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It would be easy, Eve told Sophie.

All she had to do was to go to Trinidad and pretenble the granddaughter
of the wealthy Brandt St. Vincente for four weeks she money she needed
would be hers.

But when Sophie met the disturbing Edge St. Vineanho thought she was
his niece, and fell in love with him, she realizbdt perhaps it wasn't going
to be that simple after all....



CHAPTER ONE

SopPHIE thought she must have been mad to agree to corhat Was she

doing here in Port of Spain, waiting with palpitati heart for Eve's

grandfather to come and fetch her? How could sipe bo play this role so
well that no one would suspect she was not Eveistel? Wasn't it a

criminal offence to impersonate someone else? @ttt apply when the
person involved had given her permission, indeetidegged her to do it?
Sophie gave a helpless little shrug. Her palms wewist, a rivulet of pure

sweat was running into the small of her back, aglaembling unsteadiness
seemed to have invaded her legs. She paced rgstbssit the hotel room

trying to calm her nerves, going over and overen mmind the things Eve
had impressed upon her.

She had nothing to worry about, she told herselt, Wwithout much
conviction. The St. Vincentes had never seen Ewgeh®wv could they
possibly know what she looked like, know anythirtgpat her other than
what she had chosen to tell them in her lettersPaiter all, she and Eve did
have similar characteristics. They were both blotméegin with, but
whereas Eve's hair had a silvery lightness, Saples corn-gold with
streaks of a darker shade. They were both sligiityve average height,
slim, and if Sophie's slimness was slightly morenpunced, that was
because she hadn't always paid .enough attentfoodoBut there had been
S0 many more important things on which to spendthall salaryshe earned
as stage manager and general dogsbody of thelRyroRse in Sandchurch
that looking after herself had not figured highim@ngst them. Eve had
thought she was crazy slaving away for such anméabut then Eve had
never known what it was to have financial problems.

Sophie had first met Eve four years ago when steeighteen and in her
first job in London. Although becoming an actreas lalways been her first
choice for a career she had been sensible enougtaline that she would
need some other means to support herself. Constygjusime had taken a
course in shorthand and typewriting and had be#draatime working in the

typing pool of one of the independent televisiompanies.

Eve was a journalist, a young and successful jdistnavho had already
made quite a name for herself in Fleet Street. fedpd been seconded to



her when she came to do an article about the sb#vcompany, and the
two girls had become friends right away. Whethevas that they were so
similar in age - Eve was only three years oldentBaphie - or whether
Sophie's extreme unsophistication in the face @& $£worldliness attracted
them to one another neither could say, but fromlkéginning they had
enjoyed each other's company. Thus it was that v@ogrhie confided her
desire to become an actress to Eve, she had usadihence to get Sophie
the chance of stage manager at the Sandchurch d@ksgsh Of course,
Sophie had realized that Eve did not really expectto stick at it, but she
had, and for the past three and a half years sthéodé@n happy in her own
way. She hadn't had a lot of money, but she hacersathe good friends,
and from time to time there had been a weekenairdbn with Eve to look
forward to.

Eve seemed to lead a much more exciting life thaphi&, despite the
younger girl's association with the theatre. Eve alavays being invited to
parties or having all-expenses-paid holidays conesome feature or other.
She had lots of boy-friends and never seemed todspeich time with her
father, who Sophie knew was retired and lived alartéensington. She had
casually mentioned that her mother had died whem&ts born, and she felt
her father had never really forgiven her for beiing cause of her mother's
death.

To Sophie, brought up by an elderly aunt, this avasgic situation. She had
never known what it was to have parents, and dheuee that in the same
circumstances she would have had to have triechoav her father that

because there were just the two of them they shmddn more to one
another. But it was not her affair and aside froentioning occasionally

that she thought that Eve ought to visit with teghér more often, there was
nothing she could do.

Then about six months ago Eve's father had died. I#id attended the
funeral accompanied by Sophie, and afterwards hadided that she
supposed she would have to let her mother's faknibyv. This was the first
Sophie had heard of Eve's mother's family, and &tk been fascinated
when she had learned that they were wealthy piantatvners in Trinidad.

The further information that Eve's mother had rwayto marry James
Hollister when she was only eighteen years old égalained why, until



then, Sophie had never heard Eve mention themn8wtthe whole story
came out. Eve's father had been an engineer, wpdkira constructional job
in Trinidad, when he and her mother met. Compaceth¢ wealthy St.
Vincente family, James Hollister had been considleresery poor match,
and besides, Eve's mother was already engaged sothof another of the
wealthy families on the island.

But, rather cynically, Eve had gone on to expldiattit was love at first

sight, and the young couple had run away to Engéamttinever returned to
Trinidad. Of course, her grandfather had cut off dughter completely,
and not even the knowledge that she had died Idlmhth had softened the
hardness of his heart. Eve's father was heartbrak#ére death of his wife,
and apart from ensuring that Eve was well cared Her had paid little

attention to her. She had grown up with a seriesarfnies, progressed
through boarding school, and had finally displagrezlfine talent for writing

which had enabled her to obtain one of the higpesi posts in British

journalism.

Sophie had heard nothing more about the St. Vieseantil a few weeks

ago when Eve invited her to spend a weekend afl&erThen she had

confessed that she had been corresponding withraedfather for the past
few months. He must have softened with the yeasalse he had replied
almost by return to her brief missive concerningfather's death, and since
then he had written several times.

Sophie had been delighted at this news. She hagjihdhat at last Eve was
to know the pleasure of belonging to a real fanyt, as usual, Eve was
unpredictable.

She admitted that in the beginning the idea ofctiffig a reconciliation with
her mother's family had amused her, but now herdjedher had suggested
that she should go to Trinidad, to their house@nte St. Vincente, and
spend several weeks getting to know her relatives.

"Can you imagine it, darling?" she had asked Sqphith that wide-eyed
stare which men seemed to find so appealing. "Mting myself off from
civilization for several weeks! Heavens, I'd go miackally would."



Sophie had not known what to say. She had beent@ahlederstand Eve's
consternation in one way. She was simply not tpe tp exist without the

hectic whirl of her present life, but on the othand she had written to her
grandfather and virtually invited just this situati

"So what do you intend to do?" she had asked tatdad that was when Eve
had exploded her bombshell.

"l thought you might like to go instead of me, Smphshe said, and before
giving Sophie a chance to utter any protest, shetwa: "Don't say no
straight away. Give it some thought."

Sophie drew a deep breath. "You can't be serious!"

"Why not?"

"Well, because - because it's impossible!"

"Why is it impossible ?"

Sophie's eyes searched Eve's face for some siggmosement, some
indication that this was all just a joke and nob&taken seriously. "Eve -"

"Listen to me, Sophie. Didn't you tell me a few k&ago that Roderick
Harvey was holding an actors' summer school in Riaee this year ?"

"Sir Roderick Harvey," corrected Sophie automatically.
"All right then, Sir Roderick Harvey. Well? Isn'ef@"
"Y-es, yes, of course."

"Well, how would you like to attend ?"

"Me?" Sophie stared at her friend in amazementtett the summer
school?"

"Yes. | - er - | could arrange it."



"l couldn't afford it," stated Sophie flatly.

"l could.”

"Oh, Eve, for heaven's sake, what are you tryingaly? That if | go out to
Trinidad in your place you'll arrange for me to goRoderick Harvey's
summer school?"

"That's right."

Sophie was flabbergasted. "But why? Why shoulddothat?"

Eve had risen to her feet then and paced barefaitedt the soft carpet of
her lounge. "Does there have to be a reason? Wirals, aren't we? |
thought we could help one another without thereirfgavo be too many

reasons why."

Sophie stretched her legs out in front of her. "koow I'd do anything to
help you, Eve, but this - well, this is somethinfjedent.”

"How is it different?"

"You know how." Sophie examined a tiny hole in kights, trying not to
think about what she was turning down.

"I don't." Eve leant negligently against the mantelere | am, offering you
not only the chance to attend this summer schoolvgobeen enthusing
about but also several weeks' holiday on one ofrtbst exciting islands in
the world. I'd have thought you'd jump at the cledhc

"Would you ?" Sophie's tone was dry.

"Yes, | would. Honestly, Sophie, where's your smfiadventure? Don't you
want to see something of

the world before you're too old to appreciate it®uYe not going to get
anywhere at that third-rate playhouse in Sandchurch



Sophie flushed. "The Playhouse is not third-rated Am glad you reminded
me that I'm employed there!"

"You could get leave of absence." Eve was impatiéNbbu're not
indispensable, you know."

She could be cruel when opposed, Sophie had lednatckarlier in their
relationship, and she tried not to be hurt by thiegs Eve was saying. She
realized it was just her way of trying to make Septhange her mind, and
she returned her attention to her legs, curvingfooéeto rest against the
ankle bone of the other.

Eve seemed to realize that her present tactics gettmg her nowhere, for
she sighed and then said apologetically: "I'm s@ophie. I'm a bitch. But |
was really depending on you to get me out of this.”

Sophie looked up. "Out of what?"

Eve shrugged, reaching for a pack of cigarettes.diered them to Sophie,
but she refused. She smoked only very occasioratly,usually when she
was suffering from nervous tension on the firshigf a play.

"I've virtually agreed to go to Pointe St. Vincehteonfessed Eve, lighting
her cigarette with a monogram- med gold lighter.

"But why?" Sophie was astounded.

Eve shrugged. "Oh, you know how it is. One stastaething like this and
pretty soon it gets out of hand.”

"But you must have known whether or not you intehgeing to Trinidad!"
declared Sophie.

"You don't understand. The letters my grandfatlees Wwritten to me have
sort of - assumed that | would want to go thefs.dbvious he regrets very
much what happened twenty-five years ago and lieedthe chance to
-make amends. | suppose he sees me orphaned are] aithout any

family of my own now that my father is dead."



"Well, that's true."

"Yes, but not in the way he believes. | mean -wbg last thing | need is
some doting parent checking on my movements!"

Sophie sighed. Obviously the image Eve's grandfditae of her was vastly
different from the original.

"You'll just have to write and tell him that yourovk won't permit you to
have leave at this time," she suggested practically

“No, | don't want to do that." Eve was resolute.

"Why?"

"Well - don't be cross if | tell you."

"If you tell me what?" Sophie cupped her chin im hands.

Eve considered the glowing tip of her cigaretteelMthey don't know I'm a
journalist -"

"What?"

Eve made a dismissive gesture. "It's true. It wasrbof game | played.”
"A game?"

"Yes." Eve hesitated. "When | first wrote to telfaBdfather about my
father's death, | didn't mention my career, andriine wrote back to me it
was obvious that he thought | was - well, you kn@esme sort of clerk. So |
let him go on thinking it."

"But why?" Sophie was astounded.

"Oh, if I'd told him | was a journalist, | guesd Hhave ruined the image."

"In what way?"



"Well, journalists - women journalists particularky are usually very
competent, self-confident types. Hard, if you likejust knew that my
grandfather wouldn't respond to anyone like that] pretended to be a
secretary."

"Oh, Eve!"
Eve shrugged. "So what? | might well have been."
"But what has that got to do with you going outrd®

"My grandfather is an old man. My letters have mhuhe happy. They've
reassured him, if you like. If | refuse to go dugte now, can't you see what
it would do to him?"

Sophie hunched her shoulders. Of course. She seelduite well. This old
man had clung to the small comfort of Eve's letteles had built his hopes
up of seeing her, of possibly spending some ofdsisdays with her. How
could she disappoint him now?

Sophie was aware of Eve's eyes upon her and vighpdess shrug she said:
"You'll have to go."

"But | can't."
"You mean you won't"

"No,  mean | can't. Apart from anything else, Vaahis assignment coming
up. John Fellowes; you know John Fellowes, donit?y&ophie had heard
of him and she nodded, and Eve went on: "Well, Jahd | have been

offered the chance to go to the Middle East. Theepwants to do a series of
articles about Middle-Eastern statesmen, andsifsiiccessful who knows
where itwill lead? There's been talk of a televisseries -"

"Wait a minute, wait a minute!" Sophie held up atpsting hand. "This has
nothing to do with me. The trip sounds great - tMeldle Eastern trip, |
mean, but so far as your grandfather is concerhed -



"Darling, would you deny me the chance to work withn? It's what I've
been angling for for years -"

"Eve, It's nothing to do with me! You simply caméve your cake and eat it.
You'll have to choose." '

There was silence for a long time and then Eve Saidly: "And | thought
you were my friend."

"l am your friend." Sophie sounded exasperatedeliéis help one another.
Like | helped you when you wanted to leave thengppool and join a
repertory company."

Sophie stared at her in disbelief. "But that wasgather different.”

"How was it? Without my help you'd probably stile lpounding the
typewriter. Making your own way in the theatre vabid no sinecure."

"l know that, but - but -"
"But what? But you'd have made it anyway?"

"l didn't say that." Sophie felt shocked. "Eve, ytu realize what you're
asking me to do?"

"Yes, | realize. I'm asking you to spend, a few kgeen a plantation in the
West Indies pretending to be me, and in so doimgifgean old man to die

happy."”

"You make it sound so easy!"

"It is easy. Where's the problem? They've nevermetThey know nothing
about me except what I've chosen to write in mgist You say you want to
be an actress. Well, here's a chance to prove goua it. And there's still
the summer school in Rome to look forward to later.



Sophie pressed her fingers through the long thakwhich fell about her
slim shoulders. "You're making things terribly ditflt for me, Eve," she
admitted.

Eve pressed home her advantage. She came to lefeet ISophie, taking
her hands in both of hers and saying: "Darlingyri‘tiwant to blackmail you
into doing this, but can't you see - you can doDitin't you want to be
responsible for bringing a little happiness intallt St. Vincente's life?"
Sophie blinked. "Brandt St. Vincente? Is that ygtandfather's name?"
Eve nodded.

"Do you have a - a grandmother ?"

