But you

hurt me, and | hit back. You looked so - so terdfiearlier on. 'l

don't, want you to be afraid of me, Susannah. tn@a so much. |
just want to love you...'

Susannah returned his kisses with an abandon ti@insciously
revealed that fear was not among the emotions sk feeling
towards him now. She clung to him eagerly, andséweral minutes
they assuaged a little of the hunger they felt towane another.

Suddenly there was a sound from the room belowa#t definitely a
door closing, and with resigned reluctance Ferndoaded her away
from him.

‘Senora Minto, one supposes,' he commented huakitithen turned
away from her.Cristo, Susannah, do not look at me like that. | al
only a man with weaknesses like other men!'



Susannah's lips curved tenderly. 'l know.'

He glanced back at her, clenching his fists. 'Gavrtktairs and
introduce yourself to the good Senora Minto," haset. 'l think now
it is my turn to take a shower!



CHAPTER FIVE

MRs. MINTO was not the martinet Susannah had expected e, to
but nevertheless, she soon made it obvious thaaisleast did not
approve of the Cunninghams lending their cottagantainmarried
couple. Susannah had considered wearing a ringeothind finger,
but after meeting Mrs. Minto she was glad she ta8omehow she
knew she would have been incapable of deceiving her

When Susannah first went downstairs she found thusdkeeper in
the kitchen taking off her overcoat and putting am apron. She
smiled politely when Susannah appeared, and $toav do you do,
miss. I'm Alice Minto. | believe you're expectinggem

Susannah relaxed a little. 'Yes, that's right. ¢delim Susannah -
King." She glanced round awkwardly. 'lt's very kfdyou to come
and prepare our dinner like this. And on a Saturtay.'

Mrs. Minto tied the strings of her apron. 'It's jak, miss. When Mr.
and Mrs. Cunningham are here, I'm expected to aorBeindays, as
well.'

'Oh!" Susannah caught her lower lip between hehté@o you - |
mean - have you everything you need?'

‘Yes, miss. I've got the oven on now and therelsepiece of topside
in the fridge. | thought I'd do you a roast and b®yyorkshire
pudding. Do you like roast potatoes?’

Susannah nodded. 'l love them. That sounds - wanlderf

Mrs. Minto began taking vegetables out of a baskethad brought
with her. They were obviously freshly picked, angs&nah, eager to
say the right thing, asked whether Mr. Minto hadvgn them.



Mrs. Minto looked up from her task and fixed thel gnvith a
reproving stare. 'No, miss. My husband didn't grthese. Mr.
Minto's been dead these three years. I'd not béengomere if my Jack
was alive. He wouldn't have let mc. He didn't hwith - well, with
such goings- on!'

Susannah's face suffused with colour and she stared
embarrassment down at her feet. She had hearcoinatry folk were
outspoken, but surely Mrs. Minto was going too far.

'‘Not that it's anything to do with me, you undemsta The
housekeeper was putting potatoes into the sinkranding water
over them. 'I've no doubt I'm old- fashioned. Youla the first
couple to think a wedding ring's an unnecessarymbcance.’

Susannah drew a deep breath. 'Yes - well, somesttangn't that
simple.’

‘Nowadays they're not. Couples setting up housetieg with nary a
scrap of conscience about the babies they brimgtie world.'

Susannah turned away. 'lIf you've got everything peed, Mrs.
Minto ...'

‘Now don't you go getting upset over what | saysM/into seemed
to be finding a conscience of her own. ‘Mind, | V't have thought
it of that man - Don Fernando. | liked him. Real tigman he was
when he was here last year. Used to open doomdomland always
said thank you for everything." She shook her hegwiniscently.

‘That's why | remembered him. Only came once. Betsrof visitors

here since. But | remembered that - his courtesy.'

Susannah turned back. 'I'm so glad you approvermkthing, Mrs.
Minto," she murmured a little dryly, and the houssgber looked at
her sharply. Then she nodded.



'l know," she said. 'I'm an interfering old woméwe heard it before.
My daughter says it all the time."'

Susannah shook her head, and with a casual wouseaderself. In
the living-room she walked to the windows and lablkeit on the
walled garden. She was glad to be away from Mrsitd/8 sharp
tongue, but she couldn't help but wonder what ttierovillagers
thought of the Cunninghams and their guests. Anddften was this
cottage used by other people than themselves?

She sighed. It had been strange hearing Mrs. MiatbFernando
Don Fernando, and yet she supposed that was how hadslasssed
in his own country. She knew so little about hinowHdid one
discover the answers to leading questions withqagearing to
probe? She shook her head again. No doubt he wallker all about
himself in his own good time. Right now, she wasteat just to be
with him.

She wrapped her arms about herself and shiveradtioipation of
the night to come. Not even Mrs. Minto's disappt@aaild destroy
the memory of those few minutes before she arnvieen Fernando
had demonstrated only too clearly how much he |lcwed wanted
her. To imagine the culmination of that love wasastasy too great
to contemplate without wanting to throw out her sramd show
everyone how happy she was. Giving in to the ingushe spun
lightly round on the spot and then came to an abralp as Fernando
came running down the stairs and saw her. Hisviiagr damp from
the shower he had just taken and he had changed wahite silk shirt
with full sleeves that fastened at his wrist witbagd buttons. His
trousers were cream, close- fitting at the hip, aémg the taut
muscles of his thighs beneath the fine cloth, figtowards the ankle
above suede boots. Several of the buttons on inisxs@re unfastened
showing the brown skin of his chest, and she cadd a silver
medallion glinting amongst the hair. She thoughldo&ed dark and



alien, more like a pirate of old than a man who aaprosperous
wine-exporting business.

A curiously guarded look entered his eyes as hehsavand-turning
away he said: 'A drink, I think. What will you hav®usannah?'

She walked slowly across to join him by a smallicaband gave an
involuntary little shrug. 'l don't know. Sherry,rhaps?’

‘Sherry?' He looked sharply at her and she tot&mlsackward at the
fierceness of his gaze.

'Is there something wrong with that?' she venturedurprise.

He tore his gaze away, shaking his head. 'No. Naoarse not.
Sherry it shall be.'

She moved away to sit on the couch, puzzling ov&rchange of
attitude. Then she inwardly chided herself. She wagh too
sensitive where he was concerned. No doubt he Vieitedired, a
little tense - just as she was.

He came to join her carrying their drinks. Shecedihe was drinking
brandy and that when he sat down he left a liberadunt of leather
between them. Frowning, she sipped the sherry avnertty watched
him as he stood down his glass to take out ondéefcheroots he
favoured and light it. When he was inhaling with violis
satisfaction, she said:

‘Mrs. Minto is preparing us a traditional Engliskan- roast beef and
Yorkshire pudding. | hope you don't mind.’

Fernando rested his dark head against the batieaduch.

'l am not particularly hungry,' he confessed quiétlortillas would
perhaps be more appropriate.’



‘Tortillas? Are they pancakes?’

He tilted his head towards her. 'lt is the Spafasin of an omelette,
but a little more filling than your English omelkett Have you never
tasted them?'

Susannah bent her head. 'How could 1? I've nevan tieSpain.’
'‘But the Castanas - do they not eat Spanish food?'

'‘Occasionally Mrs. Travers, that's the housekeapakes a special
effort on their behalf, but | usually eat whatevke servants are
having.'

'l see,' he nodded.

‘You - you don't talk much about Spain, do you?'teinelered, with
great temerity.

She couldn't be absolutely certain, but she thohglstiffened. "You
are interested in my country?'

‘Naturally I am.'
He shrugged. 'What do you wish to know?"'

She sighed. Put like that it sounded so cold apersonal somehow.
Searching for words, she said: 'Tell me about wigetelive. About

Cadiz. There's a certain amount of Moorish inflieencthat part of
Spain, isn't there?'

‘There is a certain amount of Moorish influencethe whole of

Spain,' he commented dryly. '‘But you are right emtron Andalusia.’
The way he spoke that word was a caress, and Salsarnsenses
stirred to the feeling in his voice. 'Nowhere wias Moorish rule so



strong and enduring. It is a great irony that tlearlization should
have been overthrown from within, as it were.'

'‘What do you mean?’

He leant forward resting his elbows on his knemskihg along at her
intently. 'The Moorish ruler fell in love with a @ktian girl; but he
was already married. He tried to supplant his wiid his new love,
but she was a jealous woman. She fled from hiscpalath her son
and raised an army to overthrow her husband. Stee=eded, and her
son was made king in his stead. But the conflict waakened the
Moorish forces and eventually they had to surretaléne onslaught
of Christianity.'

Susannah was fascinated. 'What an intriguing stelng exclaimed,
her eyes wide and innocent.

Fernando studied her intent face and then flungséiftback on the
couch. Yes, is it not?' he conceded tautly. 'Oneyias may go to
Granada - to the Alhambra - and see for yourselttgxavhat the
Moorish ruler lost for love!

'‘Granada!" Susannah said the word slowly. 'Suchitfeanames,
aren't they? Cadiz - Seville - Malaga!' She sighéou 'must miss it
very much.'

He gave her a quick look, and then rose abruptlyigdeet. 'Yes, |
suppose | should." He walked to the window, lookmd, a frown
marring his lean features.

Susannah finished her sherry and put down her .giiss didn't
altogether understand his mood, and it troubledtlmatr he seemed
withdrawn now and almost morose.

'l have heard it is a very beautiful country,’ shelunteered
awkwardly. 'Particularly Andalusia.’



He turned, leaning back against the window. 'Bket &all beautiful
things, it has a darker side to its nature,' hd sarshly. 'There is
cruelty as well as beauty.'

Susannah looked down at her hands. 'l expect thaemore cruelty
there than anywhere else. It is an imperfect world.

He strode across the floor. 'l agree. Nevertheledsybt you would
speak so tolerantly of theorrida.’

‘The bullfight?'

'Si' He bent his head. 'lt is perhaps a fittingcdesion of the more
violent forces in our nature.’'

'l know very little about it,' she admitted quietly

‘That is obvious.' His tone was almost disparagi@m duda,f you
saw a ravaged beast spitting its blood into thedsatwof an arena on
some otherwise peaceful Sunday afternoon, you wdaddas
disgusted as many of your compatriots!

Susannah winced at his descriptive ability. 'Whg you telling me
this?' she burst out tremulously. 'What do you ekpee to say? Do
you want me to despise the ability of your compédrto delight in
blood lust? Do you wish me to feel distasteathing? To decry all
Spaniards because of the behaviour of a minority—"'

‘They are not a minority. Theorrida is in our blood. It is a way of
life!’

‘All right. All right!" Susannah rose to her feetateadily, pressing the
palms of her hands over her ears. 'l don't wartdltoabout it any
more.' She made a confused movement of her shgultéon't know
what you're trying to do - unless it's to destroyatidbetween us. If



that's what you want to do, you don't have to geuch nauseating
lengths—

He uttered an expletive in his own language and theowing his
half-smoked cheroot into the empty fire grate heneato her,
grasping her arms in a savage hold, hauling hesecégainst him.
'IdiotaP he groaned against her mout¥ii uapa idiota!Do you not
know how | feel - how | despise myself for wantyau so much that
| am prepared to go to these lengths to possess Maufingers

cupped her throat. 'l do not think I am worthy otiy Susannamia.'

Susannah raised her own hands to cover his. 'Bayp'such things,
Fernando,' she breathed, looking up at him witts ¢lyat revealed all
too transparently what her feelings were. 'l agreed@¢ome here,
remember?'

He gathered her more closely against him. 'And wthenCastanas
leave for New York," he murmured huskily, ‘will yéwe going with
them?"'

Susannah pressed her face against his chest. iDaagat me to?'

Fernando lifted her chin. 'Me - | want you to stayondon. But | am
selfish. | cannot bear to think of coming to Englaa find you gone.

'‘Oh, Fernando.' She caught her breath. 'l wontoghew York. |
don't think | could bear to think of so many thauds of miles
between us.'

'‘Susannah.' His voice was thickening with emotiamd his mouth
was devouring hers when a throat was cleared beéhard, and Mrs.
Minto said:

'‘Excuse me, I'm sure, but can | lay the table fonek, sir?'



Fernando closed his eyes for a minute, and theiSpséinnah away
from him and turned to face the unsmiling facehef housekeeper.

‘Ah, Senora Minto,' he inclined his head politdiyhope you are well,
senora.’

Mrs. Minto thawed the tiniest bit. 'I'm very wethank you, Don
Fernando.' She indicated the cutlery in her hd@ds | set the table?’

'‘But of course.' Fernando gave her a faint bow, tuesh bent to
extract another cheroot from his case on the table.

Susannah admired his composure. He was completealgntrol of

himself again, no doubt an indication of his bregdwhile she was
still shaken and trembling, bereft from the envelgpvarmth of his
nearness.

Mrs. Minto began to lay the polished table in theirgy-alcove,
taking cut glasses from a sideboard and placingitheside each
raffia mat. Fernando lit his cheroot and then adtdevastating glance
at Susannah, disrupting all her new-found compodueestrolled
casually towards the housekeeper, asking her abeutmarried
daughter, even remembering her daughter's name. Mnsto
blossomed under his attentions like a fullblowretcand Susannah
thought that no one could entirely resist such rwhédrhe chose to
exert it.

The meal when it was served was good and wholeseitheut
having much in the way of embellishment. A vegetaimoth was
followed by the roast beef, with a fruit flan anteam to finish.
Unfortunately neither of them did full justice tbet food, and
Susannah was intensely conscious of the housekeelsapproval
when she came to remove their plates.

By the time coffee had been served and Mrs. Miat fmished her
chores in the kitchen, it was well after nine a&loBecause they



were both aware of the housekeeper's presencearkegrrswitched
on the television set that resided on one of tleadishelves beside
the fireplace, and Susannah tried to concentratbefilm that was
showing. It was a terrifying study in fear set ilobaely cottage miles
from any other form of civilization, about a youngl who had
arranged to meet her lover there, unaware that las the
psychopathic killer who had already murdered hatfoaen other
women. Susannah was conscious of Fernando's eyss hgr at
certain points in the narrative and she smiled euthooking at him,
realizing he was amusing himself by identifying rthevith the
situation being enacted on the screen.

Mrs. Minto eventually emerged from the kitchen,tipgt on her coat.
‘Well, I'm going now, sir,’ she said, addressingsék to Fernando.
‘There's nothing else you want, is there?'

Fernando rose to his feet. 'l do not think so, khaou, Senora Minto.'
He smiled. 'The dinner was delicious, and | do apte the work
you have done for us.'

Mrs. Minto looked flustered. 'Why, it was nothirigpn Fernando,’
she denied, looking embarrassed when he pressedeainto her
hand. 'But - thank you, anyway. I'm sure | hope god - and the
young lady find everything to your liking. Would ydike me to
come back in the morning and cook breakfast—'

‘That will not be necessary, thank y@enora' Fernando was firm.
'‘Give my regards to your daughter, will you not?'

‘That | will." Mrs. Minto nodded vigorously and med to the door.
"'l say good night, then.’

'‘Good night.' Fernando inclined his head in thatge which was
half bow, half dismissal. Susannah glanced round lbade the
housekeeper a brief ‘Cheerio,’ and then sighed neltef when the



door closed behind her. Fernando secured the lodkren walked
back to where he had been lounging on the couicigirig himself
down and stretching lazily.

'‘Pues?You do not like her?' he inquired, looking at Suszh out of
the corners of his eyes.

Susannabh tried not to be distracted by the bropdrese of his brown
chest. 'l - I neither like nor dislike her,' sheddaonestly. 'l - she - we
had a difference of opinion eatrlier.'

'‘What was that about?' He frowned. 'Ah, let me gueshe did not
approve of our being hersi? Ya me lo figuro.'

Susannah shrugged. 'She has a very high opinigouwfanyway.'

Fernando gave an impatient snort. 'To Senora Mitiere is only
negro y biance black and white. No shades between.’

Susannah smiled. 'l think she considered you begaod behaviour.'
Fernando closed his eyes. 'Too old, perhaps.’
‘You're not old!'

He opened his eyes. 'Compared to you? Oh, yes, ISaisannah.
There are sixteen years between us, remember.'

Susannah pressed her lips together. 'Don't sagghtike that. Age is
not important.'

‘At*your age, | would agree. But each year meangreater
experience of life. | feel - very experienced wheam with you,
pequena.'



Susannah got up from her armchair and came t@sitle him on the
couch, close beside him, sliding her hand acrasshest, feeling the
heavy beat of his heart. Her fingers encounteredthall medallion
suspended from its fine silver chain and she liitel@aning forward
to examine it closely. It was the usual kind of cdisiade to
commemorate one of the numerous saints of the @Gatkbgion, but
on the reverse side there was a small inscriptiBitar, 1932.She
looked up into his face. 'What does this mean?asked curiously.

Fernando looked down at the medallion in her hdhtelonged to
my mother,' he told her quietly. 'My father gavetather on the
occasion of their marriage. When she died it wasmgio me.'

'l see.' Susannah fingered the disc. 'Did she -ishahas she been
dead very long?'

‘Very long," he conceded, somewhat grimly. 'Shd diken | was ten
years old.’

Susannah looked up at him again. It was hard tgimeathe young
Fernando, but the vulnerability of such a disatteany small boy
made her lean closer against him and rest herdweads shoulder.

'Did you miss her?' she asked, the compassion mvidder voice.

Fernando seemed to stiffen. ‘It was a long time Abave forgotten
any agony of mind | suffered at that time. An auat sister of my
father's - came to live with us, and she took myhmos place quite
adequately.'

Susannah frowned. 'That sounds - cold!

He sighed. 'l suppose it does. But in my country ismot permitted
the indulgence of self-pity. My mother was dead -wias an

inescapable fact and we had to accept it. My fathade the best
arrangements he could to prevent any disrupticghehousehold.’



Susannah shook her head, the silky swathe of hersianging
against his skin. 'And it was so simple to replager mother?' she
exclaimed incredulously.

His arms closed around her, and she felt his bjasret her hair. 'No.
No, of course it was not,' he admitted emotiveind my father
would no doubt tell you that my mother's death hadnost
disagreeable effect upon me. My aunt and | did- th@iw do you say
it - get along? We were nstmpatico, no? can remember being in
trouble more often than not.

Susannah nestled closer. 'That sounds more human.'

'Si. | was very human.' His tone was dry. 'When | ywasr age my
father despaired of ever being able to—' He brdksuddenly and
drew a deep breath. 'But that is enough. You downmnsit to hear of
my disreputable past.’

'Oh, but I do!" She sat up. 'l - | want to know Bxeing about you.'

Fernando looked into her flushed face and thenlshaohead, his
eyes half closed. 'l am tired,' he said softlye'sou?’

Susannah shivered. 'A - a little.

‘Then | suggest we go to bei?' He pressed a light kiss to her parte
lips. "You go up. | will smoke a cheroot and follawfive minutes.'

Susannah nodded. The moment had come and themeowhawing
back now. The pleasant evening they had spenthaimely aromas of
the food they had consumed, the television stillyplg away
uselessly in the corner were suddenly a sensisegdence of events
that flashed before her eyes. She went up thesshaitomatically
without looking back. She washed, cleaned her teatid got
undressed, putting on the white lawn nightgown Bhd bought
several months ago and never worn. Then she cliniedthe



enormous bed, aware that she had never slept betsiesheets
before, and turned out the light.

Lying there in the darkness she heard Fernando egntee stairs
and then the sound of running water in the bathrobl® had
obviously entered from the landing and she tensed a stiff
imitation of herself. It was no good. She was fregited. And she
didn't know what to do about it.

The bathroom light went out and the door to therbaich opened. In
the gloom she could vaguely make out his shadowy s he moved
towards the bed. But he didn't immediately get #éd. He sat down
at her side and she could feel his intent dark egasching for hers.

‘Why did you turn the light out?' he asked gently.

Susannah found it difficult to articulate betwebattering teeth. 'l - |
- I didn't know you - you wanted - it on.’

He sighed. 'What's wrong? You sound positivelyipedt. | did not
know | was such a terrifying individual.'

‘You - you're - n - not.'

Fernando shook his head. 'That is a relief,' hencented with some

irony. He slid his fingers to her throat, smoothimg thumbs over her
ears, causing a little of the tension to leave Her.drew back the

bedcovers to her waist and even in the gloom thitgembss of her

gown was clearly visibleQue?' he murmured questioningly. '"You
are wearing a nightgown?'

She nodded jerkily, stretching out her arms to hiifily, touching
only the firm warm skin of his body. Fernando seéntehesitate a
moment and then he caught both her hands in hissaida trifle
grimly, 'Susannah! Something you said! Somethinguamever



having - done this sort of thing befoiMadre de diosdid you mean
it?"

She nodded again, clenching her teeth to stop ¢haitering.
‘Cristo!"

With a violent gesture he dropped her hands and toshis feet,
turning away from her and walking to the foot of thed. He opened
his suitcase, rummaged inside it, and came out avikind of white
bathrobe which he swiftly donned to cover his naless. Then he
walked to the light and switched it on, delibenatdispelling any
intimacy between them.

'‘Why did you not make it plain?' he demanded hgrshios, would
you add the defilement of an innocent to my otles?

Susannah was mortified. 'Fernando, please - wha hdene?' She
caught her breath on a sob. 'Don't you want menzorg?'

Fernando closed his eyes and then opened them. dyain are
talking like anidiota.' he snapped savagely, striding about the roc
before coming to a halt at the foot of the bed.y\Wid you not tell me
this evening?'

Susannah struggled into a sitting position. 'Budld you yesterday,
Fernando,' she protested tearfully.

He stood breathing heavily. 'Women say these thiligsy do not
mean them. They simply wish the man to believelikas the first—'

‘But you are!’

'‘Por dios | know that.' He turned away as though he coatdoear to
look at her. "What a fool | have been!



Susannah stared at his broad back helplessly. Sireeslid out of bed
and padded on bare feet to his side. 'Fernandoplsiaded, 'don't be
angry with me! | - | couldn't bear that.'

He turned slowly and looked down at her, the hesawgthe of pale
hair combined with her demure lawn gown giving ler almost
childlike appearanceBasta,Susannah!" he muttered thickly. 'Go tc
bed! | will sleep in the other room. You need hawdfear of me!'

'Fernandd' She stared up at him appealingly, but he cotaddsno
more. With a grim determination, he put her aside strode out of
the room, slamming the door behind him.

She cried for a long time, her face buried underdbvers so that he
would not hear her; but then she must have sleaalse she was
dreaming, a terrible, terrifying dream where Fedwmibecame the
monster of the film they had watched that evertimg maniacal killer
of half a dozen women. She was trapped in the gothath him and
he was searching for her. She hid in every imadg@place, but he
always found her, always kept coming after her. tBeth when he
cornered her and she wanted him to kill her, helevdudo it. He
stepped away from her and she began to cry, ananchgry . ..

‘SusannahSusannammia, what is it? Susannah, wake up, wake uj
No one's going to hurt you!'

She blinked rapidly, looking up into Fernando's ca@med eyes.
Someone had put on the bedside lamp and he wiag) sitt the side
of the bed in his bathrobe, his hair tumbled frowe pillow.

'Fernando?' she breathed slowly, taking great gglpreaths of air,
becoming aware of the dampness of her cheeks.cingbed a hand
across her eyes. 'Wh - what time is it?'

Fernando glanced at his wrist watch. 'It's a laffter one o'clock,’ he
told her gently. You've been dreaming. You werengy..'