Eve shook her head. "No, she died about ten years a

"And this old man - does he live alone?"

"No. There's his son, my mother's brother, Edge."

"Edge?" Sophie tried not to become interested. Tides with your
grandfather ? "

llYeS'II
"He's not married?"

"He's a widower. | imagine he's my grandfather'sxagegr. He must be
middle-aged now."

"Is - is that the whole menage?"

"No. There's my great-aunt Rosalind, generally km@s Rosa, | believe.
That's how my grandfather used her name in therett

"l see." Sophie released one hand and pushed kadhalr from her face.
"And that's all ?"



"As far as | know. And after all, you'll be expett®know no more than
what was written in the letters. You can read thieyou like. Then you'll
see it all firsthand)'

"No, thanks." Sophie felt a sense of distaste. Egeindfather had written
those letters in good faith. He had not expectedtto be shown around to
her friends.

Eve looked impatiently at her. "Well?" she urgedilf you do it?"

Sophie shook her head. "I don't know, | honestly'tknow. Give me time
to think about it."

But of course she had eventually given in, as Eag known she would.
Sophie tried to tell herself that her motives warainly concerned with
saving Brandt St. Vincente from disappointment, bleep down she
despised the knowledge that the proposed visithéo Actors' Summer
School had helped to persuade her.

And now here she was in the hotel room in Port i, waiting with
impatience for Eve's grandfather to come and greist long-lost
granddaughter. It had been Eve's idea to wait sinéilwas actually in Port of
Spain before contacting the St. Vincentes. That wawvoided the
awkwardness of passports and so on at the ai®ophie had been amazed
at the deviousness Eve could display when called tgppdo so, and she was
beginning to wonder how well she had known the ogirt all these years.

She went to the window now and looked out on theylsireet below her.
Eve had insisted that she book into one of theeb&ttown hotels, and this
one was in the very heart of the city. It was armingly expensive and
Sophie wondered how long her money would lastfoshe had to stay here
longer than expected. From the window, the bustlhngng of humanity

outside frightened her a little. She was not a@ead traveller and nor was
she an extrovert, and the knowledge that she kre@ne amongst all these
people of so many different colours and natioresitvas rather terrifying.

There were Indian women in saris, American men awéalian shirts and
straw hats; dhotis and turbans, lace mantillasfamnds. She saw beautiful



olive-skinned Chinese girls in gorgeously patterngteongsams slit
daringly to thigh level, and black African womenrrgang enormous

bundles on their heads with casual elegance. Qaishwared impatiently,

bicycle bells jangled, and those who were braveughdo board the gaily
painted buses clung carelessly to the rails antheddo jump on and off
wherever they liked. To Sophie the whole scenethesban excitement and
exuberance from which she felt totally alienated.

Suddenly the telephone beside the bed shrilledlyouSlophie almost
jumped out of her skin. She turned back to look, dtoth hands pressed to
her mouth, and felt a genuine sense of panic assaillhe only people who
knew she was here in Port of Spain were the Staites, so this call had to
be something to do with them. All of a sudden sls sure she couldn't go
through with it and she heard the phone ringing anging through the
waves of unreasoning fear that swept over her.

The phone eventually stopped ringing and the sdewbich followed
brought her inevitably to her senses. Her handisoesely to her sides and
she drew long trembling breaths, trying to calm &leaken nerves. She
should have answered it, she told herself fiercéfat if the telephonist
chose to check up on who was in room 75? Whatefdibcovered that it
was not Miss Hollister after all, but Miss Slat&38phie's heart thumped
violently, and she quickly crossed the room to eaself on the side of the
bed and lift the telephone receiver. This had ewther of Eve's devious
ideas: to book into a hotel large enough not toemiver the names of all
their guests, and then to give a room number ircbemimunication with the
St. Vincentes. Naturally, she had had to take enrmoher own name. They
had wanted to see her passport. But what if rigitt they were flicking
through their records, telling whoever it was whaswirying to contact her
that there was no one called Hollister registeneithé hotel?

When the telephonist answered, Sophie said: "Weteringing me? I'm
afraid | was - in the bathroom."

"Miss Hollister?" asked the telephonist politely.

Sophie crossed her fingers. "Yes."



"There is an extension in the bathroom, Miss H@h$ the telephonist
advised her smoothly. Then: "We have been tryinigd¢ate you. There's a
gentleman in the foyer waiting to see you. A Mr.\@hcente."

St. Vincente! The name threatened to destroy alhbe-found confidence.
And he was here, in the foyer! She had not expeuitedto come without
calling first.

Managing to keep her voice calm, she said: "led.€r - m come down. Gi
- give me five minutes."

"Very well, Miss Hollister. I'll tell Mr. St. Vincete you'll be down directly."
"thank you."

Sophie replaced the receiver and looked down atithple cotton dress she
was wearing. Was this the sort of garment Eve ntight worn to meet her
grandfather for the first time? Or ought she tong®into something a little

more formal? She shrugged. Eve would not want bebehave any

differently from usual, and the pale blue dresské&mbcool and attractive
against her pale skin.

With a sigh she rose to her feet and walked talthssing table, examining
her face in the mirror there. Her cheeks did loek\pale, and her grey eyes
seemed to be reproaching her for what she was abalat. But it was too
late now. She was here. She was committed.

At the end of the rubber-tiled corridor outside hwym, a row of lifts gave
access to the ground floor. A dark-skinned Westaimdoy smiled at her
when she chose to enter his small cage and comdenéerfully upon the
weather as they descended the six floors betwesn émd the foyer.

When she walked into the foyer she was tremblingshe had to go on. She
crossed to the reception desk covertly examinirggrtten she could see
standing about in groups or singly, but none ofrtleeemed old enough to
be Eve's grandfather.



The receptionist of the moment was a slim youngalmdvho smiled
encouragingly at Sophie when she approached him.

“I'm - I'm Miss Hollister," she said in a low voic8 understand there's
someone waiting to see me."

"Oh, yes, Miss Hollister." The young man nodded.r."i8t. Vincente is
waiting for you in the Kingston Bar."

"The Kingston Bar," echoed Sophie faintly. "Whendere's that?"
"Through the archway, miss. You'll see the sigryour right.”
"Oh! Oh, thank you."

Sophie nodded her thanks and turned away from éis&.'The Kingston
Bar! Hardly the place she would have expected dm@n to wait for his
long-lost granddaughter, but that was hardly h&irafAnd how on earth
was she to recognize him?

She walked to the archway the young Indian hadtatdd and looked about
her. There were several illuminated signs directugsts to the various
different facilities of the hotel and the one irating the Kingston Bar was
easy to find. Everything about the hotel breattedkind of luxury she had
never until now experienced, and the Kingston Bas wo exception. Even
at this early hour of the evening there were a remolb guests partaking of
pre-dinner drinks in the secluded booths set betweslises of climbing
plants, vivid with flamboyant blossom. The bar veasficially lit by old
ships' lanterns which cast a shadowy gloom inttacecorners inducing- an
intimate atmosphere, while the bar itself was gjrwith coloured lights
which glinted in the shiny black face of its Triaalan tender.

Sophie looked down again at her unsophisticatetbcatress. She should
have changed, she thought unhappily. After allyas almost dinner time
and the women she could see were all dressed héthltimate amount of
care.



She looked , about her helplessly. Where was Eyatsdfather? Surely he
ought to have been waiting near the entrance tdanewatching for her.
But there was no one near the entrance, no oneappeared to be alone at
all except a dark man seated on a tall stool avéevith a tall glass of some
amber-looking liquid before him.

Even as her eyes lingered on him the man turnetidas and looked her
way and a shiver of pure apprehension ran throeghHhe was easily the
most devastatingly attractive male she had ever isgeer life, although she
realized there was something cruel in the thin lrfiehis mouth and a
sardonic appreciation of the effect he had upon &om the cynical depths
of his eyes. They were strange amber-coloured egfscting the colour of
the liquid in the glass he raised to his lips, #rey moved over Sophie with
insolent consideration.

She looked away from him quickly. She was not useloeing assessed in
that manner and she didn't like it. Where on eadh Brandt St. Vincente?
Why didn't he come forward and introduce himseli?e$ if he was here,
he could see her standing there obviously waittmgdémeone?

The man at the bar slid off his stool, swallowethauthful of his drink,
made a casual comment to the bartender and thekeavabward her.
Sophie's pulses raced alarmingly, and she haletuaway. Heavens, she
thought in dismay. He thinks I'm on the lookout doman!

"Eve?" The attractive male voice spoke somewheae Iner temple.

She gasped and spun round again. The man fromahevéis standing

negligently before her, one hand brushing the jacklis immaculate dark

brown silk suit aside to rest on his hip just abtwe low waistband of his

trousers, his other arm hanging casually at his. stlose to he was even
more disturbing than before, and Sophie could aiatimulate the words

she wanted to say. His hard body, lean and museiasi only inches away
from hers, his lazy intelligent eyes were regardiegwith vague mockery,

and he emanated an aura of latent strength adidyviri

"l - | think you've made a mistake -" she was bagig, when he interrupted
her.



"You are - Eve Hollister, are you not?" he queriddik eyebrows lifting
sardonically.

Sophie stared at him. "Well - yes, I'm Eve Hollis&ut - but who-are you?"

He straightened. "My name is Edge St. Vincente.urey my father
mentioned me."

"Edge-" Sophie brought herself up short. "You were -dam - you're my
mother's brother?"

"I believe | have that privilege." She had the if®glhe was enjoying her
consternation.

"Then - then are you the - the Mr. St. Vincente wheho is waiting for
me?" Eve could scarcely take it in. This man wageE8t. Vincente, the
brother of Eve's dead mother, the man Eve hadibesidio Sophie as being
a widower of middle age!

She shook her head. Edge St. Vincente wasn't maiyid. She doubted he
was much over thirty-five, and she had the feetimgt the experience in
those strange amber eyes of his had not been gnat tly his wife.



CHAPTER TWO

"THAT is correct,” Edge St. Vincente was saying now. 8\Wiere you
expecting?"

Sophie gathered her scattered wits. "I - | thoughy grandfather-"

"Oh, | see." Edge inclined his head. "Well, no. $orry to disappoint you,
but my father seldom visits Port of Spain. He ddesare for the - er -" he
glanced round expressively, shrugging, "- the aphese of the place.”

"I see." Sophie pressed her hands together.

Edge returned his attention to her, studying h&enihy, bringing the hot
colour to her pale cheeks. "So you're Eve. Youtdook much like your
mother."

Sophie tried to return his gaze. "l suppose | nalst after my father."

"l suppose.” His expression had become broodingell'™W-" He looked
towards the bar. "Shall we have a drink?"

Sophie hesitated. "l don't - drink much."”

"Don't you?" Again the dark brows were lifted. Hought all newspaper
women enjoyed the social side of their work."

"Newspaper women?" Sophie was really shocked nalxsha couldn't hide
it.

"Yes." Edge turned back towards the bar and shepkddrce to fall into
step beside him. "You are a reporter, aren't youi @hat some other Eve
Hollister?"

Sophie felt shattered. In one sentence Edge Stevite had destroyed the
whole image Eve had so painstakingly built aroued fihey ought to have
realized that a family like the St. Vincentes wontit accept a stranger into



their midst without first checking up on her. Bawhmuch checking up had
been done? And by whom?

She chanced a swift sideways glance at her compaH® seemed relaxed
enough. There had been no censure in his rematkhd@u could she tell?
All her old fears came to haunt her. She shouldhagt given in to Eve; she
should not have agreed to come. She ought to hawerk that she could
never get away with it.

They had reached the bar and Edge indicated teattsbuld take one of the
tall stools while he attracted the attention oftlaeman. Sophie climbed on
to the stool with some misgivings, trying despdyate think of some reply
to make.

Edge sat easily on the stool beside her, his agstsg on the bar. He was
much taller than she was and had not had the dliffigetting on to his seat
that she had had. He summoned the bartender amdhveheame he ordered
himself another Bacardi and Coke and then lookezkzaually at Sophie.

"Well?" he urged her. "What's it to be?"

Sophie ran her tongue over dry lips. "Perhapshearg?"” she suggested.
"Sherry?" He sounded amused. "All right. And a sheoo, Gene."

"Yes, sir, Mr. St. Vincente."

The bartender grinned and moved away to get thieiksl Sophie rested her
hands on the bar to stop them from fidgeting. Saeagd nervously round
the dimly lit area, and shifted rather awkwardlyher stool. She wondered
whether he was aware of her extreme state of tenSibe thought it was
likely.

He drew out a long case of cigars and regarded tieonghtfully. "I'm
afraid | can't offer you a cigarette, but Gene gae you some if ycai need

them."

"I-1 don't smoke."



"Don't you now?" His eyes narrowed as he placddck tigar between his
teeth. "Curiouser and curiouser."

Sophie was convinced he was playing some sortt@r@hmouse game with
her. She opened her mouth to say that he had ribtaesay anything else.
She admitted the truth; she was not Eve Hollister ghe intended leaving
Trinidad as soon as she could possibly get a flight

But the words were never uttered, because he Yasdppose you should
call me Uncle, shouldn't you?"

Sophie's fingers curled into her palms. "I - | yau like."

Edge St. Vincente was serious now, the mockery game his eyes. "It's
what my father will expect,” he stated quietlyhligng his cigar with a gold
lighter. "But whether or not you choose to usedégnition is, | suppose, up
to you."

The bartender, Gene, returned with their drinksphiethem down and then
rubbed the bar nearby with a damp cloth as thouaiing for something
more. Edge nodded his thanks, and then said: "¥lbydur brother-in-law
to give me a call. I'll see what | can do."

"Yes, sir." Gene's face broke into a wide grird ‘4ure be grateful, Mr. St.
Vincente."

"That's okay." Edge gave a gesture of dismissalthacbartender moved
away to attend to another customer. Then Edge dunigeattention back to
Sophie. "Now: tell me. Did you have a good flight?"

Sophie's fingers curved round the stem of her géssshough it was a
lifeline. "Yes, thank you," she replied quickly. &tvas about to go on and
say that she had not done enough flying to knowtwizs good and what
was not, but she was wary now of what he might kaaa Eve was used to
taking trips to the continent. "I - the -flight l&&d late last night."

"Yes." Edge swallowed a mouthful of the Barcardil @oke. There was a
slice of lemon cut and draped to the side of hesgland he took it off and



squeezed its juice into the spirit. The action degtention to his hands,
long-fingered brown hands, totally unlike the haofls@ny farmer Sophie
had ever seen. But then the St. Vincentes wer@milary farmers, were
they? "My father was delighted to receive yourdedn. You should have
let us know the time of your flight and someonelddwave met you at the
airport.”

"l - 1 knew it would be so late in arriving. | thght it would be easier ..."
Sophie's voice trailed away. She sipped her shdiimys was only the
beginning, she told herself severely. It was gdmget much harder than
this.

"Never mind." Edge let her off the hook. He drewtos cigar, exhaling a

delicious aroma of Havana tobacco around them. ‘féooere now, and
that's what matters, isn't it?"

"Yes." Sophie wished she felt as confident. "I - Bow far is it to - to your
home ?"

"Pointe St. Vincente?" He shrugged. "About thirtyest north of here and
along the coast."

"Oh, yes." Sophie looked into her drink. "I - I'ooking forward to meeting
my - my grandfather.”

"l expect you are." Edge's eyes were unnervinglyeprating. "Are you
ready to leave ?"

"NOW?"
“In a few minutes."

Sophie thought of the hotel bill, made out in SedBlater's name. Her heart
thumped uncomfortably loudly. Couldn't he heaod2

"If - if you'll wait here, I'll go and collect myhings," she said.



"All right." Edge finished the Bacardi and Cokedaummoned Gene again.
"Il have another."

Sophie slid off the stool. "I shan't be long."
"You haven't finished your sherry."

"Oh! Well, I'm not very thirsty."

His eyes narrowed. "Very well. I'll wait here."

Sophie nodded and hurried out of the Kingston Bathe hotel foyer she
looked hopefully towards the reception desk and dilent prayers were
answered. The Indian receptionist had gone andisnplace was a

dark-skinned West Indian girl she had not seenrbefdophie went up to her
and explained who she was and that she would bengean a few minutes.

The girl was polite and understanding. She agreéave the bill ready and
waiting when she came downstairs again after doligder belongings.

The lift seemed to take aeons to reach the seVieathand her key stuck in
the lock and wouldn't immediately turn. It seemetbke her ages to gather
her things together and reach the foyer again, sired was amazed to
discover she had only taken fifteen minutes.

Leaving her suitcase in the charge of a bellhop gghickly crossed the foyer
to the reception desk.

A swift glance around had assured her that Edg¥iBtente was nowhere
to be seen, and when the girl presented her bghkgpaid it without even
bothering to check it. Then she turned back tow#rddar.

Edge St. Vincente was still seated at the longlarnow he was not alone.
A woman was draped on the stool which Sophie hadipusly occupied, a
slim red-haired woman dressed in a long chiffon gawshades of yellow.
Sophie approached them nervously. Neither of th@mpeared to have
noticed her presence and she didn't quite know heineshe ought to
interrupt. The woman had her back to the entrabgeEdge had not, and
just when Sophie was considering turning away hugleasight of her and



slid abruptly off his stool. Casting a wry glandeh&s companion, he said:
"Here is my niece now, Sandra. Eve Hollister. Exmmne and be introduced
to an old friend of mine."

As Sophie approached the woman turned rather ldhgui her seat, resting
an elbow in the bar to support herself. She wasrdlthn Sophie had at first
imagined, about thirty, she thought, but maturiagl tadded to rather than
detracted from her beauty. There was somethingemaguiental about her
classically moulded features, and she gave Edgerded glance from
between slightly almond-shaped lids that belied holly European
ancestry.

"l didn't know you were an uncle, darling,” she mured.

"Didn't you?" Edge half smiled. "Well, one learnfithe something every
day."

"Does Piers know he has a cousin?"

"l imagine he's as aware of that fact as anyoretyrmed Edge smoothly.
Then, as though realizing that Sophie was stanktening to this with a
certain amount of perplexity, he said: "Eve, allow to present Mrs. March.
Her husband and | share an interest in a small aagnpn the southern coast
of the island."

"How do you do?"

Sophie shook hands with Sandra March rather raeitlgtaThere was

something about the older woman which repulsecahgtle, although she
wasn't quite sure what. It couldn't have anythingdb with the rather
proprietorial looks she was bestowing on Edge $tcéhte. His private

affairs were nothing to do with Sophie. All the sgrehe didn't think it was
right that a married woman should treat any marhkeuthusband with such
provocative intimacy.

"So you're Jennifer's daughter.” Sandra March spoksideringly. "And is
Brandt killing the proverbial fatted calf in youomour?"



"Brandt?" For a moment Sophie felt blank. "Oh, ymean - my
grandfather."

"That's right. He must be softening in his old age. always swore he'd
never-forgive your mother for what she did."

"That's enough, Sandra." Edge's tone was inciane,Sophie was amazed
at the way his words could explode Sandra's bubbt®nfidence. "Now,
you must excuse us. We have to be going."

Sandra put long fingers with purple lacquered naiighe fine material of
his sleeve. "Oh, Edge darling, surely you can stapwn for dinner," she
appealed.

"I'm afraid not." Edge moved so that her handtfeher side.
"But it's ages since I've seen you -"
"I'm sorry, Sandra."

Sandra compressed her lips and looked coldly irh&&gpdirection. "Aren't
you lucky you're only his niece," she asked, withreely veiled sarcasm.
"He's such a pig where women -are concerned, graum'tdarling?"

Edge ignored her and looked compellingly at Sopiies you ready?"

Sophie nodded. "Yes. One of the bellboys is lookfigr my suitcase in the
foyer." She spoke quickly, wanting to get away, smous of the other
woman's humiliation, almost pitying her for it. .

"Good. You go ahead. I'll be with you in a moment."

As she walked towards the doorway, Sophie heardbtled interchange
between them. She heard Sandra's almost tearfeblppnd Edge's cruel
rejection, and then he was beside her, walkinglessly through to the
foyer, and when she stole a glance in his directienseemed totally
indifferent to what had just occurred. She shivetleelver any man spoke to
her as Edge had just spoken to Sandra March drehieivould want to curl



up and die. And yet Sandra was married. Didn'thusband mean anything
to her?

The bellboy willingly carried Sophie's suitcase tmtvhere Edge's car was
parked, and Sophie realized why when Edge handadtive-dollar bill.
She wondered whether she should have tipped thébhbthen forgot about
it in the other interests of the moment.

Dusk had fallen while they were having their drimkshe bar and now the
coolness of evening had a velvety warmth abouven the traffic in the
busy street seemed to have ebbed somewhat, altitbegh seemed no
lessening in the crowds of people thronging inethops where silver and
wood-carvings, Indian silks and Chinese jewelldtsaated attention.

Edge's car was an enormous Mercedes station walgmk and powerful,
despite its covering film of dust. He unlocked pfassenger side door, threw
her case inside on to the back seat, and theraitedichat she should get in.
Sophie did so willingly. She would be glad to geag from the hotel and all
the pitfalls it represented. Edge slammed the dumrind her and then
walked round the bonnet to climb in beside herhEle on to the roof of the
vehicle as he got in, sliding into his seat withdi supple movements. He
pressed the keys into the ignition, but beforetisigithe motor he said:

"You don't have to act as if | were some kind ofster, you know. | assure
you, Sandra is perfectly capable of taking careavself.”

Sophie's cheeks flamed and she was glad of theoglsad the car to hide
them. "l don't know what you're talking about -"

"Oh yes, you do." He adjusted his clothes more cotably. "I do have
some small knowledge of your sex, and I'm quiteravwthat you feel a
certain amount of sympathy for her."

"It's nothing to do with me."”

"I agree. It's not. Nevertheless, save your symeatfor someone who
deserves it! "



He flicked the ignition then and the powerful erggioared to life. He turned
the wheel with smooth expertise and the large Vemmoved smoothly out
of the parking area and into the stream of traffic.

Now Sophie could hear the rhythmic beat of a siaall playing somewhere
close at hand, and the pulsating sound causeddeswhd uncontrollable
surge of anticipation to run through her body. Bhwwas something wholly
primitive about that drumming, a wild and stirripgnetration of the depths
of her consciousness arousing a desire to keepwitheéhe music. She was
used to modern music at home, used to moving tthtlmenming of electric
guitars, but this was different. This was the thalg played by people with
generations of African culture behind them. Shaddrher gaze in Edge St.
Vincente's direction, but he seemed totally unaéi@dy the sounds that
came clearly even over the roar of the traffic. ddabt he had heard it all
many times before and it was no novelty to him. ®uophie it was all new
and exciting and for a few moments she forgot #h&t was the interloper
here and sighed in pure enjoyment.

The sound drew Edge's attention. "You're tired?asiesd.

Sophie shook her head. "No." She lifted her shaosldad let them fall
expressively. "Isn't that music marvellous?"

Edge's lips twisted slightly. "I wonder if you'lelsaying that in a few weeks'
time."

"Why?" Sophie frowned.

"It's Carnival in three weeks. You'll hear so mymm you'll wish it had
never been invented."

"Pan?"

"Sure. That's the common name for the steel baNds. know the
instruments were fashioned out of empty oil drudws't you? Steel pans?"

"Oh, | see."” Sophie was interested. "It's fascimggtisn't it?"



"That rather depends on what you find fascinatingmiarked Edge dryly. "I
gather you like that kind of music."

"I like all kinds of music," retorted Sophie defergdy. "Don't you?"

Edge shrugged. "I've no doubt you'll have moreammon with my son in

that respect,” he returned, rather sardonicallgt,2wophie stiffened. His son!
Eve hadn't mentioned that Edge had a son!

And then, unwillingly, she recalled something Sanitarch had said and
which at the time had made no impression on he.Iald asked whether -
Piers - knew he had a cousin! Of course. She auaghave realized. If he
was Eve's cousin, he had to be Edge's son.

She swallowed hard. "Piers?" she managed, rattodgilgh

"Yes." Edge looked her way for a moment. "How old glou say you
were?"

"l - I'm twenty - five." She felt a wave of sweakhbk -out on her forehead.
She had almost said twenty-two!

"Twenty-five," echoed Edge, shaking his head, "doua't look it."

"Thank you for the compliment.” She was trying ¢aisd flip, but couldn't.
"H - how old is Piers?"

"Didn't my father tell you?"

"He - he may have done. | - I've forgotten." Thalsweasonable, wasn't it?
"He's seventeen."”

"Oh, | see."” Sophie bent her head. Seventeen! fdrdyyears younger than

she was. So how old did that make this man whoEvas" uncle? And why
was she interested anyway?



Edge swung the car out of the bright lights ofrtien streets into a shadowy
suburb where palm trees looked exotic in the ghdirthe headlights. They
were gradually climbing higher and higher out of tiown into the hills
around, and glancing back Sophie could see thddaul of lights spreading
out below them. She felt an unwelcome twinge ofrapension. Down in
the town she had still felt in a sense in comméiriteoown destiny, capable
of escaping back to England and denouncing hetiposf things got too
difficult. But no longer. She was here, she wasmitted to the role she had
agreed to play, and she knew instinctively that &g Vincente would
brook no uncertainty on her part. He was not tinel kif man to play games
with, and if ever he found out that she had beeeigeng them...

The coolness of the breeze through the opened wwmad the car had a
sea-salt tang about it now. Sophie guessed they mear the sea, but apart
from a pale sheen in the moonlight, she could dmsnething. In spite of the
difficulties of her position, she found herself eago see the coastline in
daylight. Everything she had seen so far on tlemdhad been almost larger
than life in colour and exuberance, and she wasiooed the white coral
beaches and green surf would be no less excifingly she could just think
of these things and stop worrying ...

The silence between them stretched and Sophig ¥edis up to her to make
some effort to break it. Trying to sound casuag shid: "Tell me about -
Pointe St. Vincente. Is - is that the name of yfatiner's house?" Belatedly,
she realized that she should have saydgrandfather'iouse, but it was too
late to do anything about it now.

Happily, however, Edge seemed not to have obseawgdslip. "No," he
replied. "Pointe St. Vincente is the name of theipgula where the house is
situated. The house has no name, except perhapssthanown locally as
the St. Vincente house."

"It - it sounds wonderful!"

"Does it?" Edge's lips twisted. "I shouldn't havmught it would have
appealed to you."

"Why?" Sophie was taken aback.



"Surely it's obvious. You must have known of ouisence for twenty
years, but you've never made any effort before twogontact us.”

Sophie flushed. "I -1 understood my - my grandfatrefused to have
anything to do with - with my father."

"So he did. But he would have welcomed some wathfyou. You are his
granddaughter, after all The innocent party indfiair.”

Sophie moved awkwardly. "I - we never talked alhtiut

"Didn't you?" Edge's lean hands tightened on theelhs the road swung
sharply round a hairpin bend. "I find that hard#ieve."

"You don't understand.” Sophie warmed to her subjdre had heard Eve's
side of the story and could appreciate her dilemitily. father never got
over my mother's death. He - he had loved her nergh. He was unable to
forget that | was the unwitting cause of her dyihgl don't say he blamed
me exactly, but | must have constantly reminded hiwell, don't you see?
| couldn't have contacted my grandfather in thewsirstances. It would have
seemed - disloyal."

Edge considered this. "l can see what you're trionspy," he remarked. "I
don't say | agree with it."

"Well, my - my grandfather wasn't an innocent sgexgtin this affair, was
he? | mean, he was responsible for the rift irfitisé place."