Susannah began to nod as the terrible remembréduice nightmare
came back to her. 'It - it was awful!' she chokwest,breath coming in
shallow gulps. 'lt - it was the film - the film-'

Fernando frowned. 'Ah, the remote cottage - thierkdf so many
women!" He nodded. 'l understand.' He rose todes f

'Wh - where are you going?' she cried, jerking gimrireaching for
his hand, the hand that a moment ago had been kmgdter brow.

Fernando's frown deepened. 'You are all right domill go back to
my room—'

'‘No! Oh, no, please - don't!' Her voice was urgbat,eyes wide and
alarmed.

'I must!" His voice was harsh - as before.

She began to cry again, deep racking sobs thatksheo slender
form, and her hair fell in a curtain about her faceied in her hands.

Fernando watched her for a long agonizing periadi then with a
muffled exclamation, he saiddfondq | will stay. But that is all - do
you understand?"

She raised a tear-wet face to his, and nodded Igiléte went and
turned out the light and walked round the bedjrgidn it beside her.
He did not take off his robe, nor did he get belméa¢ bedcovers, and
she had the sense to understand why. All the ssonge time before
morning she found herself snuggled into the smiahi® back, her
arm encircling his waist trapped in the folds of bathrobe ...



CHAPTER SIX

SUSANNAH awoke to an unusual feeling of apprehension amtdco
not understand why. The sun was shining, and theweurtains at
the windows were filling the room with a goldenhtty She blinked,
not immediately identifying her surroundings, dutn sat up with a
start as she recalled the humiliating events ofnilgat before. Her
eyes turned swiftly to the bed beside her, but&®ao had gone, only
the imprint of his head on the pillow bearing wiado the fact that
he had stayed with her last night.

Haste, panic-stricken haste, brought her out ofdpeithe instant. She
searched impatiently for her silk dressing gown aotting it on
hurried to the door. But she stopped suddenly &hd @ double take.
Something which she had noticed but which had hanae made
any impression now focused her attention. Fernarglatcase was
no longer on the ottoman beside hers.

Quickening her step she opened the bedroom doaraand out on to
the landing. There was no sound from anywhere hadpened the
door of the second bedroom with trembling fingemst really
surprised when she found it empty. Then she wewhdtairs.

Again, there was no sign of Fernando, but proppethe low coffee
table in a position where she could not fail to egas a note. An
awful sinking feeling assailed her as she apprahchat note, and
she picked it up reluctantly, half guessing whatould say.

Mi'amada,

| cannot take back the past. | can only hope ydunet think too

unkindly of me in the future. | cannot say thaégnet this time we
have spent together. It is a memory | will alwagsasure., But you
are a beautiful young woman, Susannah, and ongalayvill meet a
young man who is worthy of your love and forgeaibtbut me, Please



believe that | love you, and that it is becausavelyou that | am not
prepared to create a relationship between us thastnbe doomed
from the start, | am too old for you. | have semmruch of life not to
know | am right.: | have arranged for a cab to eall you at eleven
o'clock to take you back to London, | shall be gon¢hen.

Forgive me, Fernando,

Susannah read the note twice and then sank dowatba couch and
stared blindly into the empty fire-grate. He hadgiareally gone. He
had left the cottage, goodness knows how longagbwas probably
aboard his plane by now. Had he had this all pldArwas this night
to be their only time together? Had he alreadyrayed his departure
before he left for the country? He made no mentabseeing her

again, not even on his next trip to London, andng case he knew
she was leaving the Castanas, so how would hehtenceven if he

wanted to...?

Eventually she dragged herself into the kitchen aradle herself
some coffee. She had to do something to arouselhémsm the

extreme state of apathy into which she had sunke®ow she had to
pull herself together sufficiently to wash and &resd pack her
things, and be ready to leave when the taxi camreéeséen o'clock.

As there was no sign of a key and the cottage bHadra Yale lock
Susannah slammed it as she came out and climbedthat cab
without looking back. If the driver thought it stige that his fare
should be a rather wan- faced girl who had applgréetn spending
the weekend alone at the cottage he kept his theuglhimself and
chatted away about how mild the weather was fotithe of year and
wasn't it a shame that some football club hadtlest match against
a European side?

By the time they reached London it was long afterch, but when
Susannah alighted at the Castana house and trpa/ther fare she



was informed that it had already been taken car8loé entered the
house with an intense feeling of desolation andedawhen Mrs.
Travers appeared from the kitchen.

‘You're back early, miss,' she exclaimed. 'l thaugiu were to be
away until this evening.'

'l was.' Susannah sighed. 'Are Senor and Senotar2ast home?"'

'‘No, miss, they're out. An old friend of theirsSanora d'Alvarez,
arrived yesterday afternoon, and | believe thetaken her to visit
mutual friends.’

'l see.' Susannah felt relieved.

Mrs. Travers clicked her tongue. 'Is something wraniss? You're
looking awfully peaky. Oh, | suppose you're hung8he paused.
‘Well, | was just leaving for my sister's, but dyre hungry—'

Susannah shook her head. '‘No, really, Mrs. Traltsrguite all right.
| - 1 didn't come back to upset your afternoon. Yyauahead. In any
case, | - | may be going out again.’

The idea had just occurred to her. Margaret, sleght, like a
drowning man clutching at straws, that was wheeewgbuld go. To
see Margaret and Peter and baby Toni. It wouldlgosd to be with
people who cared what happened to her ...

You mean - you slept with him? Oh, Susannah!" Mag&rench
stared at her friend with anxious eyes. 'Whatewssessed you to
agree to such a thing?'

The two girls were talking in the kitchen of Margaland Peter's
modern semi on a large housing estate at Kenningeter was in the
living-room entertaining Toni, tactfully keeping oof the way.



Margaret had insisted on making Susannah an omgeigktich she
had managed to eat half of, and now they werersiharpot of coffee.

Susannah traced the pattern of the formica on itbkdn table with
her forefinger. 'lI've told you, Margaret. Nothinggdpened.'

'l know. But - well, if this Fernando hadn't beetiegent sort of man it
could have.'

' know that.'

'So - whatever were you thinking of? Heavens, yoohtg known the
man two weeks!'

'He was leaving for Spain tomorrow. This was h#& laeek-end in
England.’

'So?'

'So | love him, Margaret.' Susannah had to pres$ipsetogether to
stop them from trembling.

'‘But you know nothing about him! You don't even &dns address.’
'l - 1 could get it.’
'‘Where from? The Castanas? Would they give it t62yo

'l don't know." Susannah hunched her shoulders, NMrgaret,
haven't you ever felt like doing anything crazyHizere never been
a man in your life who hasn't conformed to - to -taer
conventialities?'

'‘We're not talking about me," observed Margaretydr$pusannah -
after all you've said about your mother!



I know, | know.'

Margaret shook Her Head and rose to Her feet cagriter empty
coffee cup to the sink. 'What you need is a stelady-friend,
someone who'd knock all these wild ideas out of ymad,' she said
firmly. “If you were married you wouldn't have time for or f
day-dreaming!

' wouldn't call it that.'

‘Well, what would you call it? Susannah, you're aothild. You
know perfectly well that some men - when they'reyats@m home -
are just ripe for an illicit affair-'

'Fernando isn't like that!" declared Susannah adsgte

'‘How do you know? What do you know about him? Halddoe
married for all you know!

Susannah felt sick. 'He's not. | know He's not.’

'‘How? Did he tell you so?'

"No.'

‘And he would hardly tell you if he was married,abhe?'
'‘Oh, Margaret—"'

'I'm only trying to be practical, Susannah. If beds you as you say
he does, why has he gone? Why hasn't he arrangee tpou again?'

'He - he thinks he's too old for me.'

'Oh, really? And when did age stop any man fronmigetwhat he
wanted?'



‘That's not a fair analogy.'

'l know. But honestly, Sue, do you really think tthaall that's
stopping him?'

'l don't know. He - he comes from a very old Spafashily. Perhaps
they would oppose any involvement between him amdEaglish

girl.’

'l see. So now it's his family who are the villaike's not a boy, you
know, Sue! You said he's forty. Don't you think ghtirely plausible
that he's married at that age?'

'Oh, stop it, stop it!' Susannah covered her eats er hands. 'He
loves me, | know he does!

Margaret's eyes warmed with compassion and she bale and
pressed Susannah's shoulder. 'Perhaps he doesatidt ghe
commented wryly. 'Why else didn't he take what yea
consummately offered?'

Susannah was trembling, tears hovering on the hofnker eyes.
‘That's what | keep asking myself," she admittezkoigly.

Margaret sighed and went to sit opposite her agdih. right.
Suppose we accept that he does love you. What thWra® are you
going to do? Go to the States with the Castanas?’

Susannah shook her head. 'l - | couldn't do that.'

Margaret nodded. 'Well, | suppose | can understdrad,’ she
conceded. 'So - you need another job.'

'Yes.'



‘Then why don't you come out of private tutoringl et yourself a
job in a school—'

'—where I'll meet some suitable young men,' Sudatiméshed for
her.

'‘Well, why not? Susannah, do you want to remaipiasser all your
life?'

Susannah wiped her eyes, amusement twitching dipiseiThat's a
rather old-fashioned word, isn't it? Nowadays pecgdy bachelor
girls.'

‘All right. Do you want to stay single all yourdi? Don't you want a
home - a family?'

'‘Of course | do. But | don't just want to get madrisimply as an
alternative to staying single. | want to marry than | love.’'

'Fernando.’

'Yes.'

Margaret shook her head. 'So you'll take anotheafa post?’
'l suppose so. | - | haven't given the matter afahought.’
‘You haven't had much time,' pointed out Margarglyd

'No.' Susannah finished her coffee. 'But | mus$t3ehor Castana that
| shan't be going to New York, though. He askedtongive him as
much time as possible to find a replacement. Hetsvan English
governess for Eduardo.'



Margaret nodded. 'Well, you know you can alwayy sth us if you
haven't found anything before the Castanas leaweh8ve loads of
room and we'd love to have you, you know that.'

Susannah was sorry when the time came to leavierémehes. For a
few hours she had known the relaxation of a realdand she was
loath to exchange it for the solitary isolationhefr apartment at the
Castana house. Perhaps there was something toidoéosdeing
married, she thought dejectedly, as Peter drové&ek to Lorrimer
Terrace. At least she would have a home of hertbanway.

The next morning she encountered the Castana<t lguest for the
first time. Lucie Castana brought her to the sclomrh while
Susannah was giving Eduardo his lessons and irdeadher as
Senora Monica d'Alvarez.

To her surprise, Susannah found that Monica d'&wawvas an

American. She had, she said, lived in Spain foremtgnumber of
years, but her accent remained as strident asA&Neough Susannah
estimated her age to be nearing fifty, Monica dedss the manner of
a much younger woman. Obviously, she did not favoergreys and
blacks that one read were much favoured by oldénlmatrons,"

and instead she was wearing a rather garishly-pateunic top over
scarlet lounging pants. Her hair was bleacheddilvary whiteness
that contrasted sharply with her rather sallow dexipn, and from

the amount of nicotine staining her bony fingersa&unah thought
she must smoke almost incessantly. And yet, fahall, she was not
an unattractive woman, with a dry sense of humbat was lost on
Lucie Castana.

She showed a genuine interest in what Eduardo wiag),dasking
Susannah pertinent questions, praising the bolgdorg able to read
English so well.



'An English governess is always bastmarked Lucie complacently,
paying Susannah a somewhat indirect complimentlo€avould
employ no other.’

Monica d'Alvarez raised her narrow plucked eyebrowde
Americans get along,' she commented dryly. Thebusannah: 'Are
you looking forward to going to the States? lgg@at country. You'll
have a hell of a time! The men aren't blind over¢hlike they are
where | come from.'

‘Spanish men are not blind, Monica,' said LuciertthdWe have a
deeper respect for convention, that is all.’

Monica grimaced, and Susannah felt an unwillingenaiuching her
lips. "Yeah? Well, you call it what you like, hon&ut I'm telling you

- in the States you don't have to lead a horseaternvand then show it
how to drink as well!"

Lucre's lips curled at Monica's rather coarse nieigm@nd Susannah
thought it was a suitable moment to tell her thed would not be
going to New York with them.

'‘What?' Lucie looked horrified. 'But why not?'

Susannah bit her lower lip. 'I'd rather get anothest over here,
senora.’

Lucie seethed, 'Does my husband know this?’

‘Not yet,senoral intended telling him today, but as you were itajk
about it...'

'l see.' Lucie tapped her palms together impagientbu realize that
we will have to find someone else immediately drat twvhen we do
you will be redundant, do you not?'



'Yes, senora Susannah looked reluctantly towards Eduardoel$ur
Lucie was not going to make a confrontation ouhas.

But now the older woman, Monica d'Alvarez, was iogknterested.
'‘What do you mean about taking another post oveyi\ghe asked.
'In England, do you mean, or does the continenéalpp you?'

Susannah shrugged. 'l will have to see what | dared,senora.’

Monica nodded. 'Sure. Sure you will. Well, I'd bdling to take you
on.'

Susannah didn't know who looked the most shockedelf or Lucie
Castana.

"You would!" exclaimed Lucie impatiently. "Why walyou require
the services of a governess? Marla is fourteersy&aage. She goes
to the convent school, does she not?"

Monica d'Alvarez brought out a pack of long Amencagarettes and
put one between her lips. Lighting it, she saidreS Marla goes to
the convent, but I'm not so mad about that idedl, fee's as much an
American as she is a Spaniard. She speaks Engligleldas | do.
Why shouldn't she take English lessons insteagahiSh ones?'

Lucie's nostrils flared. 'The convent is an excgliestablishment. |
was educated there myself.'

Monica's lips twisted. 'Okay, don't get hot undes tollar. I'm not
cribbing the convent. I'm only saying that Marlaghti be offered a
choice.'

Lucie's fingers tapped together restlessly. 'Y ausbiand would never
agree, Monica.'



'‘Maybe not.' Monica shrugged. 'Maybe | won't ask.hEhe turned to
Susannah. 'Well, honey? What do a you say? How teesdea
appeal to you? It's your decision, after all.'

Susannah had been standing listening to their ceatren while a
wave of consternation swept over her. Monica d'Adzavas married
to a Spaniard, a small voice inside her was sayihg;lived in Spain,
and after Lucie's appraisal of the convent schaolmust be
somewhere near where the Castanas themselves asédet
Fernando was a friend of the Castanas. He musiiitheat area, too.

'l - I don't know—' she began helplessly, half afr@ consider what
this might mean.

'It is a totally different way of life," put in Lue coldly. 'l do not think
you would like it,senorita."

'‘Hey, don't put her off!" Monica frowned impatigntt the Spanish
woman. 'Just because you can't have her, it doesmdnh that we
shouldn't.'

Susannah had to say something. 'l - you live inrfgganora?"

‘That's right. In a little place called Alvaridadctually,’ Monica
pulled a face, 'it's called for my husband's familfyhe Alvarez
vineyards are famous the world over.’

Susannah licked her dry lips. 'Is that - the sauthmart of Spain,
senora?'

‘Yeah! Andalucia!" The way Monica said it it had moagic
whatsoever. 'We're pretty near Cadiz, and not &amdrbm Seuville.
The place is steeped in history.'

Susannah swallowed a sense of panic that rose hiatothroat.
Andalucia was not such a vast area that she mighba able to



discover exactly where the Cuevas family had thiieyards. But
did she want to know? Could she go to Spain knowhagjshe might
meet Fernando again? After all, he had not asketblt® so, had not
even wanted to see her again. And yet he had sdmvbd her ...

It - it sounds intriguing,' she admitted, not wagtto commit herself.
Monica was delighted. You think so?'

Lucie looked disdainfully at them both. 'Senoritea¢g{ may find she
has little to do in her spare time,' she remarked.

Monica frowned. 'Well, | guess | have to tell ybatthere isn't much
in the way of entertainment at that. We live a tyrairdinary
existence most of the time.' She shrugged. 'Ofssputrdepends what
you like doing. The weather's pretty good mosthyd ave're not too
far from the coast.’

‘Senorita King will miss her friends," Lucie poidteut.

Monica gave the other woman a killing look. 'Whatydbu say, Miss
King?' she asked encouragingly, turning to Susannah

‘Do not rush her," snapped Lucie, making her ovesatisfaction at
this turn of events abundantly clear. 'We cannbtaie to these
sudden decisions, Monica.'

'‘What's to decide?' Monica drew on her cigareteplle 'Either she
wants to come or she doesn't.'

Susannah didn't know what to say. 'You say yourghtar is -
fourteen,senora?'

‘That's right.'

'‘And she is your only child?"



'‘She is.' Monica gave a resigned gesture. Yowié e trouble with
her. Spanish girls are brought up to be boringlgdint." She
ignored the way Lucie bristled at this. 'That's wimant you to teach
her. | want her to realize that she has a minceolwn.'

Lucie sniffed. 'Girls from good families have breeg Monica. That
Is something you know perhaps very little about.’

Monica turned on her. 'Oh, yeah? Heck, Lucie, stgipg so hard to
make the girl change her mind.’

'l didn't know she had already decided.’
'‘Perhaps she hasn't at that. And if you have yayr she never will.'
'‘Marla is better off at the convent,' said Luciamantly.

'Oh, is she?' Monica nodded. 'And what will be ahether after
that? Engagement - marriage to some chosen siordo, not for
Marla. Do you think | want her to turn out like méike you?
Frustrated to the point of boredom. Married to mméro scarcely
know of our existence? Come off it, Lucie! You knBm right. You
don't love Carlos. You never did. You wouldn't keeaking a play
for Fernando if you really loved your husband!

Fernando!

Susannah caught her breath. Monica had used his. #ard it had to
be the same Fernando, for hadn't she seen the wag looked at
him? That meant that Monica knew him too!

'Monica! For favor!

Clearly Monica had gone too far now and Lucie glaagrily at her,
her flashing eyes indicative of her feelings. Masighed and shook
her head.



'‘Okay, okay, I'll shut up! But it's the truth andwknow it." She
turned once more to Susannah. 'Well, honey? Hog ¢lanyou need
to think it over?'

Susannah was trying to make up her mind. Of coulsse was
always the possibility that Monica d'Alvarez wouiddget all about
this conversation as soon as she left the roomsbedwant that? Or
was she prepared to go to Spain and risk seeintaR@o again?

The maid's knock interrupted them. "Excuse mepfe@astana,' she
said politely, 'but there's a gentleman downstasigng for Senora
d'Alvarez.'

Monica swung round. 'Did he give his name?"
‘Yes, madam. A Mr. Rosenberg—'

'‘Max! It's Max!" Monica's face glowed with animationutie, did
you hear that? Max is here! Oh, how wonderful!"

She went quickly to the door and Susannah's shaukbgged. No
doubt now she would forget all about the idea ofpleying a
governess. And perhaps it was just as well at &ldtough ...

‘Just a minute.' Monica was turning. 'I'll be baater to hear what
you have to say, honey. If it's money you're wariadout, don't be.
I'll double whatever Lucie's paying you, and thiova month's salary
in advance as an assurance of good faith.'

Susannah clenched her fists, and then took an siwewtep forward.
‘There - there's no need for you to come backfatered, as Monica
paused expectantly. 'That is - not to hear my d=tis - | will come
and be Marla's governess, if you're sure you want m



CHAPTER SEVEN

SUSANNAH had arrived in Madrid in the heat of the day wheen the
airport officials showed a distinct lack of enthasn for their duties,
and had flown on to Seville while Spain drowsethmsiestahours.;

After the magnificence of the Pyrenees which evew mwere still

clothed in the snows of winter it was a dramatiotcast to land on
tarmac made soft by the heat of the sum But itavesntrast wholly
to her liking. Even so, the air-con- ditioning ofthircraft had not
prepared her for the onslaught of heat which hitdseeshe left the
plane, or for the dazzling effect of white-paintadildings on the
naked eye. However, by the time she had negotiatefbrmalities at
Seville the cooler draught of evening was freshgrtime air and
lengthening the shadows, and only the discomfiigmth of the

cream slack suit she had worn to travel in remirttedf the striking
change of temperature.

Emerging into the reception area she looked abeutkpectantly.
She marshalled her two suitcases and breathedh atiglief. Now
that she was here it hardly seemed possible thaast only hours
since she had left the Frenches' house in Kenmngtoe past two
months had been so hectic, and she was glad @nattlre over at
last. She had had so many things to contend witt least her own
conscience.

Of course, once she knew Susannah was leavinge IGastana had
made things as unpleasant for her as possibleyatridl her husband
had found a satisfactory replacement did she refraim criticizing

the girl at every opportunity. Naturally, MonicatVarez had had to
return to Spain, but she had kept in touch withaBnah and made
the-eventual arrangements for her journey. Susamoald have

done with the American woman's support at this tigtee had liked
her, even though she had found her conversatiottleadoarse at
times, but Lucie had lost no time in telling heatttMonica was

notorious for her unconventionality, and that shd had dozens of



affairs. This man in London, Max Rosenberg, way amle of many
lovers she had had, and if Susannah imagined sldviave an
easier time with the Alvarez family she was verychimmistaken.

Susannah had tried to ignore what she had been 8#dora
d'Alvarez's personal involvements did not concesn It was true
that she and Max Rosenberg had seen a lot of atbeanwhile she
was in London, and that on the rare occasions vwsannah had
seen them together their attitude towards one andilad been
disturbingly intimate, but that was nothing to ddghwher. Besides,
she had enough problems of her own with Margaret.

Her friend had made it plain that she consideradbedaviour in
accepting this post as reckless in the extremeireting few days that
Susannah had spent with the Frenches, prior tangéder Spain,
Margaret had done her utmost to persuade her t@gettzer mind and
find another post here in England.

But Susannah had been unable to draw back. Maybewsts
behaving recklessly, but if she gave up now shétrsgend the rest
of her life wondering why Fernando had left so atlsu Perhaps he
had reasons for keeping his life in England apamnfhis life in
Spain, perhaps he was married as Margaret had siegig®ut if she
never made the effort to find out she could neeesure. She refused
to consider what she might do if he should provieganarried ...

The reception area which had been quite crowdedvehe first
arrived had now quietened and she was beginninvgotader when
she was to be met and who was to meet her whehte, ot alien,
voice inquired: 'Senorita Kingyor favor?

Susannah turned to confront the man who had spélemas about
her own height and very slim, with the swarthy aafshis race. He
was dressed in the discreet uniform of a chauffauod, she couldn't



help but wonder how he could appear so cool. "Ys&&'answered
now, 'l am Susannah King. Who are you?'

The man drew himself up to his full height and slwild not have
been surprised if he had clicked his heels. 'P&tbmles,senorita.
El chofer deDon Fernando Ramirez Esteban Cuevas d'Alvaresg,
disposicion.’

Susannah's fingers twisted the strap of her handbag see,' she
managed with difficulty, but two names had regmsteout of that
stream of Spanish - Fernando and Cuevas! What dietan? That
they were common names in this country? Or that mhan - this
chauffeur- was in the employ of Fernando? Shakinghlead, she
forced herself to go on: 'How - how do you do? Da \8peak
English?’

The chauffeur bent to pick up her cases. 'A litHenoritg' he
conceded slowly. ‘Comepor favor'

Outside the airport buildings the fierceness ofsine had abated and
Susannah breathed deeply as she followed him atmesparking
area to where a low-slung black limousine was wgitAs he stowed
her suitcases in the boot she studied the coathas an the door. It
was the crest of the Alvarez family, incorporatiag eagle and a
pomegranate, and unaccountably she shivered. \ithdtall mean?
Was Fernando a relative of the Alvarez family? Slas confused
and vaguely apprehensive.

Because of his evident difficulties with her langaand her limited
knowledge of Spanish, they spoke little on thenpeyrto the Alvarez
estate. Susannah wished she could have questiomedbout the
family, but perhaps it was as well that she cowt 8he was only a
governess here after all, an employee as Pedro |é4ommas an
employee, and she doubted very much whether hedwaaue been
prepared to discuss his employers with her.



To her disappointment their route did not take thetim Seville itself,

but instead they turned south on to the main higiwwaich, had it
not been for the fact that they were driving ontilgat-hand side of
the road, might have been a motorway in EnglanghtNias falling
and all she could see was the black road aheadhendrilliant

illumination of passing headlamps.

Eventually they turned off the motorway to followrauch narrower,
winding road, the surface of which was vastly irdeto what she had
been used to. She wasn't sure, but she thoughtitiegtards lined the
road, and there was a distinct smell of lemon tfems an orchard
hidden behind a high stone wall. She guessed there houses too,
concealed by other walls in the Moorish fashiord amshed it was
still daylight. There was so much she wanted to see

Presently they turned between stone gateposts whithe brief
illumination of the headlamps revealed that theyenvm®pped by
stone eagles, realistically poised for the killeyHeft the narrow road
to ascend a steep gradient between trees thaedressn all sides.
She guessed they had reached the Alvarez estathadritis was the
drive which led up to the house. Her nerves teaseldon impulse she
leant forward to the driver and said: '‘Are we altrtbsre? Is this the
Alvarez estate?'

Pedro Morales glanced at her over his shoul&ysenorita’ He
spread an encompassing hand. 'All estd&Don Fernando.’

Susannah sank back. 'Thank you.' She looked hslplgsough the
windows. Don Fernando!Who was Don Fernando? This man
employer, certainly, but what else? And what hadtdvelo with
Monica d'Alvarez?

The car was slowing to a halt and for a momentheart pounded.
But then she saw ahead of them a high stone wtilwiriought iron
gates closed against them. Pedro sounded his hdnmanediately a



man came running to unlock the gates and throw thila, looking
curiously into the shadowy interior of the cartgsassed.

But Susannah was too intent on her surroundingayany attention
to the gatekeeper. The car was sweeping to a ké&rd shallow
stone steps leading up to a lamplit patio. Beydred gatio lay the
house which even in shadow could be seen to bemaus: An

arched entrance led through to an inner courtydrttiwSusannah
could see was illuminated by Moorish lamps hungmfra

surrounding balcony. There were fountains in timerrcourtyard and
the sound of their playing was like music on the ai

Pedro Morales got out and came round to assigtrieSusannah had
to rouse herself with difficulty. But there was swch to see and
absorb - palm trees casting pools of shadow, madgksvers, their
colours muted by the amber light from the lampssuhat spilled
flowering shrubs over the shallow steps and twialedut the pillars
that supported the patio. The building was two-isthrand there
were shutters to all the windows, thrown back nawtlsat huge
moths fought to gain entrance through the paneglass lit from
within.

Susannah stood on the stone steps waiting for Redwetrieve her
luggage feeling more apprehensive than ever. Peihagpe Castana
had been right, after all. This would be an enfigifferent way of

life. Who could live in magnificent surrounding&di these without
being affected by them?

Before Pedro had closed the boot of the opulenbusme a
black-clad figure came walking through the archvirayn the inner

courtyard. Susannah glanced at the figure nervpimbgining it to

be a manservant come to show her to her room. Baéwver it was he
halted in the shadows and while he could see hgmwell, she could
only vaguely see him.



Her nerves were jumping. The journey, this imposihugise, the
unseen watcher in the shadows, the darknesseratd to make her
uneasy. She turned back to Pedro, silently urgingtb hurry. The

boot was closed and Pedro' picked up her cases,Sasdnnah
breathed a sigh of relief. But when she looked dotlne black-clad

figure had gone, he had disappeared as noiselasstg had come.
She blinked incredulously. She couldn't have imegin, could she?
Surely her nerves were not as torn as that.

‘Come!

Pedro was smiling encouragingly and with a shriggaatcompanied
him up the shallow steps and across the mosang tdf the patio.
They entered the inner courtyard through the archeg and
Susannah couldn't suppress the shiver that enghiéedas they
passed the spot where the figure had been standing.

She was given little time to admire the lamplit dgard with its
wrought iron balconies and hanging plants befoveoman dressed
all in black apart from a long white apron appeaard approached
them. She was the epitome of the Spanish housekeghegreying
hair secured in a knot at the nape of her necidlevs skin, and bright
inquisitive eyes. She gave Susannah a quick ajppgastare and then
spoke to Pedro in rapid Spanish. The chauffeur arevequally
swiftly and then urged Susannah forward.

'EsteSenora Gomezsenorita.'

Susannah forced a smile, but the woman ignorédati are Senorita
King, are you not?' she queried, and at Susannat;sshe went on: 'l
am the housekeeper of Don Fernando's house. lfWlbaome with
me, | will show you your room.’

Susannah cast a helpless look in Pedro's direetnohchanced a
grimace. His conspiratorial grin in return made teal heaps better



suddenly, and she followed the housekeeper witteager step,
aware of Pedro coming behind with her suitcases.

They entered the building through long panelledrs@dhich gave on
to an immense hall. The floor was composed of nedrlas in amber
and white, while the high arched ceiling was ricpgnelled and
carved with strange-looking figures. The staircasthe upper floor
was marble, too, but the balustrade was intricatelyed wrought

iron. There were statues of saints in the narromdaiwv embrasures,
and urns of exotically coloured flowers stood dhgadestals. It was
totally unreal, and Susannah marvelled again timgbrae could

actually live in such surroundings.

To the left and right of the hall, corridors led awo the farthest
reaches of the house. The building was built rotimel central
courtyard, and it was the focal point. The houspkeedid not
approach the magnificent staircase as Susannalhdibéxpected,
but instead led the way along the right-hand corrié great number
of doors opened on to this corridor, most of whisdre closed, but
just occasionally Susannah caught a glimpse of kautifully

furnished apartments within.

At the end of the -corridor was another staircaae,ow and winding,
and this the housekeeper did ascend, glancing rowomdentarily to
assure herself that Susannah was following.

This is the staircase you will use to reach yownmpsenoritg' she
said, with deliberate emphasis, Susannah thoughtdurse, when
you are with the Senorita Marla, you may be pegditto use the
other.'

'Yes,senorg Susannah nodded, and was relieved when theygenhet
on to the upper landing. To her surprise, she baivthey were now
on the balcony at the far side of the courtyard géven as she moved



to look over the balcony rail, Senora Gomez threermthe door of a
room behind her, and said:

‘This is your apartmensenorita As you will see, there is a bathroon
- here!"

Susannah turned and stepped into the room as Sd&bomzez

switched on the lamps. Then she gave an involungasp of

pleasure. It was totally unlike the rather draloacmodation she had
occupied at the Castana house. Colour-washed inadisple green,
wrought iron tracery behind a wide bed covered vath apricot

spread, long wild silk curtains also in apricotrkdaood furniture

that in no way dispelled the room's airy lightness.

'It's beautiful!" she exclaimed.

'l am glad you are satisfiedgenoritg' observed Senora Gome:
calmly, but even she could not entirely hide heati§cation at
Susannah's enthusiasm. She stood aside for Pedieptsit the
suitcases in the middle of the floor and then dfeshad left them, she
said: 'lIf you would like a few minutes to wash aialy yourself,
senoritg before meeting theenora,l will leave you. | will send
someone to escort you to thenoras rooms when you are ready.'

Susannah's excitement evaporated as quickly aaditcbme. The
senora\And who was that? Monica d'Alvarez? It had toddn't it?
But how could she inquire anything of this formalukekeeper any
more than she could have inquired of Pedro?

Breathing a deep sigh, she nodded. 'l - | wouldtikehange.'

‘Very well, senorita’ The housekeeper moved towards the doc
‘Your meals will be served in your room while yore dere,' she
added. 'Dinner this evening will be served at mindock.’



Susannah realized as the woman spoke that it was Boce lunch
and yet the thought of food had not occurred to her

'If you would like some coffee, | will have somensep to you,' the
housekeeper was saying now, and Susannah thoughwélzome a
cup of coffee would be.

'If it's not too much trouble,' she murmured guiet!
Senora Gomez inclined her head. 'Very well. If yoliexcuse me ...

After she had gone, Susannah explored her domaie thoroughly.

The adjoining bathroom was as impressive as theobed with an

apple green step-in bath that would have accommaodiatié a dozen
people. The taps were beaten gold, the showerigsidgricot, and a
generous assortment of bath oils and lotions litlezl mirrored

shelves.

Stripping off her clothes, she took a shower, davgin the coolness
of the water against her warm and sticky skin. Tekea quickly
opened one of her suitcases and was fasteningighef 2 simple
navy day dress when there was a knock at her bathmor. A young
maid entered at her summons carrying a tray okegfiery dark and
very Spanish, her inquisitive eyes missing litti¢hat first appraisal.

'Buenas tardes, senoritshe greeted Susannah, with a smile anc
little bob. 'Senora Gomez said you wisluade.

‘Thank you.' Susannah secured her zip and straigtht&/Vill you put
it down on the table? Who are you?"'

‘Marla, senorita’ She put down the tray on the bed-side tab
Susannah had indicated. 'Senora Gomez said tangitake you to
Senora d'Alvarezi?’



Susannah walked over to the tray and poured heaselfp of the
aromatic beverage. It tasted as delicious as itlsd)dut she looked
up in surprise when Marla walked to the door.

‘Where are you going?’
'l will wait outside,senorita.’
'‘No - that is - well, that's not necessary, Marld.gdhan't be a minute."'

Susannah snatched up her brush and began tugginguigh the
thickness of her hair. She was trying desperatethink of a way to
ask Marla about the family, but it wasn't easy.

'Have - have you worked for the Alvarez family fong, Marla?' she
asked at last.

Marla shrugged. 'Since | was at schaanorita.'

'l see." Susannah put down the hairbrush and pickeal colourless
lipstick. Marla was perhaps eighteen or nineteée.18ust have been
here three or four years at least. 'So - you krieenfamily well?'

'Si, senorita.'

Susannah caught her lower lip between her teetid Alo you like
working for Senor and Senora d'Alvarez?’

'Si, senorita.’

Clearly, Marla had no intention of gossiping and&wah gave up
the struggle. She would know soon enough. It wastjuat name -
Don Fernando. And Cuevas! But surely there were ymB@on
Fernandos in Spain.



She finished her coffee, Marla collected the trag then led the way
down the winding staircase to the corridor belowwNSusannah's
eyes were drawn to the floodlit fountains in theirtgard, and the
scores of flying insects dancing about the britlian

They crossed the hall Susannah had seen earlieemieded the
corridor at the opposite side, halting after onlie@ moments at a
panelled white door. Marla tapped lightly on thagla with her nails,
and a voice calledEntrar!

Susannah hung back. It didn't sound like Monicdwdirez at all, but
Marla was urging her forward.

‘Senorita Kingsenorg she announced politely, and Susannah fou
herself propelled inside and the door closed firb@hind her.

The woman seated on a low striped couch was mdstitedly not
Monica d'Alvarez. She was much older for one thewgily seventy,
and totally Latin in appearance, with elegantlyestyhair and a pale,
aristocratic face. Around her lined throat, hersta; her fingers was a
veritable fortune in diamonds, and she rose to feet with
unconscious dignity.

'‘Ah, Senorita King,"' she observed, in cold moduldtmes. 'Please to
come and sit down. | trust you had a comfortableney.'

Susannah stepped forward reluctantly, looking lesklly about her.
The room was huge by normal standards, with tapésing walls
and more of the Moorish arches evident in the wmfil@mes. The
carpet underfoot was of a fine Chinese design,iarhde lacquered
cabinets that lined the walls she could see cadlestof china and
jade. An enormous fireplace with a marble sill di@¥ention to the
portrait of a young woman above, while the empigtgitself was
concealed behind a magnificent Japanese screen.h&tethe
ridiculous idea that she had come to the wrongé&ahat this woman



could not be Senora d'Alvarez, that some terribktake had been
made.

But the woman was taking her hand and shakindogitafleetingly,
indicating that she should sit in the armchair g@o Then she
reseated herself and subjected Susannah to ah sctetiny.

'S0?' she said at last. "You are to teach Marla.’
Susannah swallowed with difficulty. 'Yesenora.'

‘You realize, do you not, that we do not approve?'
Susannah's bewilderment grew. 'We?' she echodty/fain

'Of course, senorita. My nephew and myself." She frowned a
Susannah continued to look blank. 'The child'seiagenorita.'

'Oh! Oh, | see.' At last something was beginninghake sense.

'‘My nephew's wife - she is impulsivegnorita’ The old woman
forced a smile, but Susannah sensed the hostdiynl it. 'She does
not appreciate that Marla's position as my nephbeilsnecessitates
that she should be brought up to take her pladeeahead of the
company. It is unfortunate that there is no male teethe estate,
but...' She gave a shrug that was purely contihentaigin.

Susannabh licked her dry lips. 'Perhaps - perhapsthi¢hat - Senora
d'Alvarez is an American—'

'‘Marla is not an Americansenorita.' The old woman was very
definite about that.

'No, senora.'



'You may be wondering why | am telling you thgenoritg' she
continued. 'lt is because | wish you to know atdbtset that so far as
Marla's father and myself are concerned this agarmmt you have
made with - with Senora d'Alvarez cannot be of arlgsduration, do
you understand?"

Susannah caught her breatiou're - dismissing mesenora?'

The old woman's lips curled. 'Don Fernando will gsk to leave,
senoritg not I. | am merely warning you that you woulduravise to
expect to stay here longer than a few days.

Susannah rose to her feet, suddenly stifled by sharcely veiled
antagonism. 'If that is alkenora—That is all,senorita.’

The senorawas completely in control of herself, whereas 8naa
felt hot and upset, not to say embarrassed, Siufre¢his was the
situation here, Monica d'Alvarez should have hadensense than to
engage a governess without first consulting eitleerhusband or his
aunt. And where was Monica anyway? Why couldn'tisinee been
here to meet her instead of this aristocratic atll-harridan?

‘You may gosenorita,the senorawas saying now.

‘My nephew will no doubt wish to interview you hietsbefore you
meet Marla. Perhaps later would be suitable - aftemer, si? We
will let you know.'

Susannah didn't answer. There was nothing to €mord d'Alvarez -
if indeed that was her name - had a way of makiatgstents that
brooked no argument.

She went to the door reaching for the handle, btdre she touched it
it turned, and she stepped back quickly to avoiddstruck as the
door swung inwards.



It was suddenly as though all the blood was drgimut of her face,
and afterwards she wondered however she had managé&a make
some startled ejaculation. But a man had enteredabm - a tall,
lean, dark man - a man whose image was indelibiytguti on her
memory. Dressed all in black - black silk shirt, o the throat,
black breeches that clung to him like a second, skmal thrust into
black-knee-length boots. There was no mistakingdastity.

As Susannah stood there as though carved from,dtengnored her,
looking, past her to the old woman who had riseia¢e them. It was
then that she realized that he was not shockeadand her here - that
he had known of her arrival - that it was he whd k&ood in the
shadows while Pedro was taking her suitcases aheatar...



CHAPTER EIGHT

SUSANNAH wondered how she could ever have thought her bedro
attractive. She hated it, she hated everything tailboshe hated this
beautiful house; but most of all she hated Fernallvarez!

She paced restlessly about the room, unable togih, unable to
even think coherently, and certainly unable toe@gtof the delicious
dinner which Marla had brought up on a tray halhaar ago. She
was empty, certainly, but it was an emptiness nobtae spirit than
of the body.

What a fool she had been, she told herself overoard again. She
ought to have known - she ought to have guessedhibia were too
many coincidences for them all to be accidentakn&edo was
Monica's husband, incredibly; and Marla's father ..

Her breath caught on a sob. She thought she wavdrrorget the
way that Fernando had looked at her when his atmaiduced them a
little over an hour ago. There had been cold aagdrcontempt in his
eyes - imiseyes, when it should have have been she who whisge
angry and contemptuous - loim!

She sank down into a chair and buried her facesirhands. Thank
God that his aunt didn't want her here, that hesbifididn't want an
English governess for the child. How could she hstaged here -
seeing him every day, watching him with Monica,cteag their
child !

She couldn't remain seated. She had to thinkhing! And oh, God!
where was Monica? And when would she be comingbdack

A knock came at the balcony door and she startelénly. But it
was only Marla, and Susannah opened the door wideating that
she could take away the untouched tray.



But Marla shook her head at the tray. 'Nenorita.
Don Fernando wishes to see you now. Please to cotimene.’

Susannah stared at her disbelievingly. 'Don Femandshes to see
me?' she echoed.

'Si, senoritalf you have finished your dinnematu- ralmente.'

Susannah pressed a hand to her churning stomaehl. Wasn't
hungry," she murmured awkwardly. Marla shruggetefirwe will
go, si?'

'l suppose so.'

What choice did she have? Susannah asked herngek. [8aving the
room downstairs where Senora d'Alvarez had intemk her, she
had been expecting some sort of a dismissal, sotranons.

They went downstairs to the lower corridor and Mairidicated
another door some distance alorigl éstidio deDon Fernando,
senoritg' she said, pointing, and Susannah understoodgéntau
know that this was Fernando's study. This timeds ueft to her to
knock and await his command, and when it came & wigh much
reluctance that she entered the book-lined room.

Fernando was standing by the windows, his backtpoitis dark head
outlined against the ruby red velvet of the cugaide did not even
trouble to turn and look at her as she closed dlog, dbut said harshly:
'Sit down, senoritaan uncompromising order.

Susannah remained standing, hovering near the deady for

escape if need be, and heard the swift intakeesthrfrom someone
else in the room. She looked round and saw a gatesl in an
armchair in the far corner of the room, her presamt immediately
discernible in the shadowy lamplight. Pale, salfeatures, straight



black hair confined in a single braid over one $thely a somewhat
old-fashioned dress of wine-coloured silk - it ltadbe Marla, and
Susannah wondered whether she had been broughtid¢idrerately
to witness the dismissal.

Fernando turned then and surveyed her with unctect@apatience.
'Please,’ he said, 'sit - dowagnorita.' Please!

She remembered him saying that word before - phgadith her to
look at him, to see him again, to forgive him, tntg Wendcombe
with him ...

Deciding that her legs were not at all reliablet jatsthis moment,
Susannah sought a straight-backed chair with aam&d like claws.
Then she faced him, summoning all her pride andposore. All

right, he was married, that accounted for all teeybiar reactions he
had made to her innocent comments, but she was btdme for his
disloyalty. She had been unaware that all the heneas making love
to her he was not free to do so. No wonder he aadhe did not want
to hurt her, did not want to defile her innocenele! had known he
had no right to arouse her untried emotions. Bu tat the only
reason for the grim contempt she had glimpsedesair was it
simply that he was angry that she had found himrolis deception?

'‘Now ..." Fernando came to his desk which stoodasdy in the
centre of the floor, a dominant piece of furnitimemahogany and
leather. 'l understand my aunt has told you that-myfe engaged
you without our foreknowledgegenorita.’

Susannah stiffened. So that was how it was to & it had been
before in that other room with the old Senora dééz. They were to
behave as strangers. She curled her nails intpdters remembering
something else - one small item of information @adomself which
he had volunteered. When his mother had died aliief's sister had
come to take charge of the family - the woman whbihterviewed



Susannah had to be that sister, the aunt of whomakdo had
spoken so emotionlessly. Having met her, Susannahldc
understand how intimidating' she must have seemedbby of ten!
And yet now it seemed he and his aunt were allizdnet his wife . ..

'Senorita?'

Susannah realized with a sense of shock that Féonaas Waiting
for her reply and that she had been sitting stantwspace, scarcely
aware of her surroundings in those few moments.

'l - yes. Yes, she had.’

Fernando's eyes narrowed. 'Marla is a pupil at Goavent de
I'’Asuncion. | cannot imagine why my wife should gn@e she
requires further tuition.'

Susannah straightened her back. 'You wife thoughhight be
preferable for Marla to learn a little more abduo¢ tworld from a
different viewpointsenor’

'Indeed?' Fernando's eyes moved past her to restnioment on the
girl curled in the armchair in the corner.

Susannah glanced round at Marla also. In Englagid af Marla's
age would have had something to say for hersethsrnsubject. But
Marla sat, impassive, waiting for someone elsed&arthe decisions.
Susannah began to think that perhaps Monica d'ékvhad a point
after all. And she should have been here to rdis8ut as she
apparently was not ...

She turned to Fernando again. 'l think your wifexsiders the
Spanish way of education somewhat - restricthesor



Fernando's fist came down on the desk hard, anéyds flashed
dangerously as he held her gaze. 'l am perfectyrewf my wife's
opinions of all things Spanish!" he snapped sayagel

'Yes,senorSusannah's voice was barely audible, and sheoHacte
herself not to shrink from the fury in his face.

'So," Fernando rested his palms on the leatheasurdf his desk,
gaining control of himself again. 'Seenorita; and what is your
opinion?'

Susannah drew an unsteady breath. She would haeeinions in
this matter. Her main objective was to leave tlugde as quickly as
possible. But when she took a moment to glanceatavagain she
had to be honest.

'l - | agree with your wifesenorshe replied quietly.
‘You do?"

‘Yes.' She took another breath. '‘And in any cdsmyldn't Marla have
- have the right to say something for herself? Eeror?Fernando

straightened, a scowl marring his lean featurearldis happy at the
convent,senorita.'

'Is she?' Susannah couldn't prevent the wordseodtyness of her
tone.

'‘Why do you doubt it?' he demanded, his eyes dadkirgense.
'‘Why do you not?' Susannah clenched her fists.€iyau asked her?'

Fernando took a cheroot out of the carved ivory @ohis desk and
put it between his teeth, lighting it with a silvéghter. His
expression was brooding and Susannah wonderedhehgidn't just
get up and walk out of here. By talking with himgaing with him -



albeit about Marla's future - she was involvingsedrin his affairs

and they were not and could not be anything to dio ker. It was a

pity that Monica d'Alvarez was not present. Them sbuld have seen
how futile was her determination to change Malffat'sre.

Fernando drew deeply on his cheroot and then becktre girl to
him. Marla slid obediently from her chair and catoestand beside
him, tall for her age and slim, her features bepm@nvery slight
resemblance to his own.

'‘Ahora, Marla,’ he said encouragingly, 'you have heardtv@enorita
King has said, have you not? She believes thameyinot be happy
at the convent.' He frowned. 'Are you?'

'Si, Papa.’
Fernando raised dark eyebrows. 'Is that the thMé#r|a?’
'Si, Papa.'

Fernando inclined his head towards Susannah andekhe rising
sense of frustration. She had changed her mind,Asking Marla
whether she was happy at the convent was not goingplving
anything, not when the child was brought up to obey elders
implicitly. She might well be happy there, or pgshaintroubled was
a more fionest description. But how could she deeitien she was
offered no alternative?

Pushing back her chair, Susannah rose to herifdbtt is all, senor,
I'll go back to my room and pack my belongingsill mave to throw

myself on your hospitality for tonight, but I'llleghone for transport
in the morning and leave as early as | can—'

'‘Basta!' Fernando's voice was harsh and angry, and fonstarnit
Susannah saw something violent in the depths afy@s. 'Do not be



In such a hurrysenorita.You cannot leave here until my wife returns
She employed you, not I’

'But Senora d'Alvarez said—'

'I care not what Senora d'Alvarez sasgnorita. You will remain
here, at least until my wife returns.’

Susannah found it hard to breathe. 'And when halt be?"