"Maybe so. | can remember he was pretty cut up tabbdumself. Jennifer
had always been the apple of his eye. It was & ghexk to him when she
chose to ignore everything he had done for heeryhing he hoped to do
for her - in favour of a penniless engineer!"

"He - my father that is, wasn't penniless!"

"Compared to the wealth my father controls, he Was.

"l suppose he would have had her make a marriaggpgdiency?"



"If, by expediency, you mean he wanted her to mawmyneone more
suitable, then yes -"

"Expediency has other meanings,” Sophie brokenaple to help herself.
"It also means more politic than just!"

"Howard Fleming would have made her happy."

"How can you say that?" Sophie was stung by théness of his tone. "She
obviously didn't love this - this Howard Fleming site wouldn't have run
away with James Hollister!"

Edge's eyes narrowed and as he looked at hershetisa thickness of long
black lashes. "James Hollister?" he repeated. " haturious way to speak
of one's own father."

Sophie knew she had to bluff it out. "Why?" shellemged him. "My
father's name was James Hollister, wasn't it?"

Edge returned his attention to the tortuous bemdtlsa road. "If you say so,"
he commented quietly, and Sophie wondered ratlsgredtately whether she
was imagining the note of scepticism in his voigarely he must believe
she was who she said she was. He couldn't havglrber here otherwise,
could he ?

Changing the subject entirely, she said: "How miuctiner is it to Pointe St.
Vincente?" determinedly forcing herself not to shaen.

Edge flicked back his cuff and consulted the goédolr on his wrist. "About
another fifteen minutes," he replied, and Sophmé $aore deeply down into
her seat, her fingers curving tightly about the sedther upholstery. Soon
they would be there and she had to prepare hdéesdle ordeal to come.

The moon had risen by the time they reached thergudrive which led

down to the St. Vincente house. In its pale gloapt8e could see tree-clad
slopes, leading down to a natural harbour belowhthese where shadowy
buildings indicated boathouses. But the housefitsas what held her
spellbound, the floodlit gardens giving its whiteited fagade unnatural



colour. It was a split- level dwelling, seeminglyeled into the hillside
itself with shallow stone steps leading down betwpergolas laden with
bougainvillea and other climbing plants to a stpaged area for cars. The
various sections of the building spread themselsesfortably in all
directions with a complete disregard for balanceesign, and yet for all
that it was one of the most beautiful buildings lfefhad ever seen.

Edge brought the Mercedes to a smooth halt in #veg courtyard which

was slightly to the side of the house, and as Sofpfmust open her door and
climbed out she heard the unmistakable hiss antti#mof the ocean on the
rocks below. She thought it would be very easy dJomeone to get an
inflated opinion of themselves in such surroundjryg Edge St. Vincente
seemed to take it all for granted.

He got out of the car too, and as he reached hadoack for her suitcase
someone came hurrying down the steps towards tAsnthe newcomer
drew nearer, Sophie saw it was a black-skinned emaast dressed
immaculately in dark trousers and a white jacket ba grinned at Edge
with easy familiarity.

"Your pa's getting mighty anxious about you, Mrgéd he said, taking the
suitcase from his master's hand automatically.dgdize flicked to Sophie.
"Is this here Miss Jennifer's daughter?”

Edge's lips twitched. "That's right, Joseph. ThisMiss Eve Hollister."

Joseph nodded warmly in Sophie's direction. "Mrariglt, he's gonna be
sure glad to see you, Miss Eve. Ain't been no youagen around the St.
Vincente house in many a long day! "

Sophie looked up at Edge, standing so indolenttydaeher. He had hooked
his thumbs into the belt of his pants and was aiggrJoseph with lazy
resignation. She thought that everything he did dadinconscious grace
about it. He moved lithely, lazily even; and yee sfould sense the latent
strength that lay just below the surface, the siisymower that had an almost
sensual tangibility. It was this quality he possésahich disturbed her so.
She was consciously aware of him, and the knowletigebled her
somewhat.



Joseph became aware that he was delaying themrandb@ck to allow
Edge to urge Sophie up the steps to the housé&edsnalked she could hear
the sound of the crickets like a steady hum abbgesbund of the sea, and
she had to squash the feeling of intense excitethahteemed to be welling
up inside her and choking her throat.

When they reached the top of the steps and shpeiai the entrance to the
house, Edge bumped into her and for a moment md &as on her arm,
supporting her, as he apologized.

"It - it was my fault," said Sophie jerkily, pullgtherself away from him. She
was unnecessarily abrupt, but for a moment hisfled burned hers and
she couldn't help but be aware of it. She hadtfelthardness of his lean
body, her arms had brushed against the soft sitikso$hirt beneath* which

the muscles of his chest had been disturbingly,fand she had known an
intense, and wholly incomprehensible desire to iertfzere against him.

She wasn't used to experiencing feelings like tmsl, she chided herself for
being stupidly imaginative. Heavens, she was swgabds be his niece!

What would he have thought of her if he had bed®a tmboread her thoughts
just then?

Edge led the way through a mesh door into a cdedl thall. The hall

appeared to run from front to back of the buildwgh several other

passages leading from it, while a curved wrougbn staircase led to the
upper floors. A tall stand supported a vase of gougly coloured lilies,

their fleshy stamens protruding in a totally ali@ashion. The hall was
illuminated by a copper-based lamp that had a edi@hinese shade.

Sophie looked about her a trifle bemusedly. Theme 80 much colour and
beauty to absorb, but Edge was urging her forwakilng her across the hall
and up a short flight of stairs to halt before e&kdaue panelled door.

"This is my father's study,” he remarked, in exptaon, and then pressed
the handle and swung open the door.

Sophie stepped forward into a comfortably furnisheaim, with skin rugs
on the floor and a desk dominating the central.&8ba saw walls lined with
leather volumes, filing cabinets, and a low cowatd a small table on which



stood a couple of filing baskets and a typewri@early it was from here
that Brandt St. Vincente conducted the affairdheféstate.

But then a man rose from behind the desk to greet and all further
impressions of the room ceased as the man comméaedechole attention.

Brandt St. Vincente was nothing like she had imadifter Eve's appeals
to her to come here to Trinidad to assuage theshekdn old man, Sophie
had expected him to be in his seventies, frailibhrior/ing every day without
really knowing how much time he had left.

The real man was totally different. Like his soa,was years younger than
she had expected, in his early sixties, she estondind what was more, he
was a man in his prime, tall and vigorous, morevigauilt than his son but
very much like him, with thick hair that was gregimow, and strong
handsome features.

He came round his desk to greet her, holding oth bands, and she put
hers into them automatically, unable to deny th&earae he was showing
her.

"So you're Eve!" he exclaimed, shaking his heady Idnnifer's girl! | can
hardly believe it."

"Why?" The word was scarcely more than a whispet ijtowvas all Sophie
could think to say.

Brandt squeezed her hands tightly. "It's been 89,To
he said, rather emotionally. But then he seemegatber his composure
again, and he went on: "I don't suppose you kneytharg about your

mother."

"Not a lot," admitted Sophie, nervously. "She - ary father seldom spoke
of her. It - it was too painful for him."

At the mention of James Hollister's name, Brand® changed. His lips
tightened perceptibly and his brown eyes lost sohtkeir warmth.



"l think it would be as well if we forgot the pashd concentrated on the
present, don't you? | mean, it's obvious that tlaeeethings which if said

would be painful to both of us. It's no use restting) past grievances. And
we've both had our share of grief, believe me.ggsst we begin afresh,
learn to know one another without the distortintui@nces that were created
by other people so many years ago."

Sophie nodded slowly. "I - I'm willing," she murneak, looking down at her
hands clasped in his.

"Good! Good!" Brandt's expression softened agatfau‘ve no idea how
happy you've made me. I've so looked forward tor yaaming here, to
meeting you. We're your family now, this is whemiypelong. Oh, | know
you've got your career, but surely the family sdocdme first, in spite of
everything! "

Sophie stared at him. She didn't quite know howartswer him. But to her
relief, she didn't have to.

"Relax!" he exclaimed. "Don't look so nervous! Wenk bite, | promise
you. On the contrary, it will be delightful to haseyoung woman about the
place again.”

Sophie glanced behind her. All the while his fathad been speaking Edge
had been standing silently near the door, watchihgm, a lazy
smile-playing about his lips. But now he steppeaaviyd and said: "Joseph
said practically the same thing. If I'd know yourevdoth so eager for
feminine company,.."

His voice trailed away insinuatively and BrandtKed impatiently at his
son. "Don't be sarcastic, Edge. If this is any gxamof the welcome you've
given your niece, I'm not surprised she looks nesyo

Edge looked speculatively at Sophie. "Well, perhejge&e not what she
expected either."

"What do you mean?" Brandt glared at him.



Edge shrugged. "Oh, nothing." He looked away frasplte and drew his
cigar case out of his pocket. "I think I'll go addange for dinner. | feel
rather - hot and uncomfortable.” His eyes flickemer Sophie again.
"Perhaps - my niece would like to shower and chatage"

Brandt released Sophie's hands apologetically amd t@ pull a long velvet
cord hanging near a screened fireplace. "Of couddecourse,” he
exclaimed. "In the excitement of meeting you, myardd'm forgetting

common courtesy. Of course, you must be tired amgjty. I'll have Violet

show you to your room and we'll dine in - say -"dlanced at his wrist
watch, say - thirty minutes? Do you think that vedl long enough for you to
get ready?"

"Of - of course." Sophie cupped her hands togetherl'd just like to say
I'm - I'm very happy to be here."

Edge, a cigar between his teeth, walked to the.d@in, well said,” he
remarked mockingly, and Sophie's hands clenchedists.

"Ignore your uncle," advised Brandt, giving his sarreproving glance.
"Edge has a very cynical mind."

Edge swung open the door and leant against the farmd moment. "You
always said we had a lot in common, Brandt,” hearded lazily, and the
door closed behind him with a definite click.

After he had gone the room seemed suddenly empphi& looked
awkwardly at Eve's grandfather. "You - you haveeautiful house," she
murmured. "l - I'm longing to see it in daylight.”

"Indeed, yes." Brandt seemed to relax and camertsazer again smiling
down into her eyes. "I'm sure you're going to bepyahere, Eve. If you're
not, it won't be through the fault of not trying oty part. | intend to make
your stay so enjoyable that you won't want to leaseagain. We have so
much here to interest you." He spread and enconmggisand. "Swimming;

sailing; skin-diving, if you're adventurous enou@dge and Piers would
teach you. They spend hours out in the boat. Tdfeagurse, the island itself
is a veritable paradise for nature- lovers. We reveany different species



of birds. We must take you to the Caroni bird saact to see the scarlet
ibis. |1 don't suppose you've seen it in its nathaditat.” He sighed. "You
see, my dear, already I'm anticipating the weeleadhwith a great deal of
satisfaction."

Sophie was saved the need of responding to thi speech by a knock at
the door. At Brandt's bidding a black-skinned setvappeared, and he
smiled.

"Ah, Violet," he said, putting an arm round Sopliteve, my dear, allow me
to introduce you to our treasure, Violet." The Blaoman chuckled and he
went on: "She smoothes all our lives without udlyesppreciating it, don't

you, Violet?"

"If you say so, Mr. Brandt." Violet's dark luminoages shifted to the girl at
his side. "How do you do, Miss Eve. I'm pleasedt&®et you."

"Hello, Violet." Sophie managed a smile.

"Will you show Miss Eve to her room, Violet?" addBdandt, propelling
Sophie forward. "Then we'll have dinner in halfreour.”

"Yes, sir, Mr. Brandt." Violet stepped back intaethorridor behind her.
"Will you follow me, miss?"

After receiving another encouraging smile from Ewgrandfather, Sophie
accompanied Violet back along the passage to tlheTigy crossed to the
wrought iron staircase and had just begun to civhbn a young man came
in through the mesh door and saw them. He waanallivery lean, his bony
body accentuated by close-fitting hipster jeans adllarless sweat shirt.
When he saw them he looked up in surprise, his gemeng over Sophie as
Edge's had done. Sophie guessed that this museis Put he was not as
dark as his father and his hair was longer. Howdweihad lazily attractive
features, less aggressively masculine than higifath

"Well, well," he commented, moving to the foot bétstairs. "You must be
Eve, am I right?"



Sophie saw that Violet had halted ahead of herveasl obviously waiting
for her to respond to Piers' informal introducti@ne nodded. "Yes, I'm -
Eve. And you, of course, are Piers."

"I do have that dubious distinction." Piers laugh&dren't you coming
down to say hello to your long-lost cousin?"

Violet leaned over the balustrade. "Mr. Brandt sdiither was to be served
in half an hour, Mr. Piers. Miss Eve needs timevesh and tidy herself
before then."

Piers made a face. "Family dinner,” he mocked. Th&nd have you met
our family, Eve?"

Sophie hesitated. "All except Great-aunt Rosalirglieve."
"Rosa?" Piers' lips twitched. "Ah, well, that'seat in store.”
"Mr. Piers!" Violet sounded reproving.

"I know, | know. | shouldn't speak disrespectfudfymy elders, but really ...
Don't take too much notice of what she says, vall,yEve?"

Sophie was saved from replying by Violet's expressinort and when the
servant continued on up the winding staircase, edphlowed her without
looking back.

But a smile was touching her lips, too. She likegr$? He was nice and -
uncomplicated. She thought she could understand Bum she'd never
understand his father; never in a million years...



CHAPTER THREE

SOPHIES room was situated on the curving side of the hoaisé when she
stepped out on to her balcony next morning, shesticaught her breath at
the beauty of the view which awaited her.

Below the shallow steps leading down to the pawedtgard which she and
Edge had climbed the night below, the thickly fgéd garden fell away
sharply to disappear at the edge of what appearked & precipitous drop to
the sea below. She knew there were boathouses th@sm however, and
guessed there was some means of descending tockeelreneath. But the
sea itself was enchanting - a bewitching translustade of turquoise,
glittering and sparkling in the strengthening rajshe sun. Already it was
very warm, and Sophie, who had slept restlesshgdd to shed her clothes
and plunge into those sun-warmed depths.