'l do not know for suresenorita.A few days, a week - who knows
when Monica will choose to return to the boredonmgfhouse!

Susannah turned a startled gaze on Marla, butWes@o emotion in
her face. If she had heard and understood whatfatieer had just
said, it meant nothing to her. Susannah's throat paached. 'l - |
cannot stay hersenor—

'l am afraid you mustsenorita' There was an implacable hardnes
about him now.

Susannah looked again at Marla. 'How do you proposenforce
that,senor?'she asked tautly.

Fernando's lips twisted. 'Do you owe no senseyaity to my wife,
senorita?l understand that she paid you a month's salaagluance
to ensure that you did not change your mind.'

Susannah's cheeks flamed. She had forgotten Msrgeaerosity,
her eagerness to have her teach her daughter.

' - 1 will repay it," she began awkwardly, but Heek his head.

'l think not. You will stay,senorita.If you are as - concerned for
Marla as you pretend, then you should regard thes eéhallenge!



Susannah twisted her hands together. 'You know't seay—'

His eyes were cold. 'l know nothing of the kisdnorita.Are you or
are you not the kind of young woman who - how do gayit - gives
up at the first obstacle?'

Susannah caught her breath. He was deliberatelgiggpaher,
challenging her; they might have been the stranderswas
pretending them to be.

'l - 1 —' She looked at Marla despairingly. 'Do@®es your daughter
want me to stay?'

Fernando looked down at Marla. 'Well?' he askeauM/you like
Senorita King to stay? Shall | arrange for you té leave of
absence from the convent so that you can take rissaath the
senorita?'

Marla's lips parted, but her eyelids veiled herregpion. 'If that is
what you want, Papa,' she said dutifully.

Susannah shook her head, and half turned awayy Weilt, senor.
You leave me no choice.'

Fernando pressed out the stub of his cheroot ongx ashtray. "You
came here to do a jobenorita.Just because the - er - conditions al
not as you expected it does not mean that the saskild be
abandoned.’

Susannah swung round to face him, anger overcohenglespair.
‘You aunt gave me to understand that | was noteeanéresenor.|
see nothing in your attitude to change that opinion

'‘Nevertheless, it is decided. You will stay untibMca's return.’



'‘And what are my duties to be?' Susannah spreagpéess hand.
'Senor | cannot teach Marla in the way the convent lelieaching
her. Were | staying it would be different. We wotlave a routine -
work out a .schedule. How can you expect me toeaehanything in
such a limited period of time?'

‘That can be decidedenoritg' he answered shortly. 'l suggest w
leave the details until tomorrow morning. Marldired, and so, | am
sure, are you.'

Susannah was tired, she was exhausted, but shéedowhether
several hours spent sleepless in that comfortaddeuipstairs would
make a scrap of difference to her condition.

'‘May | go, thensenor?'she inquired, unable to withstand any more
this barbed verbal fencing.

Fernando hesitated, and then he shrugged. 'If yslo, senorita.'

Thank you.' Susannah walked jerkily towards therdoonscious of
his eyes following her. As she opened the doorlebked back.
‘Good nightsenor.Good night, Marla.'

The girl looked up, and a faint smile touched haledips. '‘Good
night, senoritg' she said politely.

Susannah did not sleep well, but at least shelelegh £ven though her
dreams were punctuated with bouts of restlessi@sdbtought her
awake, hot and sweating, staring into the darkmes desperate
eyes.

She had expected Fernando to get rid of her dir8teopportunity,
but he was forcing her to stay! It didn't make seikfis attitude when
he had first encountered her had shown his contmper presence,
so why was he now inventing obstacles to preventbparture? It
was obvious that he did not really want her hdre could notwant



her here - and she for her part had no wish to §hg. had been
foolishly naive imagining a man like Fernando Cusewaght not be
married in a country where family life meant suclota But he had

seemed so sincere and she had wanted to believeh¢havas

unattached. And yet now, everything rememberedtediio the

existence of his wife. He had said so little abdoatself for one thing,
never discussed his home or his family except fteendistance of
years when he had spoken about his own childhoedhadl never
suggested that she might write to him, or visit imn$pain, and she
went cold when she considered how nearly she hae ¢o making a
complete fool of herself. And the night they hadr#together at the
cottage in Wendcombe, his wife had been only a leoap hours'

drive away at the Castana house.

She rolled on to her stomach and buried her fadkamillows. At
least he had not taken advantage of her inno-cdmge;onscience
must have asserted itself at the last moment. Ahdndly seemed
possible after the way he had treated her thisiegehat once he had
been eager to hold her in his arms, to kiss hanately, to make her
overwhelmingly aware of his physical need of her.

Even thinking such thoughts caused a wave of leeanvelop her
body and she moved her legs restively. She wondehatl he would
have done if she had attempted to renew that Kinelationship with
him here. Or had he been afraid that that was simaintended, and
had invited Marla to join him to avoid such diffitas?

Thinking of Marla brought Susannah's thoughts tonida d'Alvarez
once more. Where was she? She had known the dstéaigah was
due to arrive. They, had corresponded. So why hadchosen this
particular time to he absent? Unless she was wéhk Rlbsenberg ...

Susannah turned on to her back again. What hadalsad about
Monica and Max Rosenberg? Until now she had not b&erested,



but suddenly she needed to remember. And why? sitexl dherself
bitterly. To justify Fernando's behaviour - with her

She heaved a sigh. Nevertheless, Monica had sk#roathe man
while she was staying with the Castanas, nothinddcalter that. He
was, Susannah supposed, in his middle fifties, hndie had
disparagingly dismissed him as one of Monica'svstgrartists. She
had not elaborated upon his talents except to IsatySpain had a
surfeit of such hangers-on, and Susannah had mot fgfficiently
bothered to find out. All the same, if Monica wasodd as Susannah
had thought her to be, she was considerably olaer her husband,
and maybe she found consolation in the belief ttlaér men still
found her attractive.

. But to say that was to presuppose that Fernaadionger found her
attractive, and Susannah did not know that. Orctimrary, the fact
that he had written that letter repudiating anyoasdion with her
pointed to his wanting to sustain his marriage. Aedtainly this
evening he had behaved as any husband would havavdzsk
confronted by a situation contrived by his wife.cEgt.. . She
frowned into the darkness. Except when she haddashmut
Monica's return. Then a little of his bitternessd hshown. But
whether that bitterness was directed towards hinosdlis wife, she
could not know.

She must have fallen into a deep sleep just befawen, because she
didn't wake until brilliant sunlight swept acrossribed as Marla
threw back the curtains and opened the shutters.

Buenos dias, senorifashe greeted Susannah cheerfully. 'lt is aft
eight o'clock, and Senora Gomez said you would wadte upsi?'

Susannah propped herself up on her elbows, blinaimdyraising a
hand to shade her eyes. 'Thank you, | would." 8aehed for her
watch from the bedside table and saw a tray ontwigiposed a pot of



coffee, hot rolls under a perspex cover, curlsuitds and conserve.
'Oh - is this for me?"

Marla nodded and smile&®i; senorita.'

Susannah dragged herself into a sitting positicsh @xamined the
face of the watch she had retrieved. Twenty pasiteit couldn't be!
But it was.

‘Tell me,' she said, sliding her legs from bendlaghcovers to sit on
the side of the bed next to the tray, 'what timesdSenorita Marla
usually leave for the convent?'

Marla paused by the door. 'Tleenorita begins lessons at eight
o'clock, after massenorita.’

'Eight o'clock!" Susannah shook her head confusééihd has - has
she gone to the convent today?’

'‘No, senorita.Don Fernando say you are to teach Senorita Marla f
little, si?'

'l suppose so.' Susannah didn't sound enthusiastic.

Marla went out of the door, but stopped again asaBoah called:
'What do | do -1 mean, after breakfast? Where am teach the
senorita?'

‘There is a roonsenoritg for thenina. Perhaps you will use that.'
‘And can you show me where it is, Marla?'

Marla hesitated. 'l think | will speak with Sendgmmez,senorita.
She will know what you must do. | will come bacldaell you what
she sayssi?



'Please,’ Susannah smiled. "You're very kind.'
'De nada.'

Marla wanted no thanks and after she had gone Babkamoured
herself some of the delicious-smelling coffee antldred a roll. She
had not eaten since lunch- time the previous dayiangpite of

everything that had happened her naturally hedigy required
sustenance. Somehow, with the sun streaming thrbegtvindows,
warming even the tiles of the floor, and the scaitthe hanging
blossoms on the balcony pervading the atmosphetk thieir

redolent perfumes, it was not possible to remaimpetely

dispirited.

After two rolls and three cups of coffee she fefinitely more ready
to face the day. She showered and dressed in¢lyeskirt and white
blouse she had worn as uniform in England. Shehlediher hair,

coiling it into a knot at the nape of her neck wsveral pins. She
used make-up sparingly and was ready and waitingnwidarla

returned. If the Spanish girl thought the transfation from tumbled

sleepiness to businesslike neatness rather sgadhie concealed it
admirably and said:

'l am to take you to Senorita Markenorita.Will you come with me.’

To Susannah's surprise, Marla led her back to dbenrwhere the
elderly Senora d'Alvarez had interviewed her thengwg before. She
couldn't help the way her nerves tightened as Madaknocked at
and then opened the door, but she need not havealsened. There
was no sign of the old matriarch this morning. Mawias alone.

The door closed behind the maid and Susannah ssto@moment
just looking at her charge. Marla was seated neatlthe edge of an
armchair, her hands folded in her lap. She was ingar navy blue
dress with a heavily pleated skirt and a pristitgtevcollar. It was a



very warm morning, and Susannah in her thin blcarse skirt was

feeling the heat, while Marla, in her long- sleewrdss, appeared
totally unconcerned. And yet for all that, Susanwals appalled that
a child of her age should not expose more of ndogito the sun.

'‘Good morning, Marla,' she said, at last, as tHecgntinued to look
down at her hands folded in her lap.

Marla lifted her chin.Buenos dias, senoritashe replied politely.

Susannah took a deep breath. 'Well, | suggest wé&daow one
another, don't you?'

Si, senorita.’

'‘And | think we should begin by speaking Engliskarid.’
‘Yes, Miss King.'

Susannah glanced round. They were getting nowhaste f
'Is this where we are to do our lessons, Marla?'

'‘No, Miss King.'

‘Then where are we to work? Has your - father left iastructions
for me?'

Marla linked her fingers together. 'We are to wankthe studio
upstairs, Miss King. But this morning, my fatheotight you might
like to see more of theasa -the house.’

'l see,’ Susannah nodded, relieved. 'I'm sortyefkept you waiting.'

Marla shrugged. 'My father made no stipulation @girne, Miss
King.'



'No. No, | know he didn't, but..." Susannah broKeThis would not
do. A governess was always in command. She sigi&l. - where
shall we begin?'

Marla rose to her feet. 'Would you like to seepbel?'

‘The pool?' Susannah raised dark eyebrows. 'ltdidotv there was a
pool.'

Marla allowed a slight smile to curve her lips. m@®with me,' she
directed. 'l will show you.'

They went outside, into the brilliant sunlight wihieven at this hour
of the morning possessed a fierceness never fatbater climes.
Now Susannah could see that the balcony which stedidhe
courtyard was supported by a series of pillars fegnarches
between. Beneath the balcony was a cloistered vealt, she was
glad to seek its coolness. Stone seats edgeduhéafos, and as the
sunlight reflected in the water it sparkled iridesity, dropping in
tiny globules on the leaves of bougainvillea thalied its blossoms
round the rim. Hanging baskets of fuchsia and gemarprovided
vivid splashes of colour adding a European tougbut@ly Moorish
architecture.

Marla followed the shade of the balcony to wheretl@r arched
way, similar to the one Susannah and Pedro hadtosgain access
the night before, gave on to yet another courtyahe building was
much bigger than Susannah had realized. It wassmaply the

rectangular shape with its fourth side missinghassad imagined,
but instead an E-shaped structure with two innertgards.

A magnificent pool almost filled the central areaflecting the
tracery of the inevitable arches that flanked iling in an intricate
design of blue and green and gold surrounded the etlthe pool,



but although it looked inviting, Susannah guessed ho one ever
used it for bathing.

The pool was overlooked by another balcony, andcimgt the
numerous shuttered windows here, Susannah detidethe greater
part of the house was never used. It seemed &pitgo much beauty
should be appreciated by so few people. And yethgpes, not
everyone would consider such architectural augteetutiful. But
Susannah loved the simple lines, the predominamhogeometric
design, its regular symmetry. The pool was shieldgda row of
cypress trees which formed a fourth side to theusgju

Marla was watching her companion's reactions cjos¥bu find it
appealing?' she asked.

Susannah nodded. 'It's beautiful.'

‘Yes, beautiful,’ agreed Marla, with satisfacti@showing more
enthusiasm than Susannah would have thought pessibl

Susannah's fingers curved round one of the flutdldrp that
supported the gallery. 'Was it ever used? For bgthimean.'

Marla shook her Head. 'l presume you mean in itgral form.’
'Hmm.' Susannah's nails encountered the hardnesarofe.

Marla frowned. 'No. | imagine it was for ornamenpakposes only.
The Moors never immersed themselves in water. ey water
poured over them. Besides, there were bathing epsdrtShe
gesticulated across the courtyard. "They even tesihsrooms, like
the Romans.' She smiled. 'A Moor always followestrect routine
when it came to cleansing himself. First his motiien his hands,
then his feet.’

Susannah was intrigued. '‘Go on. Why?'



Marla warmed to her subject. 'lIt was intended ®agte the soul
before the body. You see, the mouth speaks el héinds can
perform evil, and the feet can take a sinner weeies.'

Susannah smiled. 'How fascinating! Do you know taaloout the
history of your country?’

Marla shrugged. 'When one lives in a Moorish palace tends to
become obsessed with one's surroundings.'

‘This is a Moorish palace!’
'It was - many years ago. Now it is simply La Cagdvarez.'

She began to walk along the tiled rim of the powl after a moment's
hesitation Susannah followed her. They walked beitwbe cypress
trees and came upon formal gardens, smooth turfbanders of
cream and red roses, and some trumpet-shaped fi@lercould not
iIdentify. There were more of the fine cypressesl lamw walls and
trellises overhung with flowering vines. There walso a small
pavilion which Marla explained had been built by yeandfather.
Susannah wondered whether he had had it erectedPifar,
Fernando's mother, whose name was engraved on ishetltht
Fernando wore about his neck.

But thinking of Fernando unsettled her, and she glad when they
reached the high wall which provided an adequatadsebetween
the Casa d'Alvarez and the outside world and Msulggested that
they returned to the house for morning chocolate.

The rather sweet chocolate drink was not partibutar Susannah's
taste, and was served in the same room they hagieccearlier. But
now, much to her dismay, Susannah found the eld8dpora
d'Alvarez already in residence. She looked up ag tdame in, and
the hostility in her gaze as she looked at thergdéwas very much
in evidence.



Marla, unaware of any undercurrents, greeted heatgrunt politely
with a chaste kiss on her wrinkled cheek, and tienold senora
turned her sharp eyes on Susannah.

'So,senoritg’' she said, 'you have persuaded my nephew to pgomi
to stay on.’

Susannah subsided into her seat. 'l - your nephsistea | stayed
until Senora d'Alvarez - Senora Monica d'Alvarennegd.’

‘And why should he insist upon such a thing? He nedsnformed of
your imminent arrival until three days ago. Why sldohe wish to
keep you here until his wife returns?'

'‘Perhaps you should ask Don Fernando tls&ora,' replied
Susannah quietly, and had the satisfaction of gabmold woman's
lips purse impatiently.

'l have been showing Miss King the grounds, Tia Aajaput in
Marla, unknowingly relieving the tension betweearth

Her aunt turned to her. 'Have you? And what arramegegs has your
father made regarding your education while Sendiig is staying
here?'

Susannah refused to rise to the bait, but Marlkddsurprised. ‘Miss
King is to give me lessons, Tia Amalia. You knowtth

'‘And when are these lessons to begin? If you hpgatgshe morning
walking in the grounds you have not been attentbngpur studies,
have you, Marla?’

Marla flushed at this and Susannah felt annoyece Tnuous
relationship she was building with the girl woulok tbe enhanced by
Senora d'Alvarez' barbed comments.



'l think it is always easier to get to know theguer one is going to
teach before actual instruction begissnorg' she said. 'Why, even
in school a class uses the first period with a nesiress discovering
the other's attitudes and capabilities. Marla azwlld not sit down to

lessons together without learning a little abowg another.’

Amalia d'Alvarez bestowed her with a contemptudases 'And what
have you learned about my niesenorita?'

Susannah sighed. 'l'd rather not discuss my imjpressenora.'
‘Ah, | see. It is impressions we are discussing.'

Susannah curbed the desire to tell 8enoraexactly what she
thought of her at least, and Marla, who was looking somewh
discomfited, set about pouring her aunt's chocdtata a tall china

jug.

As they drank the excessively sweet beverage Sabkalooked

around the room. The jade figurines in the lacodieebinet attracted
her attention but she was loath to make any comatsmit them that
Senora d'Alvarez might deliberately misconstrue.sBe contented
herself with following the oriental design of tharpet until the

fire-screen caught her eye.

The scene depicted, and painstakingly worked,sotafiestry surface
was that of two women and a man in the gardens pHgnda-like

dwelling. Below the curling eaves of the buildifgete were tiny

bridges over narrow streams, and arbors shelteyechérry trees,

their blossom so real, Susannah thought, that galdalmost smell

it. The figures in the foreground were real, tomlyOtheir costume

was outdated.

Marla finished her chocolate and putting down hgr said: ‘Do you
like Japanese art, too, Miss King?'



Susannah turned to look at her. 'l like beautifithgs, Marla. And
there are many beautiful things here.’

Marla rose to her feet and walked over to the faep. 'My father
brought this screen back from Osaka many yearslduglieve it is
very valuable. It is quite old, to®erhaps three hundred years.'

Susannah was impressed. 'The colours are so rich!
Marla went on, 'Of course it was restored herepailg’
'Oh, | see,' Susannah nodded.

‘Do you like it?'

‘Very much.’

‘But do you know what it depicts? See - this isSieer Pavilion, and
can you see this figure hiding behind her para3él® man is her
lover. But it is a futile relationship. You see, isemarried - to this
woman here - the one who teases him with her fati, so

Susannah felt a painful stirring of her emotions.a few short
sentences Marla had unknowingly described the &dsmtbetween
Fernando, Monica and herself. The Japanese screeicted
faithfully the cruel twist of fate which had putrhiato the position of
the other woman ...



CHAPTER NINE
SUSANNAH ate a solitary lunch in her room.

After taking morning chocolate with them, AmaligAl¥arez had
asked Marla to assist her to her apartments, areh\after half an
hour Marla had not come back, Susannah had madewemway
along the corridor and up the winding staircasiegioown sanctuary.

When Marla came to take away her tray, she inforBieshnnah that
the Senorita Marla always rested for a while dftach, and that she
should do likewise.

'‘Dona Amalia takes tea on the patio at four o'cl@dnorita and
Senorita Marla joins her there.'

Susannah made a helpless gesture. 'Am | expectir40?’
'l do not know senorita.l would think not.'

Susannah gave an involuntary ejaculation. "'Themveaine | expected
to spend time with Marla?' she exclaimed.

Marla looked scandalized at Susannah's casual fuseraharge's
given name, but she replied: 'Senorita Marla datdake lessons in
the afternoonsenorita.’

Susannah was impatient. 'And what am | expectdd for the rest of
the day?' she demanded. She could hardly be exjpcstay in her
room all the time. But on the other hand, would/thermit her to go
walking alone - outside the confining walls of tb&s& If Monica
d'Alvarez had been here she could have asked harth@n, if
Monica d'Alvarez was here, she would not ...



Marla was looking most upset, and with a sense @ftrition
Susannah realized she ought not to be questiohmgntid. It was
nothing to do with her.

‘Never mind,' she said now, shaking her headwbltk something
out. Thank you, Marla.'

'Si, senoritd Marla hesitated by the door. 'Perhaps you shot
discuss this with Don Fernandsenorita.'

Susannah sighed. 'Perhaps | should at that.' Heesitautened at the
mere thought of talking with him again. 'Where &Hn his study?’

Marla shook her head vigorously. 'Oh, senorita,Don Fernando is
away, today, at the vineyards - or perhaps at fiseoh Cadiz.'

Susannah flung herself into a chair. 'l see. Vesil, W - I'll speak to
him later.'

'Si, senorita."

After Marla had gone, Susannah got up again anddpabout the
room. It was very hot, and on impulse she tooktwfconfining skirt

and blouse and went to take another shower. Thermidssed in a
simple shift of yellow cotton and fastening herrhaith two elastic

bands she went down the stairs to the lower carrido

In this siestahour the house was very quiet, and even her dadda
feet seemed to echo on the tiles. She found atdabopened into the
courtyard and keeping in the shade of the balcaalied towards the

arched way which led into the other courtyard.

With the sun almost completely overhead, the ptedmed coolly,
and she wished it was a swimming pool that she migimerse
herself in its depths. But as she walked to thekiaind looked down



into the water she saw that it was barely two f#stp, and that
although the water sparkled it was far from lucid.

Sighing, she walked along the side and througltypeess trees into
the gardens. Taking the path which led to the spalilion, she
halted before its fragile structure closely hedgkdut with climbing
plants and shrubs. Then on impulse, she climbestéps and entered
its shadowy interior.

Long creepers wound about the tall pillars whighpmrted its domed
roof, and there were stone seats and a centratdouwhich no
longer shed its spray into the round stone basiardwas something
rather melancholy about the neglected walls andmbting
stonework and when a "lizard, disturbed by Susasratirance, ran
swiftly across the floor within inches of her bémes she gasped anc
quickly emerged into the sunshine.

She made her way back to her room eventually, ahdrs her bed
wondering whether she ought to make some attemppéak to
Fernando later. Surely he must know that she wéesdl lost and
aimless without any set routine to adhere to, dn'the care? After
all, it had not been his idea that she should cbare, and Monica
had made it sound much different from the really.perhaps she
hadn't. Perhaps it was simply that Susannah hatedda come in
the hope of meeting Fernando again, and everyttongected with
Spain had seemed that much larger than life.

In fact, it was two days before Susannah saw Femagain, two
days during which the pattern of her life so loisgshe remained at
the Casa d'Alvarez was made apparent to her.

In the mornings, she and Marla were expected teskbns together
in the large studio at the top of the stairs whwdrla explained was



used by her mother when she was at home. It wagha airy
apartment, plain walls adorned only with coloungsiwhich Monica
herself had designed. There were canvases and gaseBusannah
and Marla sat at the wide table and worked fromcthraprehensive
array of text books Monica had provided.

Lunch was taken late, in the Spanish fashion, &edveards she was
expected to entertain herself and not intrude w \&ay upon the
usual routine of the household.

It was a most unsatisfactory arrangement, thougsashah, not least
because Marla herself was left almost entirelyhie tompany of
Senora Amalia d'Alvarez during the late afternofb@rdnersiestaand
in the evening before she went to bed. It was patthy that a girl of
Marla's age should spend so much time with an lgldeman, and it
was not surprising that she became quiet and sdb&usannah was
beginning to suspect that from Marla's point ofwithe convent
provided a better balance. At least that way skatsppart of the day
with girls of her own age.

But when Susannah accepted this post she had beerare of the
confined circumstances the girl lived under, aneéash day passed
she became more and more resentful on Marla'sfo@hal child was
only half alive. What she needed wasn't a governésst a
companion, someone with whorshe could romp and play anc
behave as any normal fourteen-year-old ought to umhéler
childhood was slipping by, unnoticed, while shegattly with an
old woman, sharing her reminiscences of the past.

Susannah would have liked to have discussed théemuaiith
Fernando, but he was never around. Marla, her ooihtact apart
from Marla herself, explained that Don Fernando te¢ casaquite
early in the morning and recently had taken torretg late in the
evenings. Susannah couldn't help but wonder whethgerwas to
avoid any chance of their meeting one anothersbatwas appalled



to consider that the only time Marla saw her fathas at dinner, and
never without the company of Amalia d'Alvarez.

On Saturday of that week, Marla told Susannah dmatSunday
morning there would be no lessons. She was todttieass at the
church in the village with Tia Amalia and her fathend therefore
Susannah was free for the day.

Free! Susannah could have laughed. How could slieeeavhen as
yet she had not even put a foot outside the wdilshe Casa
d'Alvarez!

But she was glad for Marla's sake that this waset@an outing with
her father. She had gauged from the girl's attithdeughout the last
couple of days that Marla thought a great dealesffather, much
more, apparently than of her mother. Not wantingrtdbe, Susannah
had not asked her about her association with Morbaa it was
impossible not to notice that she did not figureyvieequently in
Marla's conversation.

Susannah washed her hair on Sunday morning. Sheorsat
her*balcony while the rest of the family was oudlainied it in the hot
sunshine. Already she was acquiring a light tan sinel thought
longingly of a beach somewhere and the coolingesofdghe surf.

After lunch, she dragged her chair back into thérd@m and settled
down with a book. But she was restless, and she& kneas because
she was conscious of Fernando's presence. Durngast few days
his constant absence had served as a kind of &alver spirit, but
now, knowing he was about somewhere, made it iniples®r her to

relax. Sooner or later she would have to speakno-lalone, and he
must know that as well as she did.

Towards half past three she brushed her hair, sdcirwith the
hairpins on her nape, and examined her appeanaiice mirror. She



was not wearing her usual skirt and blouse today,the cream
cotton tunic was reasonably smart and it was implesso wear
tights in this heat. She looked as businesslikdaak-fringed eyes,
silver-blonde hair and a wide attractive mouth woallow, and in
any case Fernando was not likely to pay a gredtafesttention to
her appearance when he heard what she had to say.

She went quietly down the stairs to the lower clariand stopped
before the door to Fernando's study. Raising hed she hesitated a
moment and then knocked, rather loudly. There wasmmediate
response and her heart sank. Of course, he probhdbigred to the
siesta habit, too. She turned away, and as she did sohseh&d
footsteps coming along the corridor. She glanceohdp her heart
thumping, and encountered the gaze of the man waw been
occupying her thoughts.

Fernando was looking curiously alien this afternaoa black suit,
the jacket of which reached only to his waist. Hareva while silk
shirt and there were ruffles of lace at his thrddis boots were
knee-length and highly polished, and she wonderedtiven he
intended going riding.

‘Buenas tardgssenorita’ he greeted her, without expression. Yo
wished to see me?'

‘Yes - yesseiior'

Fernando's lips curled. 'l regret | do not haveetim speak with you
now, senorita.| am just on my way out. My aunt and Marla ar
waiting in the car.’

‘You're going out?' Susannah felt a ridiculous pahg desolation.
'‘But—' She paused. 'l never seem able to get ichtouth you.'



Fernando frowned;l did not think we had anything to say to on
another,senorita. | understand from Marla that your lessons al
going well—'

Susannah turned away. 'Yes. Yes, they are,' skleskaitly. 'We
spend at leashree hoursevery day in each other's company, | -1 fin
it all most hectic!"

The bitterness in her tones got through to him.u™are bored,
senorita?'

Susannah faced him. 'And if | am?"

'l regret, we do not have a great deal to offerthe way of
entertainmentsenorita.'

'Oh, you don't understand,’ she exclaimed, makifgfile gesture.
'‘Look, | want to talk to you. What have | to do? Kdaan
appointment?’

Fernando scowled. 'Do not be impertinesgnorita. lam available
every evening.'

‘Are you?' Susannah was fast losing the desirert@ain calm. She
was angry with him and she wanted to show it.dutiht you were
avoiding me!'

Fernando glanced over his shoulder as though aoaiteone might
come upon them unexpectedly. 'l must go," he esisriefly,'But
you may come to my study at nine-thirty this evenirigthat is
suitable to you.'

‘Thank you,’

Fernando hesitatedWe are going to the bullfight. You would not
enjoy the spectacle.’



‘Are you asking me or telling me?' she inquirediashee in her eyes.

Fernando's fists clenched. 'Until this evenisgnorita,’ he stated
formally, and walked away down the corridor withéadking back.

Susannah turned towards the stairs, but as stemdilde realized that
Marla was accompanying Fernando and his aunt tbuhigght. She
felt slightly sick. If it was not a spectacle foerh how could he
consider taking a child to see it?

By the time she reached her room, however, theseytits had been
superseded by other anxieties. She had had no tagbpeak to
Fernando as she had. He had not invited her to dontlee Casa
d'Alvarez, and their situations here were vastiffedent from in

England even without the added complication of marriage.

Besides, she should have known better, she whahed/s prided

herself on not getting involved.

Dinner was served in her room at eight-thirty, agdime-thirty she
was a mass of nerves. She had known this woulddmamb course.
That was why she had gone to see Fernando eanlt®ecspur of the
moment before she had had a chance to have sdomnghts. Now
she had them in plenty, and a worrying sense afdgaacy.

She had changed out of the dress she had worrreato a long

straight amber-patterned gown which was compleptyn apart

from the two slits at the sides. It fastened rohadslim waist with a
sash and drew attention to the curving line ofthps. She tied back
her hair with a chiffon scarf, checked her make-apd then

descended the stairs to the lower corridor.

Fernando answered her tentative knock immediatghgning the
study door himself, and standing back so that shadcenter the
room. He closed the door behind her and Susanoad Bt the centre
of the room feeling rather like a schoolgirl summdnto the



headmaster's study for some misdemeanour. Butaat lee was
alone, of that she had assured herself in thosteféw seconds.

Fernando walked behind his desk as though deldgratacing a
barrier between them, effectively signifying thaistwas no personal
assignation. He gestured towards a chair opposite'Won't you sit
down,senorita?'

Susannah hesitated, and then went forward to sérevine had
suggested, folding her hands in her lap. FernaadotIforward to
extract a cheroot from the box on the desk an@y®es were drawn to
the brown skin rising from the opened neck of lagkdlue silk shirt.
He,too, had changed from his previous attire and aowine red
velvet jacket clothed his broad shoulders.: Hedhadmbre arrogance
and she marvelled at her own temerity in coming hidow could she
have imagined that things remained the same? Tdwaple didn't
change? But even so, she could never have beerctegp&
appreciate the whole circumstances of this affair.

Fernando lit the cheroot to his satisfaction amhtbeated himself in
the black leather swivel chair at his side of theld'Now, senorita'
he began, with all the cool assurance of his bregdiwhy did you
wish to see me?'

Susannah looked down at her hands. So the cham@sléovgo on. If
she let it , >

She looked up. 'l wanted to speak to you about&lsenor.'
'Yes?'

He was superbly confident, and she wondered ifdbeanter of
brandy at his elbow had anything to do with it.



'Yes,' she said now, forcing herself to speak aflycas he did. 'Our -
that is, the arrangement for Marla's tuition is wety satisfactory,
senor

'‘No?' He frowned through a veil of tobacco smokeéhy not? |
understand it works very well.'

'‘And from whom do you understand that?' she askealtlg,
forgetting for a moment to sagnor.

Fernando's dark brows drew more closely togethyr.dunt keeps
me informed of your progressenorita.'

‘Yes, | thought she might.' Susannah's nails dig Irer palms.
'However, | disagree.’

'‘With what? Her reports on your progress?"

Susannah swallowed the ready retort that sprahgrttips. 'No," she
denied carefully, 'l disagree that the arrangemeamks well,senor.'

Fernando's nostrils flared. 'l see.' He paused @&rcourse you can
elaborate on that.'

'Of course.
‘Then go ahead.’

'‘Marla spends too much time in the company of -esfda d'Alvarez
- your aunt.’

'‘What has that to do with the unsatisfactory areamgnts for her
tuition, senorita?'

Susannah sighed. 'You're deliberately misunderstgnde,senor



'‘Am |?'
‘You know you are!'

Susannah felt frustrated. She was trembling andbstkeseveral deep
breaths, trying to calm herself. This would never 8he would get
nowhere if she didn't argue coolly and sensiblg, aot allow him to
disconcert her..

Pressing her moist palms down upon her knees, shean quietly:
‘Marla and | are only permitted to see each otheéhé mornings,
senor. At twelve o'clock we are expected to join your tador

chocolate, and after that,..' she spread her hdmigxpendable.’

Fernando rested his elbow on the desk and regaetetlosely-And
are you not perhaps confusing your own boredom thghquality of
Marla's education—'

'No!" Susannah clenched her fists. 'No, I'm noeréls more to being
a governess than sitting in a schoolroom givingdas. Marla and |
should have some free time together. We could ¢fostgoast, Swim!
Play tennis! Mix with other people!

The heavy lids with their thick lashes veiled hazeg. 'Marla is no
different from any other girl of her age and backgrd.'

'In Spain, | suppose you mean.’
‘Naturalmente, senorita.'

Susannah sighed. 'Well, | think it's unnatural! Tlathes she wears!
The hours she spends just sitting and listenin§doora d'Alvarez
talking about the past! It's unhealthy!

‘Senoritg you forget yourself!'



He was angry now, but Susannah didn't care. Howd@nyone be so
blind? Marla was being stifled in this atmosphé&he was already
half-way to becoming a facsimile of her great-aunt.

'‘Don't you think, remembering your own childhootiatt Marla
should be allowed a little more freedom?' she exed urgently.
‘You said yourselt—'

'‘Basta!'Fernando's fist came down hard on the desk anolSledo his
feet. "We are not concerned with reenoritg only with Marla. What
would you have me say? That she should run free yoiti like some
charity child?’

Susannah uttered a strangled gasp at the callaushleis words, and
suddenly he seemed to realize exactly what he &idd s

'Por dios Susannah,' he muttered, 'l did not mean that!

Susannah rose to her feet and grasping the bdukr ahair dragged
herself behind it, supporting herself as she fdued

'l don't think there is anything more to be saednor'she managed
chokingly. 'It's obvious the opinion you have of.rivery well, I'll
make no more pleas on Marla's behalf. | can evpreamte why she
makes no attempt to plead with you herself.'

'‘Susannah! A pulse was throbbing noticeably near his jawline
‘Susannah, you do not understand—'

‘No, I don't. | don't understand how you can saytkiings you do, feel
the way you do, and yet still persist in keeping meee until your
wife returns? What is it? Some sort of pervertextige ?'

She stared at him bitterly for a long time and Ifindis eyes fell
before hers. He stubbed his cheroot out savagéeheionyx ashtray,
and said: 'You should not have come here, Susdnnah.



She gestured impotently. ‘Do you think | don't kritnat?'

‘Then why did you?' He looked at her again, hisegegroring a little
of the anguish of mind he was experiencing.

She moved her shoulders helplessly. 'I've askectlnifsat several
times.'

Fernando flexed his shoulder muscles weaiilios, you must have
known we were bound to meet! What good has it d&&#d you
not have accepted that when | left England, whdtdesen between us
was over - irrevocably.'

Susannah's fingers probed the fine veneer of wadti@back of the
chair. ‘Do you imagine | would have come herehftl known you
were Monica's husband?' she exclaimed painfullpwHould |
connect Fernando Cuevas with Don Fernando d'Alarez

'Did it matter whose husband | was? | was marridds that not
enough?' he demanded.

Susannah's lips parted in dismay. 'Do you thinkdw that?'
Perplexity clouded his eyes. 'What do you mean?'

'‘Dear heaven, Fernando, | didn't know you were iedirDo you
imagine | would have agreed to - to our spendingak®&nd together
if I had thought—' She broke off, pressing a hamtiér throat. 'Oh,
God! What kind of a woman do you think | am?'

She stumbled towards the door, but his voice halexd

'‘Am | expected to believe that you didn't know?'



She turned, holding her head erect. 'l don't algticare what you
believe,senor,'she stated tremulously. 'And as | already krinmow
you think of mewhatyou think of me doesn't seem very important

'Susannah!His harsh tones could still generate a devastatimgent
of awareness along her veins. "You worked for tast&has. Do you
really mean to tell me that Lucie never regaled wat my history?’

'‘Why should she?' Susannah's knees felt distuspunggteady. "You
were never a subject for discussion between Se@asiana and
myself. | am sorry to disappoint you—"'

'‘Be silent!" He came round the desk, his handschieg and
unclenching at his sides. 'Surely you must havesno.' * "Why?
How? How could I? You didn't say anything. You saidspoke
about yourself at all. And | thought you were mgnedticent. How
wrong you can be!

Fernando moved his head disbelievingly from sidsidie. 'But my
letter - the letter I left behind—'

'‘What of it?' Susannah's voice almost broke tHechérished that
letter. | foolishly imagined that because you thHaugbu were too old
for me ..."' She broke off, gathering her composWell, anyway, |

obviously read more into it than wé&s intended." $&ached for the
door handle. 'Can | go now?'

Fernando took another step towards her, but th&mda of iron

self-control hardened his mouth and he halted alyrugé stood for
a moment just looking at her, and then, drawingeepdbreath, he
said: 'l find your explanation - difficult to belie, and yet ...' He
shook his head. 'l must reconsider. The situatialk ¢or it." He

tugged absently at the hair at the nape of his.n&du wished to
leave, did you not? | will make the necessary aeaments at once.'

Susannah couldn't believe her ears. 'You're dismgsae?'



'Is that not what you wanted?'

‘Yes - no - that is—' Susannah put a bewildered bahdr head. 'l - |
can't go now. At least, I'll stay a little long&or Marla's sake.'

His scowl returned. 'Why? You said yourself tha grrangements
were not to your liking.'

'‘No. But they could be. Don't you see?' She moved drms

desperately. 'Fernando, I'm not a puppet to be pnéated at will. |

came here to do a job, and | should like the ch&mde it. Give me a
chance! Besides, what will Marla think if | suddgdepart?’

‘Marla will accept what | tell her.’

'Oh, yes, of course she will. I'd forgotten the ennodiculous aspects
of the situation. Marla will do exactly as you tedir, won't she? Poor
misguided creature!

'Have a care, Susannah!'

His jaw was taut, and she felt an unexpected qu¥enticipation
run through her. Suddenly their situations werereed and she had
only just realized it.

Linking her fingers together, she said: 'lf youdoxour daughter, you
must know she's not happy.'

He gestured impatiently. 'How can you say that? stessaid so?'

Susannah moved her shoulders. 'No. She's too - sdhbdusay a
thing like that. And that in itself should be proehough. Dear
heaven, why do you spend so little time with hegading her
constantly to the care of an unsympathetic old wema



'You overreach yourselgenoritg' he snapped coldly. 'None of this
concerns you!'

'l disagree.' Susannah held up her head. 'Whem¢ d¢eere - before
you forced me into a position of becoming involwath Marla - your

affairs meant nothing to me. Now they do. Now Iga to know

Marla, to like her, to realize that she's beindjestiin this cloying

atmosphere—'

‘That is enough!'

'‘No, it's not." Susannah was becoming more and neafdess. 'You
made me stay here. You created this situation. Mowil have to
face the consequences. What are you afraid of?Mada will let the
Alvarez family down? Or that she'll exhibit a ktbf the spirit you
always used to have—'

Fernando crossed the space between them in twiestrnis face
twisted with rage. 'Do not dare to stand there smdsuch things to
me!'" he ground out furiously. 'What right have ytm stand in
judgment on things of which you know nothing?’

He glared down at her, and for a moment she thdug/atas about to
strike her. But then he turned away, breathing ineav

‘This conversation is getting us nowhesenoritg' he said, through
clenched teeth. "You will please to go to your roamd pack your
belongings. | will have Morales drive you to Sexith the morning. It
should not be too difficult for you to get a flighack to England. |
will see that you are generously reimbursed forryowuble!

'‘No!" Susannah stared at him desperately. '‘Fernandmn't go back
to England. All right, | accept thaurrelationship is over, but at least
let me try to help your daughter. Give me a chaahow you how
happy Marla could be.'



'It is impossible!" His tone was harsh.

'‘Why? Why is it?" Susannah felt like shaking hith.-'if Marla's
mother was here she would agree with me!'

Fernando turned to face her. 'Oh, yes, | am dueeyodded bitterly.
'‘But perhaps you should ask her why she spendtlediime with the
girl. If she is so concerned for Marla's welfarehywdoes she
disappear for weeks on end without word?'

Susannah bent her head. 'That's nothing to domath
'l agree. None of this is anything to do. with y8o. go!

‘And what will you tell your wife when she eventiyatloes come
back? That you found my services unsatisfactoryth@r as | had
known you in London, | was becoming an embarrasstoeyou?’

Fernando's face grew even grimmer. 'What are ypgangaow? That
if | do not accede to your demands you will tell nvfe of our
association?'

Susannah gasped. That he should think such adhivgy! She stared
at him for several agonized seconds and then slieed that he did
not really think that at all. He was simply sayih¢p put her on the
defensive, to achieve what plain speaking had m@nbable to
achieve. But there were possibilities which ever $tad not
considered until now.

Taking a deep breath, she said: 'Would you calft begaining
power, Fernando?'

His fists clenched. "You wouldseit!"



Susannah shrugged. 'Give me two weeks with Maran Weeks of
freedom. Not from lessons - they'd continue as lugia allow us
some time to get away from ticasa?

'And if - Monica returns in the meantime?"

Susannah bent her head. It would not be easy.rimrisiveness had
not considered the possibility of Monica's retufior some reason
she had expected her to be away.

But Fernando was awaiting her answer, and she cmiligt him see
how deeply she was disturbed by him even now.

‘You can say you're employing me for a - probatignzeriod,' she
ventured at last.

He made a disgusted sound. 'You realize | can tefius
conversation to theolicia, do you not? | believe it is known as -
blackmail!'

Susannah winced. 'Do not be so dramatic, Fernavwdmt am |
asking, after all? Two weeks - out of a lifetimeyefrs!

There was silence for a few minutes and then heetband walked
back to his desk. She saw with a sense of contritiat there was a
curiously defeated air about him, and she longedot@o him and

comfort him and show him how much she loved hirh sti

But she could not. She no longer believed the girgghad told her in
London. It had been expedient to tell her he lokied but it had
almost ruined her life, and she was being incrgdibblish even
staying here and risking further humiliation. ButalN&d was his
daughter, and Susannah's compassion for her outegtiger own
anxieties.



‘Very well, senoritg' he said heavily, taking another cheroot from tr
box. "You may stay.'

'‘And the arrangements?’

'l will permit Morales to drive you where you waiot go, €norita.
But you are not to leave the car except in his amgpand if you
disobey these instructions Morales will report t®.'m

Susannah sighed. She had won. But what a hollowwryic



CHAPTER TEN

THE following morning, Marla was astonished when Suasdntold
her that after hesiestathat afternoon they were going out.

'‘But where are we going, Miss King?' she askedumprsse. 'Tia
Amalia expects me to take tea with her on the patifour o'clock.’

Susannah forced a smile. 'l know. But your fathas lgiven us
permission to go for a drive with Morales. Doesim4 idea appeal to
you?'

Marla was clearly fighting with her loyalties. '‘@burse, | should
enjoy going for a drive, Miss King, but Tia Amahaay not wish to
do so.'

‘Tia Amalia!" Susannah caught back the retort taae to her lips.
‘Marla, there is just to be - the two of us. Nad Aimalia as well.’

Marla looked, if anything, even more astounded. & to go out
alone, Miss King?'

‘Well, if you can call going with Morales alonesuppose so.'

Marla shook her head. 'But what will Tia Amalia 3aloes she
know?'

'l doubt it." Susannah's tone was dry. Then sk to instil a little

enthusiasm into the girl. 'Marla, we could go taliZal've never been
there. I'm longing to see something of the couide/@around the
casa.You can show me!'

Marla still looked hesitant. 'And my father perntitgs?;,

Susannah controlled her impatience. 'Why not?'



Marla shrugged. '‘Always | go out with Tia Amalia.’

‘Before | came, | agree. But, Marla, I'm just agatde of taking you
out as - as Tia Amalia.'

Marla looked at her doubtfully. 'lf Papa is agrdeab.' she
murmured.

'He is." Susannah lifted her shoulders. 'Marla,aimg think of this
expedition as - as an adventure. Something excimpenjoyable -
and not to be taken too seriously.'

A smile touched Marla's pale lips. 'l will try, Mi&King. But | do not
think Tia Amalia will be very pleased.’

Amalia d'Alvarez was not pleased, indeed, she wagipely furious.
‘What can Fernando be thinking of?' she demandédlyccher
narrowed eyes moving from her great-niece to thveelcome figure
of Susannah seated on the couch, quietly drinkieg rhorning
chocolate. 'Besides, Marla always keeps me companyhe
afternoons, do you not, Marla? Do my needs matdittde when
compared to an outing with Senorita King?'

Marla looked terribly uncomfortable. 'It was Papdésa, Tia Amalia,’
she stressed urgently, and Susannah did not casttriagr. 'And
tomorrow | will take tea with you as usual.’

Susannah bit her lips to prevent herself from disaiy her of that
idea. Sufficient unto the day, she thought wrylyndAif Marla
enjoyed herself this afternoon perhaps it woulaasier tomorrow.
Perhaps even Senora d'Alvarez would concede a fhditdrla was
enthusiastic, but that was carrying wishful thirgkanlittle too far, she
realized. It was evident from the old woman's eggian that she
knew at whose door to lay the blame for this charfgércumstances,
and Susannah had no doubt that she would do evrgyith her
power to make Fernando withdraw his approval.



All the same, nothing could completely douse tredifig of excited
anticipation she felt that afternoon as she andadimbed into the
back of the sleek cream open tourer Pedro Moradshought to the
entrance to meet them. Susannah had determinedty lsér more
formal clothes for a short red pleated skirt arvdhate ribbed cotton
sweater, and Marla, in her dark green dress ofjsitkey, looked
rather sombre beside her.

But if Marla was conscious of their differencesappearance she
made no comment upon it, and gave Susannah her asueolled
smile as Pedro sounded his horn and the tall gatdse high wall
were opened for them.

The heat of the day was subsiding a little, andntio@ement of the
car created a slight breeze which lifted the wegfl$usannah's hair
and tore it out of its confining knot. She had tmtent herself with

looping it behind her ears, but even this was gseées they drove
along and she gave up and allowed it its freedoarld4 hair was, as
usual, confined in the single braid, and Susanoalgdd to see it
loose about her shoulders. With the right clothes, a less restrictive
attitude, Marla would be very attractive, and iesed a terrible
shame that no one, not even Monica, had seen tids dane

something about it. As it was the girl looked plaimd dowdy, and
much too old for her ten years.

Cadiz lay on a peninsula, separated from the maintawn of San

Fernando by a narrow isthmus. For some distan@gdetaching the
peninsula they had been following the coastlingl, e sea looked
incredibly blue and inviting beneath the cloudlskg. They passed
villages along the way, that had changed little denturies, where
gardens rioted with colour and donkeys still predda necessary
means of transport. The scents of the flowers weoxicating and

not until the salty tang of brine invaded their tnids did they shed

their perfume.