But as yet she didn't know the routine of the hbokkand while she longed
to explore she would have to wait until she wast@u/to do so. So she
contented herself with showering in the exquisitappointed bathroom
which adjoined her bedroom and thought rather aslyoof the difficult
situation Eve had thrust her into.

It had become increasingly obvious that Eve's memg$or concealing her
relatives' real ages from her had been a delibptaygto get her here, for the
other girl must have known perfectly well that Septvould never have
agreed unless she had been able to appeal to ithygatetic side of her
nature. Sophie supposed she ought to be furioufly,relbut the
circumstances were such that she could not denystimge of pure
excitement that filled her at the thought of theeieeahead.

All the same, she thought as she sobered, heigoki¢re was not going to
be any sinecure, and there was still the disturpnodplem of why Eve had
chosen to pretend to her that her grandfather r@dknown of her
occupation when in fact he did. Unless she had imeal probably with
good reason, that Sophie herself would have sasraghone more reason
why she should not take the risk and come hererAft, what did she know
of that side of Eve's life ? Very little!



But she refused to worry about that now. This wasfinst day in Trinidad
and she intended to enjoy it, if she could.

Wrapping one of the huge Bath-towels sarong-wisadder slender body,
she walked back into her bedroom. This was a Hehutom, too, with
cream and apricot curtains, and an embossed creaicover." The fine
linen sheets were cream, too, while there wereyleags of dark tan and
apricot wool on the cool, terrazzo- tiled floor.

While she was at dinner the previous evening, haicase had been
unpacked and its contents hung away in the londpa@angs which were
fitted against one wall, but now she swung openadrtkee louvre doors and
looked inside thoughtfully.

She had brought plenty of uncrushable summer dsessene jeans and
tops, and one rather special gown for evenings.nBut she chose a white
pleated skirt, edged withhavy, and a boat-necked, sleeveless cotton top,
also in navy, which made her skin look rather p&tél, she thought rather
wryly, treading into cork-heeled sandals, providaig was allowed to stay
here long enough, that was a condition she coudilyezhange.

Thinking of remaining here brought thoughts of d@inrthe previous

evening. It had been a curiously unreal eveninggether, with Edge

presiding sardonically at one end of the long pe&dstable, and his father
presiding at the other. The table had been sekindaof glass conservatory
with candelabra providing the only illumination,dca8ophie thought it had
been as much that as her imagination which hadedauer to feel that Edge
had a disturbingly satanic look when those tawrngseyere turned in her
direction.

Brandt St. Vincente had been kind,- introducing toehis sister Rosalind
with obvious pride. But Sophie couldn't relax whim either. She was
deceiving him, she was an interloper here, andcsidn't help but be
aware of it.

But she had understood what Piers meant aboutrba-gunt. She must
have once been very beautiful, but now she waslynagale shadow of her
former self, living a little in the past, nervousdaabsent-minded, appearing



much older than her strong, forceful brother. lusk Sophie that perhaps
Eve's mother had been right to escape while shielcand then she chided
herself for such thoughts. But perhaps the mehisffamily had that effect

on their women, and Jennifer must have known thatell as anyone.

Only Piers had seemed, to Sophie, someone with vaimencould be herself,
or as near herself as it was possible to be whenwas supposed to be
someone else. He had talked naturally with herngskjuestions about
London and England, and these she could answéfuhiyt and without
restraint. But all the while she had been conscumfulsis father watching
them, and she had been glad when after dinner Ealdielisappeared about
his own pursuits. No one asked where he was goiddia had volunteered
no information, but the atmosphere was distincilyecent after he had
gone.

She was brushing her hair when the sound of v@ndssomeone whistling
down in the courtyard drifted through the open ¢fedoors. Putting down
her brush, she quickly crossed the room and look#ter surreptitiously
over her balcony rail. But she need not have wadriNo one was taking any
notice of her. On the contrary, Edge and Piers,taadnanservant Joseph,
were far too concerned with what they were doingag any attention to a
balcony on the first floor.

They were crossing the courtyard together carrymagks and flippers and
oxygen cylinders, clearly intent on the sport aheaaphie couldn't help

envying them. It was exactly what she would hakedito have done. She
felt sure that the waters around Pointe St. Vire@usitively teemed with

fish and other marine life.

The men, all dressed casually in shorts and tap&, tdisappeared down a
path which Sophie had not previously noticed butctvishe now saw led to
the edge of the cliff. She guessed it led to tepstiown to the cove below.

Turning back into the room behind her, she wondereyglshe suddenly felt
so deflated. If Edge and Piers were to be awaytferday she should feel
relieved, but she didn't. Perhaps it was becausénatl looked forward to
seeing Piers again, she thought, and now it loalsethough she was going
to be disappointed.



It was a little after eight when she left her roamd went along the tiled
corridor which led to a short flight of stairs whim turn led down to the
main gallery 'from where the circular staircasecdesled to the hall. In the
hall, she encountered one of the young maids aketldser where she was
supposed to have breakfast.

"You want breakfast downstairs, miss?" asked thkigiher sing-song
voice.

Sophie shrugged.-"Isn't that the usual practice?"
The girl moved her head from side to side. "Sometinsometimes not. Mr.
Edge, sometimes he has breakfast early, very earty other times he has

breakfast in bed."

"Oh - oh, | see." Sophie felt herself colouringgtly. "Well - er - | don't
mind really. Whichever is most convenient."

The girl was eyeing her rather strangely now angh&orealized she was
expected to make a decision herself, not to leaeetlis girl. Obviously her
attitude was not the accepted one, but she wasstt to giving orders.

However, to her relief, at that moment Violet appéa her black face
showing some concern as she saw the other servattlent stance.

"What is wrong, Miss Eve?" she asked sharply. "Hirishas been insolent?
Liza, get back to the kitchen. | will deal with ytater -"

"No, really, 1 -" Sophie sighed. "There's been rauble, Violet. | simply
didn't understand where | was expected to havekfasa'

"Ah!" Violet nodded, but the flick of her fingergsst the girl Liza scurrying
back to the kitchen. "You are hungry, yes?" shededdvigorously.

"A little,” admitted Sophie, conscious of a slightiollow feeling in the
region of her ribcage.

"Good! Good! Come this way."



Violet showed her into a sun-filled room to thehtigof the hall which

opened on to a terrace overlooking the luxuriamtigra at the front of the
house. Compared to Brandt St. Vincente's studytlamdounge they had ;
used the night before after dinner, this was a @atpvely small room with

a glass-topped circular table set by the long fnestmors which stood wide,
and tall cabinets filled with china and glass.

"Go and sit on the terrace and | will bring youedkfast in five minutes,”
promised Violet with a smile, and Sophie noddedthanks. "This is the
morning room," she went on. "Mr. Brandt usuallydbas in here, as no
doubt you'll soon discover for yourself."

"Thank you, Violet. | hope I'm not causing any totau"

Violet's eyes warmed perceptibly. "Heavens, no sMise. It's a pleasure to
have you here. Why, | nursed your mother when skeen® more than a few
minutes old, and | always used to lock forward e tlay when I'd be
nursing her baby, too." She shook her head a wsdidly. "As if I'd find
looking after her daughter any trouble, miss!"

Sophie felt terrible. Why, oh, why had Violet hadsay that? Until then she
had felt at ease, but now the old familiar feelifigleceit was creeping over
her again. Walking quickly to the windows she cleththe subject abruptly
by saying:

"Er - isn't this a wonderful view? | don't thinkd' ever seen anywhere more
beautiful."

Violet sniffed. "I must see about your breakfasissyt she said firmly, and
went out of the room.

"Sophie turned as she left and felt an awful serisgepression. She was
wishing more and more that she had not allowed tGveersuade her to

come here, her earlier spasm of excitement doug#tetordinary events of

the day. But she would have to stick it out nowt gtee was here, and the
sooner .she stopped reproaching herself for weagehie easier it would

be. She must try to think of herself as actingré, plae part of Eve Hollister,

and at no time must she allow her own personainigelto intrude.



Violet provided her with an English breakfast andher surprise Sophie
found herself enjoying it. She was finishing herrdhcup of delicious
Havana coffee when the door opened and Eve's gthedfappeared.

"Good morning, Eve," he said, with evident warntiyning towards her to
press one of her hands affectionately. "It's gaoske you here at my table.
It's where you belong. Now, tell me: how did yoeeg?"

"Very well, thank you - er - Grandfather."
"You find that difficult to say, don't you?" he &k and when she looked
blank, he explained: "Grandfather! You find it aéfilt to think of me as

your grandfather?"

Sophie didn't know how to reply. "Why - er — noaltg -" she began, but he
was not convinced.

"l think you do," he insisted. "Very well then. Yaall call me Brandt as
Piers does. How does that appeal to you?"

Sophie stared at him, the tip of her tongue jupeapng between her teeth.
"l - if that's all right with you,"

she murmured awkwardly, wondering what Eve wouketsaid in the same
circumstances.

"Good, good." Brandt seemed satisfied with thisayfide in time we'll find
some more intimate form of address, but for the mwanthat will do."

Sophie gave what she hoped was an agreeable sidileeavent on: "Have
you finished your breakfast?"

She nodded. "I'm afraid so. It was marvellous.n see | shall put on weight
while I'm here."

"Then | thought this morning we might go and takeak at the estate, if
you're interested."”



"The estate," echoed Sophie softly, getting tofeet. "Oh yes, I'd love to.
But don't you want any breakfast?"

"I have what | want brought up to me at seven3testery morning," Brandt
informed her, thrusting his hands into the pockéthis well-fitting beige
riding breeches, and Sophie thought how well thyadl Istatement fitted in
with what she had already learned about him. Heanyaswerful, dominant
man, strict with himself as well as others, spugrtime softer existence he
might have had in favour of the self-disciplineHaal always practised.

Now he straightened his back and asked if she aadyrto leave at once.

"Why, yes, | suppose | am." Sophie glanced rountth@irty dishes. "Do
you think - I mean, oughtn't | to carry these tlsing the kitchen?"

Brandt frowned. "Of course not. One of the maidé @aal with that. That's
their job." His expression softened. "You must getd to allowing other
people to do things for you. | don't suppose yol'ae much waiting on in
the past.”

Sophie shook her head. "Will | need a cardigamgttang?"

"I shouldn't think so." Brandt himself was wearing jacket over his
short-sleeved cream shirt. "We'll go in the staticagon. Do you ride, by
the way?"

"I'm afraid not." Sophie answered automaticallyd @ahen felt her nerves
tensing. Evecouldride. She had learned at the girls’ school hérefahad
sent her to. She remembered her telling her thedrae distant time in the
past. Still, she calmed herself, Brand couldn'vktivat or he wouldn't have
asked, would he ?

"Then that's something else we must teach you."Wdigis cut across her
thoughts, calming her. He put a casual arm acresssimoulders. "Come
along, let's go. I'm looking forward to showing ymore of our domain."

The St. Vincente estate was extensive, as Sopldigiessed it would be.
Much of the inland area was cultivated by cocoataldons, the trees still



bearing the machete scars of the recent harveshdBsaid it had been a
good harvest, but he went on to explain that aljhothe plantations

provided employment for many of his people, hismsource of income

came from the other end of the island, form theaicessions, which could
bring such unlimited wealth and which had becone rtrainstay of the

island’'s economy.

But to Sophie, the tall cocoa trees with their doxard sweeping leathery
leaves represented something real and fundamemalshe was glad she
did not have to see the oil derricks and their agmanying mess of
machinery.

She was fascinated to see bananas growing inrtaeiral state, hanging in
bunches from the trees that could provide suchapgeavenues of shade.
Even sheltered from the sun in-the dust-smearetibistavagon it was
incredibly hot, and she looked forward to theiuratand the cool shower
she intended to indulge in.

All the same, she enjoyed being with Brandt. Likesalf-made men he
knew his business inside out. He knew the life cbtiee bean from its first
inception in the pod to the ultimate refinemenadiar of milk chocolate. He
could regale Sophie with the various difficultieséd by a cocoa planter
and by the time they returned to the house shejtéle knowledgeable on
the subject. She couldn't help but wonder how E8geVincente would
react if she started discussing the possible rezsddr a fungicidal disease
with him.

The only jarring note that she experienced camenviney visited one of the
villages near the plantation for her to see thendypiles of cocoa beans.
The conditions the people lived in appalled Sophug when she mentioned
this to Brandt he seemed unmoved. It was obvioussdae nothing
distressing in the lack of amenities, and did regard his position as a
privileged one.

"You're too .squeamish, Eve," he told her as theyel back to the house.
"The accommodation is adequate, schools are provitdee by the
government. If they're overcrowded they have ohgniselves to blame."



"But there should be some sort of control -" be§aphie, when Brandt
shook his head.

"When you start imposing controls on people's tiberit smacks of
dictatorship."

"Birth control isn't like that," she protested.

"Here the people accept what God provides andhenekful. Eve, they're
happy! Didn't you notice that?"You think scrubbémbfs and flush toilets
make people happy?"

Sophie coloured. "l didn't say that."

"No, but that was what you meant, wasn't it?" Btesrdiled. "I can see we
shall have to educate you in other ways, Eve."

It was after noon when they arrived back at theseand Sophie excused
herself and went up to her room. It was a relieEhed her clothes and
plunge under a cold shower and afterwards shebk@éton her bed to relax.
The heat and the tension had tired her and shakasst asleep when there
was a knock at her door and a maid entered cargyirgy on which stood a
small jug of iced chocolate and some small biscuits

Sophie levered herself up on one arm, automatibaliging the towel closer
about her. "Oh, thank you," she said, smiling. t'jus it on the table there."

The maid did as she was asked and as she straegh$aphie saw she was
the girl she had spoken to that morning. "Mr. Btasaid to tell you that
lunch is at two, Miss Eve. He thought you mighelikis to fill the gap."