Cadiz itself was definitely African in appearanasdjtting reminder
of its violent history. There was a predominancembite-painted

buildings, some with cupolas that glinted in thalgt. There were
churches standing in oases of green, and palmttnaespread their
smooth leaves towards the enormous landlocked bharlivat

sprawled along the city's inner boundaries. Thezeevwparks where
one could sit and look out over the Gulf of Cadrmd acolourful

markets where traders plied their produce.- froenditvery sardines
brought into the harbour to delicate necklaces @fl gand silver
filigree made across the straits in North Africa.wlas a busy,
brawling port contrasting its narrow, over-crowdsigkets with quiet
squares.

Pedro drove through the city, pointing out the edinvatch towers set
at intervals as a protection in olden days, andh éMarla became
enthusiastic as she caught sight of the vesselthenharbour.
Susannah saw a stall with oranges and wanted Redtop, but he
drove on to park on the Alameda, a promenade avdrig the sea.

Susannah leant forward and touched his shouldan V@& get out?’
she asked.

Pedro looked doubtfullor que, senorita?’

Susannah sighed. 'To walk for a while. Surely yon'dexpect to take
us straight back to theasa,do you?'

Pedro frowned, looking confused. Clearly he had unaderstood
everything she had said, and Marla, after a momsdmSitation,
translated for him. Pedro listened, and then madenaoluntary
movement of his hands, saying something in a rgaitbis that
Susannah could only guess at.

Marla shook her head. 'Pedro says it would be bi¢tbéee permitted
him to drive us wherever we want to genorita.'



Susannah felt impatient. '‘But the exercise wouldudayood.' She
looked all round. 'There are people walking herbaththarm does he
expect can come to us?'

Marla half smiled. 'Would you like to see thatedralinstead? We
could walk there.'

Susannah looked at her. You mean inside, of cousd,at Marla's
nod she acquiesced. 'Why not? | would like to beecaithedral.

They spent almost an hour going over the buildifgciv had been
constructed during the seventeenth and eighteeatituges; a
Christian temple in purely Moslem surroundings.slpite of her
earlier annoyance Susannah could not remain unmbydte red
and white marble pillars that supported the roothe domed vault
which carried the weight of the High Altar. Marldevhad, she said,
been to the cathedral many times with her fathed, Susannah a
little of its history and explained that the hugenstrance which had
been made in the seventeenth century, and whicleasly the most
valuable article among the treasures of the casthedas carried in
procession through the city every year on the feb€orpus Christi.

It was almost seven o'clock when they arrived batkhe Casa
d'Alvarez, but Marla seemed unconcerned. Througliogithours
they had been away, she had become more and m&edivia,
exhibiting an intelligence which was both sharp arsdructive. She
was showing how much she had absorbed and had foewet any
outlet for until now. Susannah allowed her to speaiestrainedly,
only occasionally putting in some opinion of herrmwshe was
realizing that Marla's problem lay in this lacka@immunication with
either her aunt or her father, and the confidernte was now
displaying must be allowed to develop. She couldalp but feel
delighted at the success of the outing. She ondyhe@d she could go
to Fernando and show him this other side to hig) k.



The following morning Senora d'Alvarez was unusguailent when
Marla tentatively explained that she and Miss Kwngre going out
again that afternoon. Susannah guessed that shesgwaen to
Fernando and that he had explained the alteratiotha present
arrangements. The old woman contented herself wabkting
malevolent glances in Susannah's direction, andithead no doubt
that she would be blamed entirely for this unweleatate of affairs.

But Susannah did not spend too long worrying ovenala
d'Alvarez. The outings were a success, and Markwgmore
enthusiastic daily. They went to Algeciras and detkey saw the
vineyards whose grapes produced the wine for wtharea was
famous, and on one special occasion they left inmbelgt after
breakfast and drove to Seville to see the cathediédkhe Alcazar. If
Marla saw it all simply as a way of showing her gmess a little of
the beauty of this part of the world, Susannahndidmind. The less
obvious the attempt to arouse Marla from her apathyurn her from
a shy introvert into a spirited teenager, the bette

Susannah had even coaxed her to her room and tavacain she
encouraged the Spanish girl to try on some of lwhes. Although
Marla was much younger, she was quite tall and imailt for her

age, and as Susannah was very slim her clothed fiftiite well -

sufficiently so to enable Marla to see how attrecshe could be in
casual slacks and sweaters.

'Papa would never permit me to wear anything likis,t she said
regretfully. 'Besides, Tia Amalia would never agree

Susannah studied her thoughtfully. 'If | shortetiexte trousers,' she
murmured, half to herself, 'you could have theseltlom wear them.
Green isn't my favourite colour. And I've got loadsibbed sweaters
like the one you're wearing. You can have that, ifogou like.'

Marla gasped, 'You're not serious!



‘Why not? Don't you like them?’

'You know | do." Marla looked at her reflection witroubled eyes.
'‘But what shall | say to Papa?’

‘Tell him to mind his own business!' remarked al cmace from the
doorway, and both girls swung round in amazement.

'‘Mama!' gasped Marla in horror.

'‘Senora d'Alvarez!" Susannah was astounded. 'Wiekryali get
back?"

Monica d'Alvarez shrugged and strolled lazily itite room. 'Half an
hour ago, | guess,' she replied, looking rounthaistrewn garments.
‘You've been having some fashion parade! What go@s

Marla hesitated, looking at Susannah, and Susars@ai the
confidence draining out of her. Rushing into spesble said:

‘Marla has just been trying on a few of my thingse been showing
her how much less - confining - casual clothes @h b

Monica glanced down at her own shirt and slacksraodtled. 'I've
been trying to tell her that for years,' she obseémiryly.

‘Yes, well—' Susannah felt awkward. 'Perhaps Madeded to see
herself to be convinced.’

‘Maybe so.' Monica took out her cigarettes andrg.

'In any case, I'm pleased to see you're making spogress, Miss
King. I'm sorry | wasn't here when you arrived, .buShe made a
dismissing gesture. 'Perhaps it was just as weathrl see you've
settled into the job very well.'



Susannah wished Marla would say something, buytmger girl
was standing stiffly, clearly embarrassed, andlljotacapable of
relaxing with her mother. Susannah, who until thad thought that
perhaps Marla had more in common with her mothawn saw how
wrong she had been. They were totally differentnida, with her
brashness, her lack of sensitivity, would never eusthnd the
complex individual who was her daughter, and Madald only be
hurt by her mother's lack of perception. Althougls&nah shared
Monica's concern for her daughter's subjugatiothis household,
Marla would never turn out to be the kind of girbMca wanted her
to be. And for that Susannah found she was thankful

Now she said: ‘Marla and | have been spendingaf knine together,
haven't we, Marla?' The girl nodded, and Susannahtwn: |
suppose you have spoken to - to your husband sowergturn.'

‘Yeah!" Monica flicked ash carelessly on to thedilfloor. 'lI've
spoken to him. | guess it was pretty rough on yobegin with. |
thought it might be.’

And that's why you went awaihought Susannah dryly, beginning tc
understand Monica a little better.

Monica flicked her gaze to her daughtétou surely do look more
like my daughter in those clothes,' she commenteckimgly.

'‘What is going on here!

Fernando was standing in the open doorway, darkaied in the
black garb he seemed to prefer, a riding crop manfyom his long
fingers.

Marla could not have looked more distressed andiweh wanted to
rave at both her parents to get out of here anetltee girl alone. But
of course she could not, and in*any case it wasibéowho spoke
first.



'‘Marla's been trying on a few of Miss King's clah&oney,' she
drawled with evident satisfaction. 'Don't you thstke looks cute?'

‘Senorita! Fernando ignored his wife. 'What is the meanihtpis?'

Susannah heaved a sigh. 'The meaning of vgeabf? As your - as
your wife has just said, Marla was just seeing Ishe& looked in
slacks and a sweater.'

Fernando looked at the other garments draped d@abeubom. 'And
these things,senorit® Do you normally leave your belonging:s
strewn about like this?"

Susannah avoided his glittering eyes. 'No. Nopoise not.'
'So am | to understand that Marla has been tnylitgese garments?'
‘Some of them.’

Fernando struck his boot angrily with his crop.dArhat explanation
can you give for such - such irresponsible beha®iour

'Oh, really, Fernando," exclaimed Monica, in a daane. 'Must we
make an inquisition out of it? Where's the harm? dils like
dressing up!

'l agree,’ Susannah nodded. She looked at Marla. Wate just
having fun, weren't we?'

Marla was silent for so long that Susannah thogyi® was too
shocked to say anything, but then, amazingly, siek SThat's right,
Papa. We were having - fun." She took a step forwBx you not
think that these clothes are attractive, Papa? tdys#s are all so - so
old-fashioned. Miss King said so.'



'‘Good for Miss King!" commented Monica delightedbyt Fernando
scowled.

'‘Miss King is not here to instruct you in the managedress, Marla,’
he stated coldly. 'Nor, might | add, do | appro¥ey@u putting on
someone else's clothes, whether for fun or otherinite flicked an
angry look in Susannah's direction. 'In futusenorita you will
restrict your educative powers to the schoolroom!

Monica gave an impatient snort. 'For God's sakmdrelo, let them
be! Why shouldn't Marla choose what she wants tar&vé&he has
very little choice in anything else, heaven knows!

Fernando turned to his wife. 'Please leave thiméo Monica. | will
not have Marla upset unnecessarily.'

‘You're the one who's upsetting her,' retorted Mdashortly.

Fernando's face was grim. '‘Marla was perfectly happtil you
began interfering with things that do not conceon,yMonica. Just
because, from time to time, you feel the need tabe a little more
as her mother should behave, do not presume tk that this gives
you any rights on her behalf! Confine your actestto the things you
do best!"

'‘Why, you - youswine!'Monica's lips were clenched. She seeme
unconscious of Susannah's presence. 'One of tagse dne of these
days—

"You will leave? | know.' Fernando's mouth curvedtemptuously.
'‘However, until that day comes, you will leave Mé&slaffairs to me!"

As Monica replied angrily to his denunciation, Susah wished the
floor would simply open up and swallow her. Thisswarrible! She
didn't want to stand here listening to Fernando d&hdnica

demonstrating the irretrievable breakdown of themrriage. She



didn't want to be involved. She didn't want to taka#es. And yet,
listening to them, it was almost impossible notd so. It was
obvious, it had been obvious since Susannah'safrtivat Marla
cared little for her mother, and if Monica spentigte time with her
daughter what could she expect?

But Fernando soon called a halt to their argunidat.at least, was
conscious of the effect it might have on Marla BHysand with
another flick of his crop against his boot, he said

'‘Put on your own clothes, Marla. | am on my waythe cortijo. |
thought you might like to come with me.’

Marla was galvanized into action. 'Oh, yes, Pagbe 'exclaimed, her
earlier disappointment at Fernando's reception esf dppearance
forgotten apparently. She quickly thrust off théeafling sweater and
trousers in Susannah's bathroom and emerged ipldée brown
muslin she had been wearing when she came to Satsarmoom. '|
am ready, Papa.’

Fernando cast a ruminative glance at the two woanerthen with a
slight, almost imperceptible shrug of his shouldezsndicated that
Marla should precede him out of the room.

After he had gone, Susannah didn't know what to Saghe began
gathering the strewn garments together, foldingnti@o neat piles.
Monica watched for a few minutes and then she said:

‘Well? Aren't you going to say anything?'

Susannah fastened the zip on a pair of jeanss@&mra.lt's nothing
to do with me.'

'Oh, don't give me that! You know perfectly welattyou've formed
opinions, just like anyone else. What do you thofkmy charming



husband here? Do you think he's changed from yonception of
him in England?’

Susannabh felt the hot colour burning in her che®ih.- what?' she
stammered.

'l asked whether you thought Fernando was diffehemée than in
England.’

Susannah hugged the sweater she had been foldueg. tblow - how
do you know | - knew your husband in England?'fsitered.

Monica stubbed out her cigarette in a nearby aglatna lit another.
‘How do you think?' she exclaimed irritably. 'Lutodd me.'

'Lu - oh!" Susannah felt weak at the knees. 'Senora Cas&m!’
murmured with relief.

Monica looked up from her cigarette, her eyes weedb 'Sure, Lucie
told me. She'd have told me anything to preventrora employing
you.'

Susannah turned away so that Monica should ndi@eener hands
were trembling. 'What did - Senora Castana say?asked, hoping
she was displaying a mild interest.

Monica sniffed. 'Oh, just that Fernando had taken gnd their boy
out one day. To the zoo, wasn't it?'

‘Yes, that's right.' Susannah pushed sweatersidtawer.
‘Yeah! Well, anyway, what did you think of him?'
'Who?'

'Fernando, of course.'



'Oh!" Susannah made a helpless movement of heddgreu'l- |
thought he was - very nice.'

Monica wrinkled her nose. '‘Nice? That's hardly adual have used

to describe my husband, but never mind. You realigappose, that

part of Lucie's maliciousness is due to the faat #he always had a
hankering for him herself?"

Susannah forced a faint smile. 'Did she?"

‘Yes.' Monica looked down at the glowing tip of luégarette. 'He
might have married her, too, if | hadn't happerned@'

Susannah wished she would go. She had no desireatoMonica

reminiscing about her early association with Fedoarin fact, she

didn't want to talk about Fernando at all. She ggahnsurreptitiously
at her watch, but Monica saw her and rose from e/sbe had been
lounging on the edge of the dressing table.

'‘Okay,' she said amiably, her ill temper banishett Wernando's
departure, 'I'm going. | guess | can't expect yowrnderstand the
complexities of our relationship. If you knew théaele story, you'd
probably be shocked out of your tiny mind." Shengeid. 'Oh, don't
look so worried. Between us, we'll have Marla befmgike any

other kid before long, you'll see.’

Susannah closed the door behind her and leaned dggmikst it
wearily. What an exhausting period it had been! féhhlecompletely
enervated, and she sank down weakly on to her iachwdepressing
feeling of defeat.

No matter what Monica might say, Susannah was begyrto doubt
that it was possible to achieve any lasting sucaess couple of
weeks with Marla. But of course, Monica was progadill unaware
of the limited terms of Susannah's employment.tBbeght she was
staying indefinitely, it appeared, and had no dalditided that the



installation of the English governess had beeneagd with the
minimum amount of effort. And if that were so, wingdn't Fernando
disabused her? Monica had said she had seen harelsfeking out
the two girls. Was their relationship such thaytivere never civil to
one another?

Susannah lay back, raising her arm to shade her dywl what did
she think, now that Monica had returned? Their @aion was far
worse than Fernando's occasional bouts of bitterhad led her to
believe, and she wondered what part Max Rosenhbaigplayed in
the deterioration of their relationship. How longdhMonica known
him? How long had she behaved with this completk & respect
for either her husband or her family?

Susannah's mind probed the endless possibilitiesle wher
sensibilities revolted against remaining in sudioasehold. If their
marriage was so abhorrent to both of them, why'titiey end it?
Surely that would be the kindest thing to do forrlda sake. But she
could answer her own question. Fernando, at lees$, a Roman
Catholic. His church did not recognize divorce. f8p as he was
concerned, the vows he had made were totally bindin

A pain like a knife twisted in her stomach at tfaalization. For him
there was no escape. She wondered whether thingedie herself
and Fernando would have been different if he hadaed about his
religion. Or was she deluding herself about hidirige for her?
Certainly since she came here he had regarded itlerless than
contempt.

She shook her head. There was so much she didi®tstand, could

only guess at. Never, in any circumstances, wduidhsve imagined

Monica to be the kind of woman to attract Fernarfsloe was so

coarse, so hard, so completely different from I8hre was attractive,
it was true, but she was also at least ten yedes tthan he was, and
must have been in her thirties when they married.



Susannah dragged herself up off the bed and bagangothe rest of
her clothes away. There was no point in tryingital fanswers to
guestions that should not even concern her. Perslagsought to
consider leaving immediately. Now that Monica wasle there was
bound to be more problems, and she no longerdah@ugh she had
the strength to face them.

The following morning, Monica came to the studioillBusannah
was giving Marla her morning lessons.

‘You didn't join us for dinner yesterday eveninghje remarked,
addressing herself to Susannah in her usual pomagd

Susannah looked up from an English grammar andnfedw'l beg
your pardonsenora?’

Monica grimaced. 'l said - you didn't join us fanmer yesterday
evening, Miss King.'

Susannah put down her pen. 'Senora.’

'‘Why? Because I'm home? Or because you've had kradugating
dinner with my husband and his old dragon of art&dun

Susannah glanced meaningfully at Marla, but Monssemed
unperturbed, lighting one of the long American ogges she
favoured.

'l take all my meals in my roomenorg said Susannah at last.

'In your room?' Monica's head jerked up. 'You meaklirthese past
days you've been eating in your room?"'

'Yes,senora."



'‘My God!" Monica raised her eyes heavenward. 'Mybamd's
dictate, | suppose.’

'l don't know,senora.The housekeeper said—'

'Oh, Senora Gomez.' Monica nodded. 'She receivemsieuctions
from Dona Amalia, of course.'

'It really doesn't mattesenora—

'l disagree.' Monica tapped her foot impatientlymatters to me. A
governess is very often treated as a member ofaimdy. If the
children are young - well, then the governess sonest takes her
meals with them in the nursery. But when the clsildf Marla's age
and takes her meals with her parents then the gessishould do the
same.'

'l really don't think—"

Monica silenced her with an imperative stare. ttuffe, Miss King,
you will take your meals with the family, do youderstand?'

'Is that an ordeisenora?asked Susannah, with a sigh.
'It is my wish, Miss King.'

Susannah bent her head. 'Very well.’

‘Good.’

After Monica had gone, it was extremely difficutirfSusannah to
resume her concentration, and Marla looked atyrapathetically.

'‘Mama wishes to oppose Papa in all things, MissgKishe said,
showing an amazing amount of perception. 'So itwith the



schooling. If Papa had wanted a governess for naep&would have
found the convent infinitely more appealing.'

Susannah frowned. 'And you accept this, Marla?'

The girl sighed, doodling absently on the pad amfrof her. 'Most of
the time there is only Papa,' she replied quidtama is away a lot.'

Susannah shook her head. 'Do you talk to your fadbeut your
mother?'

Marla looked up. 'Oh, no, Papa would never perimét.t But |
understand things are not easy for him.'

Susannah was astounded. For a girl of her ageaMa$ startlingly
adult. She had already had evidence of the intdliebind the dark
eyes so disturbingly like her father's. Had shenbeeng about her
all along? Had she unconsciously taken Monica'sdoiaopinion as
her own? And what could Monica really know about daughter

anyway?

Susannabh flicked over the pages of the English gramThere were
changes needed here, she must not lose sighttoMhda was left
too long in the company of her aunt - she was altblitte freedom.
But Marla herself was not suffering as Susannahdrae thought
she must be suffering. On the contrary, Susannahdfdherself
wondering ironically whether in fact Marla was mobre contented
in her way than the whole of the rest of them pgether.

At noon they took chocolate with Amalia d'Alvarezwsual. As soon
as the maid who had brought the tray of chocolatedeparted and
Marla was engrossed in pouring it out, the old wornharned to
Susannah and said:

'l suppose you will be leaving us soon naenorita,'in satisfied
tones,



Susannah forced herself to meet the cold, glitiegiaze of the other
woman. 'l expect | shall,' she conceded quietly,

'When? Tomorrow? The day after?’
Susannah gasped. 'Perhaps in a westhora.'

A week!" Dona Amalia snapped her finger. 'But | erstood you to
say that my nephew had agreed to your staying umil wife
returned. As Senora d'Alvarez has returned...'sphead her hands.

Susannah took the cup of chocolate Marla handédrtand thanked
her, playing for time. Trying to maintain a compiesishe was far
from feeling, she said: 'Don - Don Fernando haseibte a trial
period,senora—

'A trial period,senorital Dona Amalia frowned. 'l have heard nothin
of this.'

Marla seated herself beside her aunt on the coMiss King is to
join us for meals, too, Tia Amalia,’ she said duiet

Dona Amalia's fingers shook as she replaced hemcipsaucer, 'At
whose instigation, Marla? Hers - or your mother's?'

Susannah flushed brilliantly. 'l have no wish tenjgour table,
senora—she was protesting, when Marla went on:

'‘Mama says that in England a governess is treatacheember of the
family, Tia Amalia. Could we not do that also?"

Her aunt plucked impatiently at the several strioiggearls about her
gnarled throat. 'This is not England, Marla. Wendd wish to adopt
English ways.'

'‘Mama is English, Tia Amalia.'



"Your mother is Americamina,' retorted Dona Amalia dryly. ‘And
you would be as well to forget it.'

The situation was not improved at lunch time whesnMa d'Alvarez
joined them in the small dining-room which openédtze main hall.
It was a beautiful room, as were all the roomdacasa with walls

hung with turquoise silk and an ivory white tabledachairs. Long
curtains of green silk hung at the windows, while moulded ceiling
was covered with an exquisite mural of the armdhef Alvarez

family.

But Susannah was given little opportunity to adntine artistic
abilities of its creator. She was much too awarth@fintagonism that
existed between Monica and the elder Senora d'@éayawhich
thickened the atmosphere around them with the Wdigi of
cigarette smoke. Fernando, of course, was not ateh@and as
Monica addressed almost all her remarks to Susashalwas forced
into a position more difficult than before. Nevedthesiestaperiod
beckoned so appealingly, and when the meal wasstveescaped to
her room with heartfelt relief.

Later in the day, she and Marla went driving wigdR. At Marla's
suggestion, they took the road into the hills andaBnah saw the
cortijo where Fernando had taken his daughter the dayebefo

‘They are sort of farmsteads,’ explained Marla, Sasannah
exclaimed at the isolation of it all. 'Several faes share a communal
livelihood, relying on one another for almost evbiyg.'

The particularcortijo that Marla had indicated was set on a terra
which seemed to have been hewn out of the rockg fafcthe
mountain itself. There was little room for cultivat and a few goats
straggled up the hillside and turned to stare asstbek cream car
drove by on the rugged road.



'‘Does - does your father own this land?' Susanskada unable to
hide her curiosity.

Marla smiled. 'He did. But no longer. My father say man should
own himself.'

Susannah felt a lump in her throat. 'He's rightafrse.’

‘My father is usually right, Miss King,' replied Ma with touching
sincerity.

Susannah hesitated a long time over choosing whegar for dinner
that evening. Some of her clothes were still inlgnd, in a trunk at
Margaret French's house, and most of the thinghati®drought with
her were for day wear. At any other time, she womtd have
troubled, but this evening she particularly warttetbok her best.

She eventually chose a plain gown of black silkggr The neckline
was high at the back and low at the front, dippiaghe hollow
between her breasts, and the sleeves were longuindalmost
mediaeval in appearance. She brushed her hair iurgfilone and
secured it with a black net threaded with goldrenriape of her neck.

She knew, when she was ready, that she had sefdeweri looked
more attractive, and the knowledge inspired a cerganount of
confidence inside her. Although, since coming teaiidad, she had
lost some weight, and although there were shadaw&pcheeks, the
skin that was drawn a little tighter across hereomas lightly tanned
to a honey colour, and there was something haugptuigtful about
her dark-fringed eyes.

She had not considered what she would do once abeeady and
was unutterably relieved when Marla arrived at Heor a few
moments later, The girl surveyed her appearanca&iagiy and then
said:



'I've come to show you the way to tealon Miss King, Come with
me.

Susannah smiled.'Thank goodness, | had no ideaewbepo.'

Marla smiled. 'Thecasais not so difficult to explore. But | agree,
there are many rooms that are seldom used. khsuae. But tonight

we are to dine in the main dinirgsglon.You will see. It is much more

impressive than the smaller one we used this afterh

As Susannah could scarcely imagine anything mopeassive than
that silk-lined room she made no reply to this, hastead
complimented Marla on her choice of dress.

Marla looked down at the long-skirted sprigged aotkhe had
chosen and sighed. 'My mother brought me this fEgland last
year,' she confided. 'lt is not Papa's favouritemgdout | thought that
you might think it suited me.'

Susannah nodded. 'It does. You look very nice.'

'So do you.' Marla glanced sideways at her aswadled along the
lower corridor. '"You always do." She paused, amhtil wish my
mother was more like you, Miss King. Then perhaggaPwould fall
in love with her and we could all live happily talger.'

Susannah stared at her young charge in horror. “Wihy do you say
such a thing?' she demanded in a strangled tonéidmlia seemed
totally unconcerned.

'Because it is trueshe replied in a low voice. 'My father likes ydu,
know he does. And | like you, too.'

Susannah's throat felt constricted. 'l - | thinki'ye imagining things,
Marla. Your - your father wants me to leave.'



Marla shrugged. 'That is because he wants medndthe convent. It
has nothing to do with you personally.'

'How can you say that?"

Marla shook her head. 'lt's true. Yesterday aftennowhen he took
me to see Juan and Carlos and Anna - you were seghposome,
too.'

' was?'

'‘But of course. That was why he came looking farBig then my
mother was there, and | was wearing your clothed, Rapa was
angry -- very angry.'

'He had no need to be.'

Marla spread her hands. 'Papa buys my clothess kery generous.
But Tia Amalia chooses them. It is not his fault tifey are
old-fashioned. | hurt him very much by saying ttiegty were.'

Susannah absorbed this in silence. It sounded nabko But then
everything Fernando said sounded reasonable. Egesufggestion
that they should spend his last week-end together .,

Marla took her to thesalon where Fernando and his aunt wer
waiting. There was no sign as yet of Monica, bunk&edo looked
stern and unapproachable in a black dinner jagkgiharrow-fitting
trousers. A mass of lace frothed over the satiegd{ his lapels, and
his hair had been combed smoothly against his hidadlooked
devastatingly attractive and Susannah felt heresestirring in spite
of herself as his brooding gaze moved over her wihberate
slowness!

Amalia d'Alvarez was small and elegant in blacle|dmut she looked
with distaste at Marla's white flowered dress.



'What is this,nina?' she exclaimed in disgust. 'Why are you nc
wearing the bronze linen Sophia had laid out fardo

Before Marla could say anything however, Fernandenered his
aunt. 'Leave the child alone, Amalia,’ he commangaeétly. "The
dress was bought by her mother. | think she loo&strattractive.'

Even Marla could not hide her surprise at this, ianes obvious that
Amalia was not used to being spoken to in such @nea Susannah
sensed her anger that Fernando should have choseprove her in
front of someone she regarded as a mere servahtpaa moment
she expected Amalia to leave. But instead, thewsdthan moved
away to sit on a couch and Fernando turned histaiteto Susannah
herself.

'‘May | offer you a drinksenorit&?' he asked, showing neither rag
nor pleasure at her presence. 'What would you it'efe

Susannah avoided his gaze and looked past hineteattinet which

stood wide revealing a comprehensive array of é®@nd glasses.
'‘Perhaps - sherry?' she ventured at last, and headdis head and
went to pour the drink for her.

Dragging her gaze from his broad back, Susannaedoan interest
in her surroundings. She had never been in thiw floefore, and like
the other apartments it was much larger than a rocany ordinary
house. The walls again were silk-lined, this timairather delicate
shade of coral, with a filigree of wrought iron ypiding an unusual
embellishment at intervals. The furniture was a glementary
blending of ancient and modern, while an exquisilusson carpet
spread across the central area.

Her eyes returned to Fernando and watching him peursherry
brought back vivid memories of that other occasabrihe cottage
when he had looked so strangely at her becaudeashasked for the



same drink. Was that one of the occasions when dtk deen
convinced that she knew of his life here in Alvad® Had he
imagined she had asked for sherry to taunt him i wine
produced by his own vineyards?

Fernando returned and handed her the glass hdlledd $usannah's
eyes lifted no higher than its delicate stem whiels on a level with
the black cummerbund he wore around his waist.

‘Thank you,' she said, taking the glass with goaaé so that their
fingers should not touch.

Fernando stood looking down at her bent head feersé seconds
and then with a swift indrawing of breath he turreedgay. It was
difficult after that for Susannah to behave as gfomothing had
happened. Her pulses were pounding so loudly shegtit they must
be audible, and a weakness had invaded her knekatshe swayed
slightly. She took a hasty sip of her wine in afoetfto calm herself
and encountered the cold, calculating gaze of AardiAlvarez.

The old woman was watching her closely, there veasistake about
that, and with an awful sense of foreboding Suslanmandered

whether she had intercepted that momentary lapgewrando's part.
Or was she imagining things? Never on any occasime she came
to the Casa d'Alvarez had Fernando given her reassmppose that
the feelings he had expressed for her in Englalheéxsted. And just

because, for one fleeting moment, she had sensedaan softening

in him, brought on no doubt by his genuine affectar his daughter,
she should not pretend that he was drawn to her.

Monica's appearance provided a welcome distractioher orange
chiffon gown, generously splashed with sequins,vghe as gaudily
plumed as a parrot among blackbirds. She seemat/tohcaring of
Amaliad'Alvarez' disdainful stare, however, andleé way the old
woman drew her skirts about her as though to agordamination.



She came confidently into the room smoking one ef long
American cigarettes without which she was seldoensand said:
Tour me a brandy and soda, will you, Fernandop#énehed.’

Fernando gave a slight nod of acquiescence anddddewked round
at the three female members of the group. Her @&ygisted on Marla
in her cotton dress and she smiled.

‘Darling! How pretty you look!" she declared warmlgn't that the
dress | bought you?'

Marla nodded. 'Yes, Mama.'

Monica went towards her daughter and walked alhdoler, finally
tugging at the single braid Marla always woreit'livasn't for this,’
she remarked, 'you'd look almost American, wouldhie, Miss
King?' And her gaze flicked up to Susannah.

Susannah herself had been quite content to remée ibackground.
She had no desire for Monica to stage a repeabnpeaince of her
luncheon tactics when she had used Susannah thisgg she could
otherwise not have said.

But now she moved her shoulders in a casual gestunéifference.
'l expect it's cooler for Marla to wear her hairarplait,’ she said
cautiously.

Monica made a grimace. 'Maybe so. But hell, on@wile it would
be nice to see it blowing free.' She turned awayhasgh bored with
the conversation and found her husband behind hirher brandy
and soda.

She took the glass without thanks and swallowetitsatontents at a
gulp, wiping her mouth with the back of her hancrfando's
expression remained impassive as he went to ingdnether his aunt



required another drink and then, when she refusediook up a
position next to Marla.

Monica finished her drink and waved her glass fmther! ‘Isn't this
nice?' she observed dryly, as Fernando moved tbeyehe second
drink. 'Everyone's having a wonderful time!'

Fernando came back with the full glass. 'l shodtaudvise you to
drink too many of those before dinner, Monica," d@mmented
quietly. "You don't want to - be ill, do you?'

The words, though spoken in a low tone, were dilfiraudible in
the quiet room, and Susannah thought they held anmgful
warning. But Monica merely gave her husband a $absmile and
said:

'l can hold my liquor, Fernando. | don't need arytmwatch out for
me. Least of all you!" She deliberately raisedglass and drank half
its contents, her eyes holding his all the whifeu see? It's too late
for you to make any effort to change things now.'

Susannah half turned away, staring blindly out s&tbe patio. She
was washing herself anywhere but here, when Mamgean chose to
drag her into the conversation.

‘Tell me what you used to do for entertainment ondlon, Miss
King,' she demanded, cradling her glass betweefifgars. 'l expect
you had lots of boy-friends, didn't you—"

'l do not think Senorita King's affairs are anythito do with you,
Monica,' snapped Fernando before Susannah coulansalying.

'‘Oh, take no notice of my stuffy husband,” drawlelbnica,
dismissing his protest with a wave of her hand. thiy not be
interested, but | am. I'd like to know how the aggr girl-about-town
survives these days.'



'I'd hardly call myself the average girl-about-towaplied Susannah
awkwardly.

'‘Why? Didn't you like going out?"

Susannah sighed. 'Well - yes. But | liked stayingon," She shook
her head. 'You're really talking to the wrong pardowas a terrible
bore, I'm afraid.’

Monica raised her narrow plucked eyebrows. 'l wotilsly that,' she
commented, surveying the other girl critically.

'‘Monica, must we persist with this ridiculous dission?' Fernando's
mouth was drawn into a thin line. 'You are embairag Senorita
King. Can you not see that?'

Monica shrugged. 'Why? | haven't asked for anymate details,
have 1?' She turned back to Susannah. 'Am | enmdmn@ you,
honey?'

Susannah looked uncomfortably towards Marla. $upgpose not.’

"There you are!" Monica cast a mocking glance atlasband. 'You
see, English girls are not like your subdued Spawismen. They're
not afraid of leaving their families, getting fiaiGtheir own, training
for careers! They enjoy their independence. Justveent Marla to
do.'

'‘We will leave Marla out of this," stated Fernammtminously, but
Monica ignored him.

'"You'd like the chance to go to university in Emglawouldn't you,

darling?' she asked her daughter, touching her Idéiou
affectionately. "You don't really enjoy sittingtksing to Tia Amalia's
monotonous tales of when she was a girl, do you?'



‘That is enough, Monica!" Fernando sounded coldhots. 'If you
refuse to behave with respect for your elders,dgsst you take
dinner in your room!'

Monica's eyes widened. 'Who the hell do you thiok'se talking to?'
she demanded shrilly. 'Just because the peasantsidnere treat you
like God, don't expect me to worship at the shtine!

'‘No haga un escandaldvionica,’ he ground out savagely, but sh
merely laughed.

‘Speak English, darling. Don't you want Miss Kingunderstand the
charming things you say to me when we are alonetieg?’

Susannah didn't know where to look, and it was withhense relief
that she saw the maid, Marla, appear in the dootvaypnounce that
dinner was served.

The" meal, a cold soup callegazpacho, tortillasfilled with a
tempting mixture of mushrooms and ham, and chidgmead on a
bed of fried rice, was delicious, but Susannahaowoi do justice to
it. She had eaten rather sparingly ever since singecto live in
Fernando's house, but at least she had been aiahe, quiet of her
room, and able to relax away from prying eyes. e, conscious of
the intense atmosphere, aware of the undercurftenisig about her,
she found it impossible to do more than pick atfbed, and she was
glad when the dessert stage was reached and sldetaloe her time
peeling a peach.

Coffee was served in th&alon,and Susannah drank hers quickly
almost burning her mouth, and then asked to besextuMonica
raised her eyebrows again at this request, and said

‘Must you rush away, Miss King? | was hoping we migontinue
our conversation about London. | know it well, dmal sure we could
find a lot to talk about.'



' - I'm really rather tired—' began Susannah, st@kiner head
apologetically.

‘Surely not.' Monica was mocking. 'l think you'feagd, Miss King.
Afraid that my husband and | may embarrass younagai

'‘Sagrada MadreMonica, can't you leave the girl alone?' exclalme
Fernando savagely. 'Let her go to bed if she want® so.'

'‘Really, | - | am tired," stammered Susannah unoadwbly, but
Monica wouldn't let it go.

'‘My husband doesn't understand that | find the eosation of
himself and his aunt boring in the extreme!' shelated spitefully,
‘and you're my only hope of salvation from an exel boring
evening!'

Susannah caught her lower lip between her teelibase - excuse
me," she insisted, and Monica pressed out hershatked cigarette
with an exclamation of annoyance.

'‘What's the point of bringing someone fresh intas tighastly
household if that someone refuses to mix with esadlg?' she asked,
of no one in particular. 'God! Am | not sick ofgiplace!

Susannah moved towards the door, but Monica sawrtedirected
her malice towards her now.

‘Yes, go!' she sneered. 'Close your ears to oile ltontretemps.
Refuse to face facts like everyone else in thismoo

Fernando, who had been standing before the wideess®$, now
took a step forward, his fists clenched in the goglof his jacket.

‘Susannah has said she is tired, Monica!" he statady. 'Is that not
enough for you?'



Monica's lips parted and Susannah saw the mocHkinitigat entered

her eyes. 'Oh!" she taunted. 'So$issannahis it? That's her name.'
She gave Susannah a speculative look. 'And howHarg you been
thinking of her as Susannah, darling?'

Susannah waited to hear no more. She had had encetghernando
find whatever answer suited him best. She didnfttwa@aknow about
it.

She walked quickly along the corridor to the stasee that led up to
her room and ran upstairs on urgent feet. Only wtherdoor of her
room had closed behind her did she begin to femlstbkness that
engulfed her stomach. With a groan, she went imto dathroom,
retching long after it was necessary to do so.

She felt weak when it was over and her body wastwath sweat.
She struggled out of her clothes and took a codimyver, and then
pulled on a navy silk wrapper and cleaned her tedthen she
returned to the bedroom she didn't bother to disvdurtains but
switched out her light and stretched on the bed.

It was very dark outside, the only illumination aogfrom the lamps
hung around the courtyard below. She lay listetinthe sounds of
the insects almost without being aware of doingTdwere was the
interminable scraping of the cicadas in the gardeegond the
cypress trees, there was the faint droning of mitseg as they
danced with death around the lamps below the bglcamd
occasionally the soft swish of wings as a huge niflthg itself
against the panes of her window. She would hawetaip to close
the shutters, but not yet, she hadn't the strength.

What a terrible day it had been! The worst day sbeld ever
remember, except perhaps the day Fernando hdadklefo return to
Spain. But at least then there had been hope - Ineng tvas none.



Why on earth had Fernando married a woman like 164

Monica? Had he loved her all those years ago vea tbat had been
killed by her unfaithfulness? It seemed the onlgveer. And yet it
was difficult to imagine someone as fastidious ash&ndo choosing
a woman who shared no respect for his beliefs. &t e been
different then? He had said that week-end at titagethat his father
had despaired of him. Was that what he had meaati?nd been a
reckless young man, uncaring of the principlesde lived by?

Susannah heaved a sigh. It didn't really matter ndayrnad married
Monica; they were married and that was that. Thenep she
accepted the fact and left the Casa d'Alvarez dtieib Marla might
miss her for a few days, but she would return$sdas at the convent
and Susannah would soon be forgotten.

Exhaustion took its toll on her and eventually slept, but she came
awake with a start to the shadowy darkness of bemrwith the
distinct impression that some sound had wakenedBtieking, she
sat up, and as she did so she saw a shadow movdheeftted
wardrobe at the far side of the room. A cry waltestiin the throat as
the figure realized he had been seen and steppedairshaft of
moonlight.

'‘Fernando!' she breathed in amazement. ‘What aregog here?'



CHAPTER ELEVEN

FERNANDO moved towards the bed. He had shed the dinneefjdek
had been wearing earlier that evening, and hactuback the cuffs
of his frilled dinner shirt. The shirt was opertlag neck, and from the
disordered state of his hair she thought he haot oene time raking
his fingers through it. But it was his expressiohick even in the
moonlight tore at her heart. He looked so straisedyeary, and his
eyes held a tortured anguish.

'l am sorry if | woke you, Susannah,' he said, lovatone. 'l did not
intend to do so.'

'‘But what are you doing in my room, Fernando?' sis&ed,
swallowing convulsively.

He shook his head. 'l do not know. | should asketiykat question.'
‘What do you mean?'

He stopped at the side of the bed, looking dowreatn the gloom. ‘I
could say many things, | suppose - give many excus@sthey

would all be false. | came because—' He broke'lafame because |
hadto. | had to see youneededo see you to keep my sanity!"

Susannah's lips parted. 'Oh, Fernando,' she breatekily. 'What
has happened?’

He came down on his haunches beside the bed, nggidniher cold
hands and enclosing them inside both of his. Thesaid quietly:
'‘Monica and | have had one of our not infrequerttids pequena.
They are nothing unusual, you understand, butdhe was about
you!'

Susannah looked down at his hands holding hers.-"Wimat about
me?'



Fernando sighed, bending his head to move hisfjpsst the skin of
her fingers. 'l could not permit her to say anythagainst you. To
me, you are something apart from this sordid Iffenme. | could not
allow her to defame your character.' His fingeghtiened on hers.

'l wish to God that | had never married her!
Susannah quivered. You - you must have loved her—'

A shudder passed through him. 'It would have bettebfor me if |
had - if | had some decent thing to cling to," hétemed harshly. 'But
| have none. Monica is married to me, and | am asmto blame for
that as she is. More, perhaps.’

'‘What do you mean? | - | don't understand.’

He glanced up at her momentarily and then resumed
contemplation of her hands. 'How could you? | doudxty much
whether anyone, apart from Monica and myself, kniegull story.
He paused. 'l should tell you -1 had a brother—'

‘A brother?"
'Si. His name was Miguel. He was one year older them.|
'l see.' Susannah frowned.

'He was not like me, you understand? He was - h@N Ebay it? -
obedientsi? He did always what my father wanted. Me ..." heveab
his shoulders dismissingly, 'l did not, | preferrag freedom.’

Susannah nodded. She couldn't help but remembédrhehaad told
her at the cottage. Of his distress at his motrdgath and his
subsequent behaviour.



'So," he continued, 'Miguel stayed at home with fatirer and Tia
Amalia. He was content to do so. He was the elder # was
expected that some day he would have charge ofitlegards - of
the company. | was unimportant. | was permittedatend the
university in England, to travel, to choose anyeean wished.' He
shrugged. 'The Alvarez vineyards were thriving. fyher was a
wealthy man.'

'‘But something happened to change things?"

'Si. He sighed heavily. You probably know that the grayhich is
cultivated to produce wine needs a hot, dry climtteeeds to be
picked in the peak of condition when it is neith@ sweet nor too
bitter. The sun creates sugar in the grape, anojeteo sweet cannot
make a fine wine.' He made an impatient gestures. 4 know-ledge
one learns. It is passed down from father to san, & | have said,
the weather is most crucial to succesSixteen years ago there was
very wet season. The grapes were ruined, the croghlsss.
Everyone lost money. But we were not yet facingsher.’

'Disaster?’

'Si, disaster.' Fernando seemed to find it difficulytoon. Then at last
he said: The weather affected everyone. But they &k optimistic

that the following year we would have a record baty

Unfortunately, it was not to be. Not for the vineygof Don Esteban
d'Alvarez. The roots of the vines were attackedabparticularly

virulent disease. There was nothing we could daualioThe vines

had to be torn up and destroyed. New vines werdetteand we
could not afford to pay for them.'

Susannah put one of her hands on his head, smgdtentumbled
hair. She had the terrible feeling that she waardneg all this. That
Fernando could not be here, on his haunches blesrdeed, relating



the circumstances leading up to his marriage toitéorshe felt sure
that if she pinched herself hard enough he wowddpear.

But she could still hear his voice as he went oigtdl was friendly
with a visiting American family in Jerez. Their namwas Turner, and
Monica was their cousin. She was touring Europeagrolonged
vacation. As you know, she likes to paint a litBée found plenty to
interest her in this area. She and Miguel becaraads.’

He paused and she could sense the growing temstami

'When it became clear that the Alvarez vineyardghtnhave to be
sold, my father was desperate. He appealed to Miguedo

something to recover our fortunes. It was knowrn Manica was a
rich woman.' He shook his head. 'All Americanstingi Europe at
that time were rich, were they not?' He strokedwrest. ‘Miguel was
not unwilling, you understand. There was a Spaféshily who

possibly expected him to marry their daughter, raytfather would
rather his son restored the vineyards than keépviaih a family not
much better off than ourselves.’

'So - Miguel married Monica!'

4+ 'No."' Fernando shook his head again. 'Miguel villesdkonly a week
before their wedding.'

Susannah caught her breath. Now she was begirmsegt If Miguel
had died, who but Fernando could save the vinefards

'‘But - but didn't Monica - | mean—' Susannah stuwhldeer the
words. 'You - you married her instead, didn't you?'

Fernando noddedYoumean, of course, did not Monica mind that |
was me and not Miguel?' At her nod, he continudd; she did not
mind. At least, not then. | had been away, as elsard. Monica and



| had never met until | returned home for my brothéuneral. She
was, | suppose - physically attracted to me."

Susannah sensed what it had cost him to admitkeatvas loath to
find any excuses for his behaviour.

'S0 now you can see the ghastly dilemma | was .fdther had
never asked anything of me before. | could notffem.’

'No.' Susannah's voice was quiet.

'‘But of course it didn't work. Oh, we tried to begvith, but it was
useless. Monica and | are simply not suited to amather, but for
Marla's sake we maintain appearances.’

'‘And is that enough?' exclaimed Susannah, aghast.

'‘No." His voice was strangled. 'No, of course ih@ enough. Not
now, at least. Before - before | met you, | did wate. But in
London—' He broke off bitterly. 'It would be betiéwe had never
met.’'

'You - you told Monica about - about us?'

'‘No.' Fernando shook his head vigorously. ‘Nouldmot have borne
her vile satisfaction at the news that | was ndebghan she,' he
muttered.Cristo, Susannah, why did you come here? When | thoug
you had known | was married and had come herertoetot me, |
pretended | hated you. But when, in your innocepoa,declared the
truth, | was desperate for you to leave. | wasidfrafraid that if you
did not go,this might happen!

He raised tormented eyes to hers, searching herféacsome sign
that she still felt the same. The haunting sadiédser eyes, the
vulnerable curve of her pale cheeks, the partethasd of her lips
were too much for him to withstand. With a groamle$pair that was



compounded of his desire to touch her and the asathing it

inspired, his hands encircled her throat beneam#ckline of her
gown, lingering against the silky swathe of haiode about her
shoulders. He drew her towards him and pressdipkito the hollow

between her breasts where her gown had partediodh was

probing, gentle, devastatingly destructive to arfedce she might
try to raise against him. Then he was on the battbéener, and his
mouth was covering hers, gently at first but witlkere increasing
passion. Susannah was pressed back among the lsdileaverings,
and in the scented darkness the weight of his ealy an added
protection against the world outside her room.

‘Susannah, Susannah,' he breathed harshly agerribtdat. 'Forgive
me, but | love you so much...'

Susannah's arms were around his neck, her fingeestangled in his
hair, and a sensuous lethargy was creeping ovdsdsr. Fernando
should not be here, and certainly she should natllbe&/ing him to
kiss her and caress her as he was doing. But tesef the day had
been such that they had weakened her resistamim t@and in those
mindless minutes she had no thought of the possdrieequences to
herself.

But with cruel indifference the intimacy betweeeitihhwas suddenly
shattered. The bedroom was brilliantly illuminateda hand flicked
the switch at the door, and Fernando rolled ongdoack as Monica
came slowly into the room. She was still wearing dnhange chiffon
gown she had worn earlier, and the inevitable efjamwas between
her fingers.

'My God! she muttered disbelievingly, her eyes shiftingnfro
Fernando to Susannah and then back to Fernanduo &gaialia was

right That is the way of it. My God, no wonder yaere so quick to

defend our dear governess this evening. HypocHted dare you

preach at me when all the time—'



'It's not like that—' began Susannah desperatelgjig the neckline
of her gown closely to her. But Fernando was risiog the bed and
he signalled to her to be silent.

He fastened the buttons of his shirt with deliberatowness,
apparently uncaring of the fury on his wife's faeed walked
towards her.