‘Thank you." Sophie tried to get the girl to smilereturn, but she merely
nodded her head and left her.

After she had gone, Sophie poured herself someedweet-smelling liquid
and after tasting it found she liked it. She ate ohthe small biscuits and
then relaxed again. Her spirits were rising andfshied a smile touching
her lips. After all, the morning had been incregibasy really, and once she



was accepted here it must get easier. Perhaps &@at such a menace as
she had thought ...

She had lunch with Brandt and Rosa on the terfthere was still no sign
of Edge or Piers she commented upon it, and Braxulained.

"We own a small charter company out of Port of 8die said. "A couple
of yachts, a schooner, motor launches, that sothioiy. Yesterday an
American couple wanted to hire a yacht, but unfaataly the skipper was
il and a rather inexperienced crewman took theintde ran the craft on to
a point some distance round the- island near tlagd@r's Mouth."

‘The Dragon's Mouth?" Sophie didn't understand.

"It's part of the narrow channel of water whichides Trinidad from the
Venezuelan mainland," explained Brandt patiently.

"l see. Was anyone hurt?"

"Not seriously, | don't think. A few cuts and bress but that's all. They were
lucky. But the yacht's holed and needs towing ackort of Spain for
repair. That's what Edge and Piers are doing."

"Oh." Sophie applied herself to the shellfish onplate. "Is - is that part of
- my uncle's duties?"

"Edge?" Brandt shrugged, and reached into his pdtkeone of the fat
cigars he seemed to enjoy between courses. "l sepymi could say that,
although actually the plantation is his pigeonfdaot | suppose you could
call him a business manager for all the St. Vine@ampanies. That's his -
what would you call it? - profession, accountantyguess he doesn't
actually do any figure work now, except maybe teahon somebody else,
but no one gets away with anything when he's ardund

Sophie felt a twinge of unease. "I can believe,thstte murmured with
feeling.



Brandt smiled. "Hey, do | detect a note of cynicisnyour voice, Eve?" he
chided gently. "You mustn't let him rub you up theng way, you know."

Rosa St. Vincente wiped her mouth delicately onthble napkin. "You
couldn't expect to bring Jennifer's daughter heithout Edge showing
some reaction,” she said, in her rather high-pdolace.

Brandt clicked his tongue. "Couldn't I? And why ot

"You're surely not trying to imply that Edge isl@as!"

Rosa shook her head. "Oh, no. Edge has too genammatsire to be jealous.”
"Then what do you mean?"

Sophie sensed the growing impatience behind Bsandiitrolled civility.

"I mean Howard, of course."

"Oh!" Brandt chewed the end of his unlit cigar btoaly. "And why should
Eve's coming here affect Howard? That's past hyisiosa."

"He's never married."

"That means absolutely nothing."

"I think he still thinks of Jennifer."

Brandt's lips tightened. "You live in the past, RO$e stated shortly.

"Do I?" His sister raised a chiffon handkerchieher lips. "Perhaps | do."
She shrugged her bony shoulders. "Neverthelessyawe knows Howard

was heartbroken when Jennifer ran away with - with

"That will do, Rosa!" Brandt was abrupt now. "Eyeu haven't touched
your wine. Drink up. It will do you good."



Sophie picked up her wine glass obediently and theént down again. If
she wasn't careful she would be allowing Brandli¢ttate to her as he did to
the other members of his family. Except Edge, tadiatsmall voice, but she
ignored it.

When lunch was over Rosa excused herself and gttioBrandt did not
immediately rise from the table Sophie could telhad other things than his
new-found granddaughter on his mind.

"Do you mind if I go to my room?" she asked tenglly, pushing back her
chair, and saw his face clear.

"No. No, of course not, my dear. | have some wort#td myself, and it's too
hot for you to be outside. | suggest we meet onghr@ce for afternoon tea
about five o'clock.”

"All right.”

Sophie smiled and left him, making her way to leemn without difficulty.
She was beginning to understand a little of theuapf the house, and while
she would have liked to have explored every roomwgas content to wait
until the opportunity presented itself.

But in her room she was restless, and althoughhatebeen tired earlier,
sleep would not now come. Rosa St. Vincente's woiats affected her
strongly and she found herself speculating abautttknown Howard. She
had realized that this must be the Howard Flemivag Edge had spoken
about in the car coming from Port of Spain, and wsloadered whether
indeed Jennifer's precipitous elopement had upsetas much as Rosa
seemed to think. He would be a man several yealsr dhan Edge, of
course, but that would still only mean that he wasiewhere in his early
forties. A man in his prime, some might say, so \whagn't he married?

Towards late afternoon she heard voices again bélemwindows and
realized that Edge and Piers must have returneglkitbwledge gave her a
feeling of stimulation far in advance of its importe and she felt impatient
with herself for reacting so.



At five o'clock she put on an orange tunic-styleelss and went down to the
terrace for afternoon tea. The morning room wa®rded, but when she
stepped out on to the tiled area beyond she fouads Bprawled in a

basketwork lounger.

"Well, hi!" he exclaimed, scrambling in an ungairishion to "his feet.
"You look nice and cool. What have you been doirtty wourself all day?"

Sophie seated herself in a cane chair and shrugjfieid.and that. | went out
with - with my grandfather this morning, but thiteanoon I've been
resting."

"Resting?" Piers was aghast. "At your -age? Hayenitbeen in the sea ?"

"No." Sophie shook her head. "Perhaps tomorrow -"

"Tomorrow nothing!" Piers interrupted. "Go get yawimsuit on and we'll
go down now."

"Go down?" echoed Sophie faintly.

"Sure! To swim! You'd like that, wouldn't you? Aitt$ great at this time of
day when the water's really warm."

Sophie didn't know what to say. "But I'm supposedbé¢ having tea with
Brandt."

"Oh, he won't mind. Besides, you'll be back befgoe know where you
are." He hooked his thumbs into the waistband sfshiorts and grinned at
her. "Well, go on. Get ready!"

"I don't know if | should... ." began Sophie uncomébly.

"Nonsense! You know you're dying to get in the wate

Hell, you can't spend another night in Trinidadheiit experiencing what
it's like to swim here. Honestly, you'll love it."



"I'm sure | would, but -"

"But nothing!" Piers raised his eyebrows impatigntMy, you take some
persuading!"

Sophie came to a decision. She got nervously tddetr "Well, if you're
sure it will be all right -"

"Of course I'm sure. | shouldn't have asked yoemtise, would | ?"
"l suppose not." Sophie bit her lower lip. "All ig Give me five minutes."

In her room she dragged the white bikini which saées girl in the Regent
Street store had assured her everyone wore thgsedtaof the drawer and
looked at it doubtfully. Then with a shrug she begastrip off her clothes.

Once on the bikini looked even more diminutive, ahd wondered why she
had allowed anyone to persuade her that such aegarmas adequate
covering. There seemed such a length of pale anthéegs, while she had
never before bared her midriff to the sun.

But it was too late to regret her impulsive buyimgyv and she could only be
thankful that she had also bought a green and wtijged towelling jacket
to wear over it.

She went back downstairs again with some misgivitygsg the belt of the
jacket as she went. She was halfway down the witdugh staircase when
Edge St. Vincente came into the hall and saw her.

Immediately, the scarcity of her attire seemed nmmnounced and she
would have given anything to be able to turn roand rush back upstairs
again. But of course she couldn't do that. This maa supposed to be her
uncle and any attention he might pay to her waslsirthe avuncular
interest paid by someone in his position to hisaie

So she continued to the bottom and stepped o tmdsaic tiling of the hall
in time to see him stretching lazily, his navy tdog separating from his



white shorts to reveal a smooth expanse of brown. skhen his arms
dropped to "his sides again and the tawny eyesagggat her.

When he didn't say anything, Sophie had to. "I - &iers is taking me
swimming," she volunteered.

"Is he?" Edge moved his head in assent.
"Yes. | - | haven't been in the water yet."
"NO_"

He was annoyingly unforthcoming, but he was stagdinectly in her path
and unless she walked right round him she coupéiss.

"Have - have you had a successful day? Did you geba recover your
boat?" she asked, hoping to distract his probirggey

Edge shrugged. "We recovered the yacht, yes. | dvbalrdly call it a
successful day exactly. The insurers aren't gointpe too happy about
paying out for its repair in the circumstances'.”

"Oh, I, see."” Sophie half smiled, but receivingemzouragement sobered. "
expect you're tired."

"Not particularly. We slept on the launch this aftgon." At last he stepped
aside. "'l hear my father took you over the edtatemorning."

"Yes, that's right. | found it very interesting."

"Did you?" His expression was a little sardonic now

"Of course, you would. | imagine he told you itistg a lucrative business."
Sophie was walking past him, but his words halted booking up at him

she frowned. "I'm not sure, but | think that souwhdather rude," she said
tremulously.



"Did it?" His eyes narrowed. "Perhaps | should hspreken more plainly."

Sophie stared at him searchingly, but his mockiagegwas not to be
sustained. Bending her head, she murmured: "Pidreemvaiting for me,"
and received a gesture of dismissal for her p&8aseven as she took a step
forward, Piers himself appeared from the directbthe morning room, a
red and white towel draped over one shoulder.

His expression lightened when he saw Sophie, arsariled. "You're back!
| was beginning to think you'd had second thoughts.

"I'm afraid I'm responsible for detaining her, Biérdrawled Edge,
stretching again. "But don't let me detain you Emger, children.”

Sophie refused to look at him. Instead, she snateldiers and said: "Yes,
let's go."

The sun was cooling perceptibly now and there wiasarefreshing breeze
to fan their faces as they descended the worn steps to the cove below.
There was an iron hand-rail for support and Sopinéng to banish all
thoughts of Edge from her mind, wondered whethee&d she might need
some support coming up again. It would be quiténalc

The steps gave on to a concrete jetty where a emfphooden boathouses
revealed a small racing dinghy and a motor laumchdoubt the same
launch as they had used earlier. The ropes creakitle as the boats moved
on the swell and there was a delightful smell d¢f isathe air. The sea was
the same translucent colour it had been from abmvg,now it was possible
to see into its depths where dozens of small fiskans among
green-shadowed rocks and plant life waved invitingl

Further along the jetty, a shelf of virtually flatcks led some way out into
the water. Piers quickly shed his shorts and topeteal brief navy

swimming trunks and then sprang agilely acrossethesks, looking back to
find Sophie still hesitating on the brink.

"Come on," he said. "It's quite safe. You can swéam't you?"



"Yes," said Sophie doubtfully, unloosening the safsher towelling jacket.
"Is it very deep?"

"Out here?" Piers wrinkled his nose. "Not very. More than ten feet
anyway."

"Ten feet!" Sophie's eyes widened.

Piers put his hands on his hips. "Are you comingren't you? For heaven's
sake, get that jacket off and come on."

Sophie heaved a sigh and allowed the jacket toatadut her ankles and
Piers bowed his head in acknowledgement.

"Very nice," he said, as she scrambled acrossoitlesrto his side. "But too
pale. Never mind, we'll soon have you as brownams.I

Sophie doubted it. Piers, like his father, was ¢éahall over, a deep attractive
tan which would probably take years to acquire.

Now Piers walked to the edge of the rocks and Idak@vn speculatively.
Then he looked back at Sophie.

"Do you dive?"

"I can do. But I'd rather not," confessed Sophievoesly. "Couldn't | just
sort of slide in the first time?"

Piers indicated the sweep of the bay, pointing small promontory that
rose out of the water. "Apart from that rock, tlarfee, that gives Pointe St.
Vincente its name, there's nothing to be afraithe®. There's hardly any
swell, and no currents. I'll go in first, and yalléw me."

He dived smoothly into the water, emerging to shHakdéread like an animal
might have done. He pushed his hair out of his apesthen swam back to
where Sophie still faltered. "Come on! It's easyng in!"



Sophie hesitated only a moment longer and therpigngpher nose tightly
she jumped off the rocks and down into the watbe ifitial coldness made
her gasp, but by the time she had emerged agaimeshesalized that in fact
it was quite warm. Looking round she saw Piers sdistance away and
struck out towards him with a lazy - crawl, revedjiin the feeling of the
buoyant water against her heated flesh.

"Well?" said Piers, as she reached him. "lt's ndbad, is it?"

"No, it's marvellous!" Sophie trod water, lookinigoait her with eager eyes.
"I've never swum much in the sea before. It's absap cold back home."

"I'm not surprised,” Piers nodded. "It was jollyfc¢avhen | was in England.
You'll have to make up for it while you're here."

They swam and played for a while and then Piers, wéis wearing a watch,
said he thought they ought to go back as it was afk o'clock and Brandt
might be getting anxious.

"After six o'clock!" Sophie was horrified. "Gosh,thought it would be
around five-thirty!"

Piers laughed. "It's my stimulating company, Evetake that as a
compliment.”

Sophie laughed too and they swam to the side amagndded out. Sophie's
legs felt curiously weak, however, and she realideel unaccustomed
exercise had tired her more than she thought. Fet&ing her weariness,
said: "We'll rest for a while before going up te thouse, shall we?"

"Oh, but what about your grandfather?" Sophie bhlirbefore really
thinking of what she was saying.

"My grandfather!" echoed Piers, in surprise. "He's ywandfather, too."

Sophie flushed. "Yes, | know that. It's just thatell, | guess it takes a little
getting used to."



Piers accepted this and after drying his body hepuhis clothes again and
squatted down beside her on the sun- warmed j#ty.you think you're
going to like it here?" he asked kindly.

Sophie shrugged. "I - I'm sure | shall.”

"So you'll be staying then?"

"Staying?" Sophie was confused.

"Sure. Dad said you wouldn't want to, but Brandbdsyou will."

Sophie thought furiously. So that was the way tredllay! She ought to
have guessed that Brandt St. Vincente was not itiee & man to let an
opportunity like this escape him. Jennifer had dreerself of his control,
but Jennifer's daughter might not find it so easy.