‘Before you begin making accusations, Monica, bggestjwe continue
our confrontation elsewhere—'

'‘Why? Why should we? Do you want to spare your nesst the
sordid details—'

'‘Susannah is not my mistress!' he muttered vigientl
'No? You could have fooled me!
Fernando's mouth twisted. 'Do not be coarse, Mdnica

'Coarse? What's coarse? | walk in here and findntbe who's
supposed to be my husband—

'‘Be silent!'He almost shouted the words. "Who sent you herg? (
yes, you mentioned Amalia. It would be her.’

'‘She's obviously more astute than you had giverteelit for being,'
remarked Monica coldly. 'How long has this beemg@n?'

'It has not been "going on",' retorted Fernandontyti ‘What you
have just seen was the culmination of a situation yourself
contrived to create!'

'‘Don't you think it's a little premature?'



Fernando's eyes flashed. 'Susannah and | have kmsvanother for
almost three months.'

Monica's lips parted. 'You mean, there was somgtimmwhat Lucie
intimated?'

'‘As | have no idea what Lucie Castana might or might have
intimated, | cannot answer your question.’

'‘She said you had shown an exorbitant interestargirl.'

Fernando made an impatient gesture. 'l see. DiclIsbeell you that
she greeted me one morning in a transparent negiigended to
arouse an interest that was never stimulated?"

Monica dropped the end of her cigarette on the tled stamped her
foot on it. 'All right, you don't have to tell méaut Lucie Castana.'
She gave Susannah a brooding look. 'l always thoymi were a
pretty cool individual. It just shows - looks candexeiving.'

Fernando raked a hand through his hair. 'l suggestleave -
Susannah - to spend the rest of the night in pd&aeica. We are all
tired. We might be, tempted to say things we dommean.'

Monica shrugged her shoulders. 'Just tell me sanggtrexactly
what's with you and - and her?'

Fernando heaved a sigh. 'Is that important?'

Monica gaspedl think so. And I'm pretty sure she thinks so, 10o.
is this whole scene intended to humilidMessKing into leaving?'

Fernando clenched his fists. 'Very well, MonickoJMe Susannah. Is
that enough for you?'

'‘Does she love you?'



‘Yes,' Susannah answered abruptly. 'Yes, | love ot | didn't
know he was married when | came here.'

Monica gave her an old-fashioned look. 'Didn't yalf2 mocked.
'No, I didn't. How could | ?'

'l gather my dear - husband - didn't tell you hirhisel

Susannah bent her head. 'No.'

‘Typical" Monica gave a scornful snort. 'Well, Rando? And what
are you going to do about it? Marry the girl?'

Fernando took a step towards his wife and thertaltis jaw taut. 'l
suggest you get out of here, Monica!' he mutteegd| Susannah
thought she had never heard anyone sound mordehneg.

Monica merely grimaced. 'Well?' she taunted. "Wwy'dyou? Marry
her, | mean. Then we could all live happily eveegfcouldn't we?'

Fernando caught her upper arm in a steel-like gripere is a limit,

Monica,' he snarled, 'to what | will take. Do netrpt me to take you
at your word. There might be the small matter spdsing of you

first, and who knows, | might find that very enjtya!’

Although Monica maintained a brave face it was obsihis attitude
had intimidated her at last. 'Don't be a fool, B@do,' she exclaimed,
snatching her arm out of his grasp, moving volulytaowards the

door. 'Okay, okay, I'll go. You don't have to twiasy arm. You don't

even have to come with me. I'm broad-minded!

Before Fernando could make any retaliatory move s gone,
slipping through the door and allowing it to swiagoehind her.



Fernando's shoulders sagged as he looked acr&ssannah, pale
and trembling on the bed. 'What can | say?'he madteiolently. "To
apologize would be to pretend that | would not de same thing
again given the chance, and | know | would." Hesped a hand
wearily to the back of his neck. 'lt seems a pes#leuphemism, but |
have to say | am sorry for - for the unpleasantstleat has just taken
place.’

'Fernando—'

'‘No, please. Do not say anything. | must go. Whows) Amalia
herself may be waiting at the foot of the stairs.’

'‘Fernando, you don't have to...'

'Oh, yes. Oh, yes, Susannah, | do.' He walked tsvie door. '‘Good
night, amada.Try to sleep. Things will look much different ihe
light of morning.’

Susannah hardly slept at all, but towards dawnestien caused her
to lose consciousness for a short period. Evestsowas showered
and dressed before Marla appeared with her breakfasquarter to
eight. The maid showed only mild surprise at thglish governess's
early rising and there was nothing in her mannenddacate that she
knew anything of the events of the night before.

After the maid had left her, Susannah poured heaselip of coffee
and paced about the room drinking it. Her head éebith trying to
find solutions to the problems that had robbeddidrer sleep, and
she determined to leave tleasaas soon as possible. She couldr
stay now, - that much was blatantly obvious, butkihewledge that
in all probability she would never see Fernandaragas tearing her
apart.



But what else could she do? In spite of Monicalbaa behaviour,

and no matter how much she loved Fernando, shd cotispend the
rest of her life in the shadows of his, conscidwa tn all matters of
importance Monica had the right to demand his fimtsideration.

What kind of a life would that be, never at peaw®jer able to bear
his children, never to know the day-to-day expergsnof bringing up

a family. At best it would be a purely selfish aimgament, at worst a
constant humiliation to his daughter.

Susannah arrived at the studio at nine o'clockddesto tell Marla
right away that she would be leaving, but thegab not there. After
waiting around for fifteen minutes, there was stdl sign of her and
Susannah went down, not without some misgivingsth&® room
where they usually took morning chocolate with Aiamal'Alvarez.
Marla was not there either, but Dona Amalia wasl, stme looked up
without surprise when Susannah entered the room.

'‘Ah, Senorita King,' she observed with satisfactidrihought you
would come here. Are you looking for Marla?'

Susannah was loath to discuss her affairs with fAntbAlvarez, but
she had no choice other than to tell her that Maald not turned up
for her lessons.

‘Marla will not be having any more lessons with ysenoritg' said
Dona Amalia, putting aside the cloth she had beemasaticulously
sewing. 'She is returning to the convent.'

'‘Returning to the convent?' Susannah felt a dissrase of shock.
'‘When?'

'l do not think that need concern yaenorita It is my nephew's
decision.’

Susannah drew an unsteady breath. 'l see.’



Dona Amalia looked at her steadily. '"You know whkp, you not,
senorite'

The hot colour burned in Susannah's cheeks. donlt know what
you meansenora—"'

'l think you do,senorita.You surely realized you could not remair
here after - after everything that has happened.’

Susannah wondered with a sinking heart how muclolthevoman
actually knew and how much she had guessed. lincasiceivable
that Fernando should have discussed his affairt Wwer, and
similarly Monica was hardly likely to confide in harch-enemy.
Even so, it was disconcerting to find that onelsqeal affairs could
become common knowledge without any apparent effort

'‘As - as a matter of facdenora,'she managed at last. 'l wanted to se
Marla for that very reason - to tell her | was |eayvi

Dona Amalia could not hide her delight at this nelwam sure her
father will already have informed her of his demmsisenorita.

Susannah's throat was dry. 'Yes. Maybe." She btemigd her
shoulders. 'Is - Don Fernando in his stugBnora?'

'‘My nephew is not in theasa, senoritalHe will not be back until this
evening.'

That was a blow. She had somehow imagined thaytofiall days
Fernando would make himself available. If, as DAnalia had said,
he expected her to leave, surely he did not eXpercto go without
seeing him? Or did he? Wouldn't that perhaps bé&ititest way?

Now she moved her shoulders in a confused gestuwrés Senora
d'Alvarez available, then? Senora Monica d'Alvateat is?'



'l have no knowledge of Senora d'Alvarez’ movemesgsoritg'
retorted Dona Amalia coldly. 'Why do you wish t@ $ey nephew or
his wife?'

'l feel | should offer my resignation to my employesenora—'

Dona Amalia's relief was evident. 'Is that all? Mgd Senorita King,
| can offer your apologies to my nephew and higwifindeed such
apologies are necessary.'

Susannah looked at the old woman unhappily. Shetditogether
trust her. She had only her word that Fernandoded to dismiss
her. Surely she ought to insist upon seeing hirmoredtaving. Dona
Amalia seemed overly keen to get her away fronctsa.

'l really think—' she was beginning, when a shadtaskened the
doorway and glancing round Susannah found Monitandéher.

Well, well, well!' remarked the American woman moaly, ‘what is
going on here? Where's Marla? Isn't she havingesspns today?'

Dona Amalia looked furious. 'Senorita King and Irevdhaving a
private conversation, Monica. | should be gratdfybu would leave
us to finish it.'

Monica ignored her, touching Susannah's shouldgeratively.
‘Well?' she said. 'Where is Marla?'

Susannah sighed. 'l understand Marla is returrarthe convent for
lessons—

'Really?' Monica put a cigarette between her I\Who says so?'

'‘Monica, please!' Dona Amalia rose from her seat.



1 want to know on whose authority Marla is retumio the convent.
Fernando's?’

'Of course it is my nephew's wish," declared Domaaka coldly.
‘Senorita King is leaving. That is her decisiort, mine.'

‘You're leaving?' Monica stared at Susannah in aysrtYou can't
be!'

Susannah was flabbergasted. That Monica should learib stay on
after the scene last night was incredible.

'I'm afraid | must,' she said quietly.
Monica compressed her lips angrily. 'For God's sala can't!

‘Leave thesenoritaalone, Monica.' That was Dona Amaliii. 'There i
nothing for her here.'

'l disagree.' Monica's face was grim. '‘SenoritagKis in love with
your nephew. Did you know that?"'

Dona Amalia clenched her small hands. 'l do natklsiuch matters
warrant discussion, Monica—'

'‘Why? Why not? What if | told you that Fernando wagove with
her, too?"

‘Monica' Dona Amalia was pale.

‘Well, it's true." Monica flung herself into an aiinair, one leg draped
ungracefully over its arm. 'My God, just when | wasginning to
think there might be a small chance—' She raised dwes
heavenward. 'Is there no justice?'



Dona Amalia's face looked pinched. 'l wish you wibldave us,
Monica. There is no point in embarrassing Senoiitag
unnecessarily. What you are suggesting is impassibt you know
it. You will please to go!

'Oh, yes. That's what you'd like, isn't it? Hide facts at all costs!
Don't let anything mar the image of the unsulliddatez family!"

‘Monica, | beg of you—'

You? Begging me? Oh, Amalia, really! Don't you knthat you and
| passed the point of appeal many years ago whefingd discovered
about Max—'

'l - | feel faint." Dona Amalia swayed realisticatiynd judging from
her pallor Susannah thought it more than likelyt 8t meant what
she said.

Without waiting for Monica to retaliate she hurriéorward and
lowered the old lady back into her seat, lookingvdaat her with
concerned eyes.

'Can | get you anythingenora?she asked. 'A drink perhaps?'

Dona Amalia fanned herself with her handkerchief. ' - a little
Vichy water, perhaps,' she faltered, but Monicasgrto her feet and
said:

‘Can't you see she's putting it on? She's afraidlyearn something
that hitherto has been kept a family secret.'

Susannah looked from the adg@norato the younger woman at her
side. 'Then perhaps if it is such a secret | ounghtto be told,' she
suggested quietly.



Monica's lips twisted. 'Really? Not even if | tojdu that there is
absolutely no reason why Fernando shouldn't maapy



CHAPTER TWELVE

SUSANNAH propelled Toni's pushchair through the park, paysi
when the little girl caught sight of the ducks ohe tpond.

'‘Quack-quacks!" announced Toni, in her babyishérebid Susannah
smiled and knelt down beside her, pointing out dgreceful swans
who maintained an aloof distance between themsedwes their

impetuous cousins.

And while Toni was distracted, Susannah sat crieggged on the
grass, her chin cupped on her hands, wonderinghehethe had
made the right decision in accepting the post afliSh mistress at
the nearby comprehensive school in Kennington.

It was almost two months since she had returnewh fspain, two
months since that dreadful morning when Monica hatle her
startling announcement.

To begin with, it had been very hard, a serieded@ess nights and
tortured days when she had brooded over the tiWlaysca had told
her. But gradually things were falling into persjpex and she no
longer blamed Fernando entirely for what she hacedbrough. This
post, which just happened to be at the school wihdsegaret's
husband, Peter, worked, had unexpectedly beconantaand they
had both urged her to take it and remain with tfamthe time being.

They had been marvellously kind, Susannah acknaelddwith a
warming sense of gratitude. They had not asked aflawkward
guestions, or encouraged her to get another jabsln@ had shown
herself ready for it, and gradually, in her owndirBusannah had told
them the whole story. In fact, in spite of her arantipathy towards
Fernando, it had been Margaret who had arguedustigigation of
his actions, and through her Susannah was leataitige with the
truth.



But on that morning two months ago, when Monica blagted out
the facts about her and Fernando's marriage, ishathed the final
humiliation. The situation itself was not so uncoamnMonica had
been married before. She had thought her firstdnsldead when
she married Fernando, but he had turned up soree ylears later.

Looking at it now, Susannah could see more cletréy terrible

dilemma which faced Fernando then. Married to a aoime did not
love, and given the opportunity to be a free agaain, any other
man might have been excused for taking the easy audy But

Fernando had not done that. In his happiness |l&aappiness and
humiliation for someone else - his daughter, Marla.

Monica had explained that she had been only a ¢eenehen she had
married a Jewish boy in New York in the early daythe war in
Europe. But soon after their marriage, her husbaad become
concerned for his family in Poland and againshetlappeals had left
for his homeland. That had been the last she haddhaf him for
almost twenty years. She had imagined him beatél@ad, possibly
a victim of the concentration camps that had sprupgall over
Germany. In fact, he had been imprisoned, but heogo alive
without family, home or money. When he had evehjyusdved up
enough to go back to America it had been to firelviife married
again and living in Spain. That man, of course, Mas Rosenberg,
and Monica's statement had explained Fernandasg&rbehaviour
of the night before. He had not intended that sloilsl learn the truth
- for his family's sake he was prepared to liveea |

Toni was getting restless, and Susannah got tiebeand pushed the
chair on through the park. It was a beautiful afb@n in late summer,
but already there was a nip rfi the air and thgdsaon the trees were
turning to gold. It would be autumn soon, the tneesld be bare, and
there would be no more walks in the park. She whalde charge of a
class of almost forty children from vastly diffetdromes and walks
of life.



When she arrived back at the house, Margaret miahttbe hall in
something of a fluster.

'Oh, Susannah!' she exclaimed, 'thank heavensyoome!'

Susannah looked past her down the hall but co@dhething amiss.
Frowning, she lifted Toni out of her pushchair aadd: 'What is it?
What's wrong?'

Margaret made a silencing movement with her handsSasannah
looked even more confused. 'There - there's a viftoyou,' she
whispered. 'l think it's your Fernando."'

'‘What?' Susannah's legs almost gave way. 'Youtrsanmus.'

' am. I'm sure it's him. A Senor d'Alvarez, is tthght?' And at
Susannah's nod, she added: 'He's quite a dishhesh'No wonder
you went a little crazy about him." Then she realiSusannah was
beginning to look pale, and said quickly: 'I'm sofim only trying to
relieve the tension. He's paced up and down mgdivroom carpet
until I'm sure he's worn a hole in it!'

Susannah supported herself against the door j@ubwhat does he
want?' she breathed in a low voice, her eyes wadedssturbed.

‘To see you, Susannah!" said a deep voice fronopleeed door of
Margaret's living-room. 'lf Mrs. French will permiye can talk in
here.’

Margaret made a deprecative gesture. 'Oh - oh,Gesahead!" she
murmured uneasily. 'l - er - I'll be in the kitchgiming Toni her tea,
Sue, if you want me.'

Susannah shed the navy parka she had worn oveawgslacks, and
pulling down the cream sweater she was wearing thigim walked



past Fernando into the living- room. She was asausras a cat and
refused his suggestion that she should sit down.

'‘Why are you here, Fernando?' she asked, with@atnmiole. 'If you
have any ideas about taking up where you left off—'

Fernando's face grew strained. Indeed he lookee tmed than she
had ever seen him and she could not be sure, buhshght he had
lost weight.

‘You have a right to say that, of course, Susahhahsaid, quietly,
'but that is not why | am here.'

'l can't think what we have to say to one anotleclared Susannah,
her voice annoyingly unstead§As far as I'm concerned, it's all
over—'

'Susannah! Susannah, hear me out! You walked out on m
remember? You did hot even wait to see me - to Wwbat | had to
say! If has taken me almost two months to trace wod now you
refuse to listen to me.’

'‘What is there to say?' exclaimed Susannah, twishiar hands
together. '"Your - wife - made everything abundaolbar.'

'l know she did. But | would have hoped - after whad been
between us—

'‘What had been between us? Just lies, lies and lresfe
His fists clenched at his sides. 'Is that what ook ?"

'It's what | know. You've never taken me into yoanfidence over -
over anything.'



‘Susannah, Susannah! How could I tell you aboutitééhFor years |
have lived by a certain code - for years | haveittden her to reveal
the truth to anyone. How could | destroy that coadgself? For
Marla's sake, | had to remain silent.’

'So why are you here?' Susannah made an involuntasement.
‘There's nothing more to say.’

'Is there not?' Fernando shook his hedau will not then return to
Spain?'

'Return to Spain?' Susannah stared at him in ane#etdow could
| return to Spain? | have no intention of livingtive Gasa d'Alvarez
as your mistress—'

He reached for her then, his fingers bruisinglydhapon her
shoulders. 'Do not dare to suggest such a thing!'muttered
savagely. 'l have never, at any time, given anynagaion that that
was my intention.'

‘Then why are you here? Fernando, it's two montieed left the
casa—'

‘Do you think | do not know that?' His fingers bewamore cruel.
‘They have been the longest months of my life.’

'Fernando, | don't understand—'

‘Then let me explain.'" He considered her pale fawmodingly.
'‘Monica has gone. | have permitted her to returmetohusband.’

'What?' Susannah felt an irresistible flutterindher stomach. 'But -
but how? | mean—'

'‘Amalia is dead, Susannah. She died the day aftardeparture.’



'‘Oh!" Susannah swallowed convulsively. 'l - I'mrgor

‘Yes. So am |. Amalia was not the kindest of pessdiut she had
sacrificed her whole life for her brother and kasily, and I think it
had soured her.'

I - 1 didn't realize she had been ill—'

Fernando sighed heavily. 'Amalia was never a stigergon. That
was why she spent so many hours sitting and sewiwly she
appreciated the company of a younger person.'

‘Marla?'
‘Marla.'
‘You don't mean - that is - our outings—'

'‘No, your outings did not upset her unduly. She yeasdous, of
course, but that was to be expected. | think it Masica's behaviour
that finally ...' He paused. 'Who knows? Perhapgaié simply her
time.'

‘Monica's behaviour? You mean - telling me?'

'Oh, no.Fernando shook his head. 'You left. In Amalia'sseythat
was sufficient. It was Marla.'

'‘Marla?' Susannah's eyes clouded. 'You mean - Mdaoid Marla the
truth?’

Fernando nodded. 'l am afraid so. It was the digy §bu left. | had
gone to the vineyards. | was still dazed at yoyradeire. | did not
know what to do. When | came home there was aterrow going
on. Monica was shouting and screaming and Marladeaperately



trying to calm her aunt. But it was useless. Soonddter, | suppose,
it had to come out.'

Susannah shook her head, avoiding his eyes. 'lmwdagault, wasn't
it?' she murmured unevenly. 'If | had never com8pgain—'

Fernando shook her gently. 'Do not begin to thughsthings. You
did not know that you were coming to my house wiemn accepted
the position Monica offered. You might say it begamen we met in
London. In any event, it was all for the best.’

'‘What do you mean?' Susannah looked at him now.
‘Marla already knew.'
'‘What?'

'Oh, yes. Apparently she had overheard Monica nglkio Max
Rosenberg on the telephone. She is an intelligdnttglid not take a
great deal of deduction on her part to appreciade if they were
married Monica and | could not be.’

'Oh, Fernando!

He half smiled. You look sad. Do not be. Now tharh knows the
truth, there is nothing to fear.’

'But - Monica—'

‘Monica left the house before Amalia's funeral. SVees, | think,
ashamed. But no doubt she will be happy now theaasidl Rosenberg
can make a life together.’

Susannah hardly dared to speculate what this nieaet. '‘And - and
why have you been looking for me?' she questioreedulously.



The hands on her shoulders impelled her towardshigwarm male
hardness touched her. 'That is an unnecessaryiaueshada.You
knowwhy. | want you to marry me as soon as it canrlbemnged.'

Susannah could hardly believe her ears. This aiterishe had gone
for her walk with Toni feeling that nothing wouldex be the same
again. Now Fernando was here, he had told hervesllber, and he
was asking her to marry him!

'l - —' she began confusedly, and then his mouts evahers and all
coherent thought ceased. He held her close agamstnoulding her
body to his, kissing her and caressing her as vtwdd never let her

go.

‘Susannalmia?he groaned against her neck, his body tremblirtig w
the tumult of his emotions. 'Tell me you forgive foe what is past.
Tell me you love me - that you will marry me.'

Susannah pressed herself against him eagerly. I'Qdve you,
Fernando,' she breathed urgently. "You know | duod A you want
me I'll marry you whenever you say.'

He kissed her again, his mouth bruising her. He vagyry for her
and he could hardly bear to let her go. But at fespropelled her
away from him and reached into his pocket for lhisroots, putting
one between his teeth with unsteady fingers.

Susannah watched him light it with undisguised eéonotand then
said: You said you had been searching for me. Hdwal find me?"

Fernando put an arm about her shoulders and dreglolaan on to the
couch beside him. "You may well ask,' he said drityhas been
almost impossible.'

'Did you contact the Castanas?'



'l did. But they had no forwarding address.' Headhlois head. 'Can
you imagine how | felt when | discovered this? lsvekesperate.’

'So what happened?' Susannah was intrigued.

Fernando drew on his cheroot with evident enjoymé&ell, | did

many things. | contacted all the agencies in Londbart | - how do
you say it - drew a blank.' He nodded. 'And thead this brainwave.
You had said you were brought up in an orphanagbamorth of
England, in Yorkshire? You remember?’

‘But there must be many children's homes in Yorkshi

He half smiled. 'That is why it has taken so loBgt eventually
someone remembered that you had had a friend wiroechaa
schoolteacher called French - and here | am!

'Oh, Fernando.' Susannah pressed her face agarstdulder. 'If |
had never told you about that—'

'l should have been demented.' His eyes darkenesigpately. ‘Do
you think we should call in your good friend antll ber our news?'

'‘Oh, yes." Susannah sat up, nodding. But then yes elouded.
'Fernando, what about Marla?'

'What about Marla?'
'She may resent me.'

He shook his head. 'l think not." His hand touched cheek. "You
know she is very fond of you. She was never vargeto her mother.
She needs a confidante.'

'l know. But - a stepmother!’



'You will be her mother,' said Fernando definitéMonica - well,
Marla will decide about Monica for herself when seielder. Marla
Is already my daughter. | adopted her when thl tbbut Rosenberg
came to light. Now she will be your daughter, too.'

Susannah got to her feet, reluctant to leave hiemdor a moment.
Then another thought struck her.

'l - | have a job!" she exclaimed. 'I'm due to sththe comprehensive
school a week on Monday.'

Fernando's expression darkened for a moment. ‘And?’
Susannah's lips curved. 'l suppose | could - wabwdr

‘You had better,' remarked Fernando, with complaaangance.