Suddenly they were hailed from above and lookingSgphie saw the
subject of her thoughts at the top of the step&dreng to them. Piers got
resignedly to his feet.

"Come on," he said. "l gather we've been summoodiet presence.”

Sophie had to smile as she scrambled to her feétslae climbed the steps
without too much difficulty, Piers following behin@heir conversation still
lingered in her mind and she was not as concerbedtdrandt's reactions
to her absence as she might have been.

But when they reached the top of the steps andedallp through the
sloping garden to where Brandt awaited them, tbend he was not alone.
Another man was with him, a man of medium heightt build, with dark
brown hair, slightly winged with grey, and rathguare attractive features.
He was watching Sophie rather closely as she wadtkedrds them and she
wondered uneasily who he could be. What if this s@®meone who knew
Eve, who recognized instantly that she was not @reBt. Vincente's
granddaughter?



But her fears in that direction were ungroundeck ilentity of the stranger
was soon revealed. Brandt took her arm quite pesstg as she reached
them, and said: "We've been waiting for you, Eved®aar. | invited Howard

for tea to meet you, and then you didn't appeakeNenind. You're here

now. I'd like to introduce you to a close friendafrs - Howard Fleming.

Well, Howard? And what do you think of Jenniferaughter?"



CHAPTER FOUR

SopPHIE dressed for dinner the following evening with somisgivings.
They were going out for the evening, she and BraRdsa and Edge, and
she felt as nervous as a kitten. They were goir@oimalee, to the Fleming
house, and it loomed as forbiddingly as comingamt St. Vincente had
done.

The previous afternoon Howard Fleming had beenncimgy. Far from
treating her with the bitterness he must havetésttards Jennifer, he had
behaved disarm- ingly, avoiding any of the pitfatsident in their
relationship. On the contrary, he had even gonéas@s to express his
sympathy at the death of her father, something kvBiandt had not even
done.

All the" same, Sophie was conscious of her owntmwsabove all else, and
while she might find Howard a friendly and attraetman, this was the man
after all whom Jennifer had jilted In favour of JesrHollister.

Now she turned from the mirror where she had beghyang her make-up

and crossed to the bed where she had laid the gheswas to wear that
evening. It was the only formal evening dress s lbrought with her and
she hoped it was suitable for the occasion. Itaasg- skirted cream gown
of a lightweight material which looked like velvahd had been a parting
gift from Eve. She had bought it for some speciatasion but had not
wanted to wear it again and so she had insistedithie have it, and now
she was glad she had accepted. The long-

cuffed sleeves hid the faintly burned flesh of feeearms while the scooped
neckline was both cooling and slightly sophistidat®Vith it she was
wearing hooped silver earrings that swung andeyim the smooth swathe
of corn-gold hair. Altogether she was quite pleas#ld her appearance, and
had she not been quaking in her shoes she migktlbaked forward to the
occasion.

Piers was not accompanying them. He had, he stidr plans. He and
Sophie had spent most of the day together, howawer she couldn't help
but wish she could have counted on his uncomplicgieesence this



evening. But formal dinner dates were not his ioiefan and he planned to
visit a discotheque in Port of Spain this evenimgampany with some of
his friends.

Sophie descended the stairs just after seven alk@dvacross the hall and
into the lounge where the family usually gatherefbke dinner. But the
room was deserted and she walked across to theowsdrather
thoughtfully, looking out on the shadowy gardendrey. A tray of drinks
rested on a side table, but she had no desirelpoheeself even though
Brandt had urged her to do so, and instead sheedvdtka long bookcase,
partially filled with volumes, and began studyihgit titles. Like the rest of
the house this was ah extremely attractive roonh w@ft brown leather
chairs and an enormous couch upholstered in brawehvehite corded
velvet. There were orange curtains at the windawsseveral small tables
which Sophie suspected were quite irreplaceabéebtiokshelves adding a
comfortable, living-in appearance to the whole.

She had taken a volume from the shelves when sdrel ieotsteps behind
her and turning found Edge St. Vincente just entethe room. In a white
dinner jacket he looked" quite magnificent, and I8epfelt a tremor of
awareness slide unwillingly through her whole beige thrust the book
she had been holding back into its place and tutmwdrds him reluctantly.
But she could hardly remain standing with her backim, could she?

His eyes moved over her appraisingly as they hate dmefore and she
quivered, and broke into nervous speech:

"Is - is it far to the Flemings' house?"

Edge moved further into the room, glancing towdhéstray of bottles and
glasses. "Not very," he replied coolly. "Do you wardrink?"

Sophie drew a trembling breath. "I don't mind."
"What, then?" He walked lazily towards the table.

Sophie hesitated. "Perhaps - sherry?"



He glanced over his shoulder at her. "Is that@ll gver drink?" he enquired,
rather derisively.

"Er - no. No. | -1 sometimes have a gin and tonic."

He digested this without responding, but when Inegd to hand her a glass
she saw that it was not sherry but some amber-cadoliquid he was
offering her. A tall glass, chinking with ice.

"What's this?" she asked, taking the glass withcatahce.

"Rum apd Coke - a very small amount of rum," heealdals she opened her
mouth to protest. "You're a St. Vincente, remembier St. Vincente worth
her salt would settle for anything less."

"My surname - is Hollister,"” she declared uneventygking no attempt to
taste the drink he had given her.

"Is it?" His eyes mocked her over the rim of hisnoglass which was as tall
as hers but the liquid in it was colourless. "Yeustill sure about that?"

"What are you trying to say, Mr. - | meanUncle Edge?" It sounded
unlikely, to say the least, the way she said it!

"Oh, nothing." He shook his head. "Drink your driakd enjoy it. You
should relax more. Maybe then you wouldn't be salig when | tease
you."

"Don't you mearbait!" retorted Sophie before she could stop herselfaand
faint smile lifted the corners of his well-formecduath.

But then there was the sound of voices from thédrad a moment later
Brandt and Rosa entered the lounge. The older wamaanwearing a long
black chiffon gown that floated about her slighdlygular figure and Sophie
was glad she had taken trouble with her appear®imaously this was to
be quite a formal occasion.



"Ah, you're ready," said Brandt, his eyes on Sophi¢h obvious
admiration. "You look delightful, my dear. | shak the envy of everyone
there."

Sophie accepted the compliment shyly, looking awkilyaat the glass in
her hand, and Brandt followed her gaze.

"l see you've been persuaded to try our local Izl he remarked
smilingly. "Good for you!"

There was nothing more Sophie could say. She wasctmus of Edge's eyes
upon her, but she refused to give him the satisiaadf witnessing her
embarrassment, so she sipped some of the ambet dqd tried to look
casual about it.

In fact, it was delicious, and after the first fémstes she found herself
swallowing the rest without difficulty.

The spirit warmed the slightly cold feeling of nensness that had invaded
her stomach and gave her an added confidence &sByehe time they
were ready to leave she felt much more preparéacthe evening ahead.

They drove to Comalee in a sleek grey limousing fuseph, the black
house servant, had brought to the foot of the dtmpthem. Edge chose to
drive and Brandt sat ' beside him while SophielRaoda occupied the back.
The sounds of the night creatures came througbpgkeed windows of the
car, strange and unfamiliar to Sophie's ears, vihagescents of the flowers
that grew in such profusion about the island hadhsoxicating aroma all
their own. There was no moon tonight, but the Hght of the car picked
out pairs of eyes winking in the darkness, and Igjniiéd some exotic
blossom growing wild at the roadside. Sophie feltiausly cool and
detached and she decided that if that was whatwongounch woud do she
had better not indulge herself too freely.

It took about twenty minutes to reach the gatethefFlemings' residence,
and perhaps another three minutes to traverseotige durving drive. As
they neared the house they could see the masght$ lhead and hear the
faint strains of calypso music.



There was another car parked on the curve of ike dnd Edge brought the
limousine to a smooth halt behind it and then slid to help his aunt to
alight. Brandt assisted Sophie and they all wall@dards the lighted

building together.

Shallow stone steps led up to a pillared porticeenehtubs of acacias
tumbled in bright confusion. Beyond a paved terréitby carriage lamps,

grilled doors opened into a wide hall where thentigs were, greeting

their guests with trays of canapes and glasseharhpagne. As soon as
Howard Fleming observed their arrival he came segthem warmly, his

gaze lingering openly on the attractive picturel8emade.

"Come and meet my parents, Eve," he said, indigdhiat the others should
accompany them. "My mother is longing to meet you."

Marion Fleming was as tall as her son with the sasguare-cut features
and dark brown hair. Sophie thought she must leaat sixty, and yet she
managed to look ten years younger. What was it tatfeu air here that
rejuvenated people's energies ?

"So you're Jennifer's daughter,” she exclaimedway of a greeting,
examining Sophie with eyes that did not reflect wemth of her words.
"I'd never have guessed it. You're not at all hiee."

"Nonsense!" That was Brandt, relieving Sophie ef tlecessity to reply to
this awkward statement. "Of course she's like JennPerhaps you've
forgotten how attractive Jennifer used to be."

"We haven't forgotten Jennifer, Brandt," retortedrMn, rather sharply, and
for a moment there was an awkward silence.

But then Adrian Fleming, Howard's father, came fanmsvto be introduced

and in the small talk that followed the moment oipleasantness was
dissipated. Drinks were dispensed and Sophie fonself with a glass of
champagne in one hand and a canape in the otltarHeward Fleming at

her side.



"You must forgive my mother, Eve," he murmured apetically. "She's
never really forgiven Jennifer for running away."

Sophie looked at him out of the corners of her eyasd have you, Mr.
Fleming?"

"Call me Howard, please! Mr. Fleming sounds so falyrand surely we don't
need to be formal with one another. Heavens, | tifighie been -" He broke
off abruptly. "Tell me: what is it you do in Engl@®’

Taking a deep breath, Sophie proceeded to telittie of what she knew
of Eve's job, but fortunately his question had dmgn polite and very soon
they moved on to less precarious subjects. Howardduced her to their
other guests, a middle-aged couple whose names bhaeirence and Jean
Kennedy, and to his sister, Janine.

Until that moment Sophie had scarcely been awakedge's presence, but
when they moved across the room to find Howardtesithey found her
with Eve's uncle.

Janine Fleming possessed her brother's hair, #mdkcurly like an aureole
about her head, but there the resemblance endedwdh smaller and
slender with brilliant dark eyes and a petulant thoDressed in a gown of
glowing red chiffon, she was like a lick of flamgaanst the whiteness of
Edge's jacket, one slender arm draped possessivehhis shoulder. When
Howard brought Sophie to be introduced, she regala® with scarcely
concealed indifference, uttering a casual wordahawledgement before
continuing with what she had been saying to heypamon. Edge's head
was bent towards hers as he listened to what shéoleay and Sophie felt
an unreasoning twinge of anxiety stir within hetheg apparent intimacy of
their relationship. It was completely unexpectea &er nails curled into
the palm of her hand as a sense of resentment swepther. She didn't
know why, but the idea that there might be sometiiatween these two
was quite distasteful to her. She suddenly foungeiiewondering what
Edge's wife had been like and how long it was ssieedied.

She started to turn away, and as she did so sine fédge's eyes upon her.
He was still presumably listening _ to what Janives saying, but for a



moment Sophie sensed his distraction. Turning bek lon them, she tried
to pay attention to what Howard was saying to lver, it was terribly
difficult. Her hands were trembling, her palms wereist, and she despised
the realization that Edge St. Vincente was respda$or this sudden rush of
emotion. Heavens, what was she thinking of? Did what to give him
entirely the wrong impression? What would he thirtke began to suspect
that the girl who was supposed to be his niecebgasming aware of him in
a way that was far from the innocent regard ofez@ifor her uncle?

She smoothed her hands over her thighs and gavatdam unnecessarily
grateful smile. But she must be mad to allow sdughts free rein, she
told herself fiercely. Indeed, she could never nenper feeling this way

before. She had never indulged in casual relatipestand had, perhaps
foolishly, imagined herself free of the desiresha flesh. But just now she
had had to acknowledge how small her experience baygnd how easy it
could be to crave one man's attentions. She mowed shoulders

impatiently. Well, she was aware of that weaknes& and she would

conquer it. But would she? probed a small voiced why had she never felt
this way towards any of the attractive men she éacbuntered in ' the
course of her work, first at the television studaosi then at the theatre? ...

The Flemings' house was a much more conventionallidg than the house
at Pointe St. Vincente. In daylight, Howard told,hiewas possible to see-
the sea from their upper windows, but they wereesdmtance inland and
consequently had had a pool installed in the gaxdeonight the pool area
was floodlit, and they dined outside at a longcetdey table made attractive
by bowls of scarlet and yellow hibiscus. The ptselif looked very inviting,
and Howard suggested that Eve might like to comexr and spend a day
with them during her holiday, Sophie made some teeimg comment to
his invitation, but the idea was not wholly unagdpep Nevertheless, she
wasn't at all sure what Marion Fleming's reactitmsuch an invitation
might be, and although since that initial unple&isess on their arrival she
had behaved quite charmingly to all her guestsethas something about
the woman that Sophie didn't like.

Dinner was a delicious meal. ,Sophie had neveedasth soup before, and
the roast sucking pig gave the alfresco meal adoash flavour. They
finished with fresh raspberries and some of themataally flavoured



coffee which Sophie had really acquired a tasteTbere was brandy, too,
but this she refused. The rum punch Edge had dieemefore leaving had
combined with the champagne to give her a sufftjehight-headed
feeling, and she did not want to risk overdoin&fie was quite content to sit
back in her seat between Brandt and Howard arehlist the conversation.
The men were smoking the cigars which Adrian Flenhiad provided and a
haze of Havana tobacco smoke hung lazily in the air

Across the table Edge was seated between Jean dieramel Janine
Fleming. Sophie refused to allow her eyes to drithat direction, although
she couldn't help the speculative thought thatngamust have had some
hand , in the table placings.

When everyone was finished the table was quicldgred and removed by
the Flemings' house servants, and then more o€tdhgso music which

they had heard earlier was provided by the rectaglep. Janine dragged
Edge up to dance with her and after Laurence Kenhad escorted Marion
Fleming on to the floor to join them, Howard turrtedSophie.

"I'm not very good at this modern stuff,” he costes, "but I'll do my best."

Sophie looked doubtfully at Brandt, seeking hisrapgl, and he nodded his
head encouragingly. "Go ahead, my dear," he urgietiall enjoy watching
you."

For all Howard's protestations of ineptitude hevpw to be quite an
adequate dancer and Sophie enjoyed dancing withTheamusic was slow
and rhythmic, and he» didn't hold her too tight§he found herself
pondering the curiousness of this situation hadrsh#ly been Jennifer's
daughter. After all, this man might have been laghdr if everything had
gone according to plan, and she felt sure thatwaast what he had been
about to say earlier when he had stopped himsédiieM\the record ended,
she was almost sorry, and was talking gaily to asrthey walked back to
the others.

Edge was standing by his father's chair now, tglkith him and Adrian
Fleming. Janine stood a little to one side, heulpat expression a little
more pronounced, and Sophie guessed she was ribtaubeing excluded



from the conversation. But as it transpired thatrtten were discussing the
accident which had holed the yacht Janine coukash@tv much about it.

More drinks were served and Sophie accepted angthss of champagne
with some misgivings. She was thirsty, though,réfie exertion of dancing
in a temperature that was still higher than shewsasl to, and it would have
seemed churlish to refuse.

It seemed as though Howard had attached himské#rtéor the evening, and
no matter where she went or who she spoke to heneser far from her
side. Although she liked him and found him good pany, she wished he
would pay more attention to his mother's other tguedhe was aware that
Edge had noticed Howard's assiduity and she dadmé for the slightly
derisive twist to his lips whenever he looked iaitldirection.

More records were put on the player and Laurencen&e@y invited Sophie
to dance. She accepted after only a moment's hesit@nd presently she
saw that Edge was dancing with his hostess. Jaemeained beside her
brother and Brandt, but Sophie could tell from l&pression that the
situation was not to her liking.

Towards eleven-thirty after Sophie had had seve@k dances including
one with Brandt and another with Adrian Flemingrthseemed a general
move to break up the party. The Kennedys left imglghat they would be
in touch with everyone to arrange another eveniegtsrtainment at their
home, and then Brandt and his sister accompanedrigmings into the
main building so that Rosa could collect her wr8pphie and Howard
followed them, slightly ahead of Edge and Janind, &ophie could hear the
other girl whispering to him. Unfortunately, sheuttn't hear what Janine
was saying, and she had to force herself not &nstrer ears to try and hear.

Good-byes were soon over and Sophie, Brandt and Batsinto the sleek
limousine for the homeward drive. Edge was sligldyyayed, but after a
moment he came striding over to take the drivireg s@d Sophie couldn't
help but wonder whether Janine was responsibletHer slightly grim
expression he was wearing.

It was two days before Sophie saw Edge again.



The day after the party she learned he had ldfg #wat morning for Piarco,
the international airport some miles outside oftBdSpain, to take a flight
to Tobago. Piers told her that they had busindssasts in Scarborough, the
island’'s small capital, and that now that his gfatier had virtually retired
from the business, his father dealt with theiriests himself.

"It sounds quite an exciting trip," murmured Sopestfully, scarcely
aware that she had spoken aloud, and Piers lodkeat & surprise.

"Would you have liked to have gone along, too?asied. "You could have
done, | guess. | don't suppose my father thoughtitld interest you."

Sophie, who was seated beside him on a flat slietiak overlooking the

pale green waters of the bay, her arms wrappeddrbandrawn-up knees,
shook her head quickly. "Oh --oh, | was just mugsirghe exclaimed.

"Besides, I'm quite happy here, thank you."

Piers grinned and stretched his brown body ag#messun-warmed surface
of the rock. "Yes, it is rather pleasant, isn'l ii®n't dig this working bit. I'm
much happier pottering about in the boats. Say!"sHiet upright. "How'd
you like to go sailing?"

"I don't - that is - | wouldn't know what to do,fgtested Sophie in alarm.

"l could teach you. It's easy really. So long as gan swim..."

"In case you capsize, you mean?" Sophie's eyeqette

Piers gave her a wry smile. "Well, one has to bepared for every
eventuality.”

Sophie examined one slender leg and thought howhmmare attractive it
looked now that it was turning honey gold. "Oh,dnd know ..." she
murmured:

"Why? Don't you trust me?" Piers's eyebrows quirked for a moment he
looked disturbingly like his father.



Sophie looked away. "Of course | trust you. Itst juwell, what will Brandt
say?"

"Ask him."
"Shall I?" Sophie hesitated.
"' will, if you like."

"No. No, I'll do it." Sophie got to her feet andoled down at him,
unselfconscious now of the briefness of her bikibio | need shoes or
sandals or anything?"

"Plimsolls, if you have them," replied Piers, stamgdup, too. "And hurry.
You'll enjoy it."

Brandt offered no objections to their plans exdepadjure Sophie to take
care. "l don't want anything happening to you nbat t've just found you,"
he said, rather emotionally, and Sophie felt téyrduilty. It was all right
telling herself that had she not agreed to comadéd have had no one on
whom to lavish his affection and that therefore wfas doing no harm, but
she hated deceiving him like this. In that respegot worse instead of
better.

Piers took her out in the dinghy. Although it wasoanparatively small craft
it could move with alarming swiftness through thater, which Sophie
found rather unnerving at first. But once she ledrthat sheets were ropes,
and that the boom could give one a rather nasty flone did not duck out
of its way, she began to enjoy herself. It was taxgiand vastly more
exhilarating than being power-driven, and as Pexgained what he was
doing as they went along it was interesting, too.

"Dinghies sail fastest when they're kept in an amgright position," he

replied to Sophie's comment that she had seens/aating at very nearly
right angles to their usual position. "The windie thing, of course, and
that's why | keep the mainsheet loose in my hantthaiol can ease it out to
vary the width of sail into the wind. If there wasudden strong gust that



caught us unawares with too much sail showing wedcoapsize, so the
helmsman always steers the craft as well as cdingaghe mainsail.”

"Fascinating." Sophie looked up at the tall masivaithem and the blue sky
overhead. "Will | be able to steer the dinghy somes$?"

Piers grimaced mockingly. "Not if you persist imteng over the side like
that. You're supposed to pull against the windessgure, not add your
weight to it."

Sophie giggled and subsided into a safe position.glad you invited me to
come."

"So am L." Piers looked at her with obvious pleastiwve seem to get along
together pretty well, don't we?"

Sophie nodded contentedly. It was true. When sksewith Piers she could
forget the invidiousness of her position and behaatarally. Maybe it was
presumptuous on her behalf, but she felt that sdePéers would have hit it
off anyway without the assumed ties of their relaship.

The following morning Brandt came into the mornimegm just as Sophie
was finishing breakfast to tell her that Howard waghe phone wanting to
speak with her. Sophie looked up and surprisedheranxious expression
on Brandt's face.

"Why?" she asked blankly, unable for the momernthtok of any reason
why Howard Fleming should want to speak to her.

Brandt shrugged his broad shoulders. "I think heatavdo ask you to
Comalee for the day," he replied heavily.

"Oh!" Sophie wiped her mouth slowly with her tabkgpkin.
"Don't you want to go?" Brandt brightened.

She made an involuntary gesture. "Not particuldrg.hardly know them."



"Then don't go." Brandt frowned. "Oh, | know Howdeels - well, drawn to
you because you're Jennifer's daughter, but hé egméct you to take up
where your mother left off!"

Sophie's eyes "widened. "Do you think he feels weat?"

"Dammit, | know he does! " Brandt moved impatienti@urely even you
noticed the way he hung about you the other evéhing

Sophie sighed. "I'd better tell him | can't go."
"Yes, | think perhaps you better had."

Sophie nodded and got to her feet. The last thiegneeded right now was
for Howard Fleming to create emotional complicasion

Howard was disappointed when she refused his twita"lf you won't
come for the whole day, let me take you out to eintiis evening,” he
suggested.

Sophie hesitated. "Er - Edge is away, as you pighaiow," she said at last.
"l think - my grandfather would rather | was hehnestevening.”

She heard Howard heave a deep sigh. "Tomorrow,thersaid insistently.
Sophie chewed uncomfortably at her lower lip. Shafrtelling him outright
that she had no desire to make assignations withonianyone else, what
could she say?

"Edge comes back tomorrow, doesn't he?" Howard sagsg now. "He
and Brandt will have business matters to discus®tmow evening. Have
dinner with me then."

Sophie considered this. There might be some truthhat he was saying.
Piers had said it was a business trip, after all.

"All right," she agreed at last. "Tomorrow eveniNghat time?"



"I'll pick you up about seven, is that okay?"

"Fine." Sophie was already regretting the impulb&ctvhad made her agree
to go out with him. "G'bye, then."”

"Till tomorrow, Eve."

As she replaced the telephone receiver she becaare dhat she was no
longer alone. Brandt had come out of the mornirapr@and was standing
watching her.

"You're going out with him tomorrow evening, thehg'commented dourly,
leaving her in no doubt that he had heard the érkloconversation with
Howard.

She sighed. "What else could | do? Short of askingto leave me alone ? "

Brandt shook his head. "Where is he taking you?"

She shrugged. "I don't know. | didn't think to adkst out for a meal, |
suppose.”

"l see."” Brandt thrust his hands into his trousgoskets. "Well, | hope you
know what you're doing." He moved nearer. "Do yealise, Eve, you've
been here almost a week already and | don't feklewever really talked
yet."

"Oh, we have!" Sophie made an eloquent gestureu'Rfow I'm - loving it
here." That at least was the truth. "And everyobe&n so - so kind."

"It's easy to be kind to someone like you, Evegea®d Brandt huskily.
"And you must realise that | - well -" he shook head, "I simply don't want
you to think of going back to England.”

Sophie's lips parted. "But - but you know | musté whispered uneasily.

"Why? Why must you?"



"I have - my work -"

"l know that. I'm prepared to accept what your earaeans to you. But if
you want me to help you, surely it's not too muzlexpect that you spend
some time here."

Sophie stared at him uncomprehendingly. "I dondteustand,” she began
faintly, wondering with a sudden rush of intuitiomhether this was
something else Eve had deliberately omitted tahiel

"Of course you do." Fortunately Brandt was too mhten getting over his
own point to pay much attention to her bewilderm&aht, | don't intend to
discuss the pros and cons of the situation right. fichere's plenty of time
for that. But - well, I wish you'd think seriousty staying on here. Is a year
too much to ask?"

"Ayear?"

This time Sophie's consternation was unmistakainlé Brandt hunched his
shoulders disappointedly. "You don't want to," h@l$eavily. "And | can't
force you. But | wish you'd try and see it my way."

"But | do see it your way!" Sophie pressed her gabtogether. "I - |
understand perfectly. But - | have commitments,treats! | can't just
abandon everything foryear I"

Brandt exhaled noisily. "No, no, | can see thahduldn't have asked."

Sophie watched him helplessly, but what could sife $he was incapable
of granting his wish even if she had wanted to aloEs/e's suggestion had
been for two - maybe three weeks. Not a year! Aesides, there was her
own career to think of. The repertory company walildeep her job open
for ever.

All the same, had she really been Eve Hollisted, Beandt really been her
grandfather, she knew that nothing would have sdgger from remaining
here, from doing exactly as he wanted. Already IHierin England had



become vague and colourless, while Trinidad, andt@dt. Vincente in
particular, were the realities ...



CHAPTER FIVE

EDGE arrived back late the following afternoon and wasnediately
closeted with Brandt in his study. Sophie didnpent to see him before
leaving with Howard, but when she came downstdigbaut a quarter to
seven she found him in the lounge, helping himse# drink. He was still
wearing the casual clothes he had worn to travednd his expression was
grim when he turned and found her hovering in therday.

Sophie advanced cautiously into the room, absuodigscious of the
limitations of her simple linen dress, and atterd@ecasual: "Have a good
trip?"

Edge swallowed half the contents of his glass leefeplying. "Successful,"
he conceded dryly.

"Oh - good." Sophie linked her fingers. "l expeotiye tired."
"No. Should | be?" He was deliberately obtuse.

Sophie turned away. When he chose to be like thésted no defence
against him.

"l understand you're having dinner with Howard.s Miords caused her to
half turn towards him again.

"Yes. He should be here soon."

"If you want my advice/you'll stay clear of Howdrdzdge remarked
distinctly.

Sophie felt nervousness dissolving beneath a sufrgeire anger. "l don't
recall asking for your advice."

"No, but I'm offering it anyway."



"Why? Why shouldn't | go out with him?" Sophie ateéed her fists,
determinedly putting aside her own earlier doulbtsud the advisability of
getting involved with Howard.

"He's too old for you for one thing," retorted Edggplacing his glass on the
tray. "And for another he's suffering from the dadun of imagining that
you're the reincarnation of Jennifer."

Sophie drew a trembling breath. "We - we're friertdat's all.”

"Really?" Edge reached for a cigar from the boxt@mantelshelf and put
it between his teeth. "Well, don't say | didn't wgou!"

Sophie sighed, watching "him as he lit the cigat exialed deeply. "l wish
you'd stop talking like this," she exclaimed. "Yreumy - my uncle, after
all.”

He hooked his thumbs into the low belt of his patge how would you like
me to be?"

Sophie bent her head. "Just don't - don't bait litbetime."
"Oh, | see. You can't stand the pace, is that it?"

She looked up. His eyes were hard and there wascking twist to his
mouth. "Thank goodness Piers isn't like you," stuestout impulsively.

"Isn't he? Isn't he just? Are you sure of that?"
"Of course I'm sure. | enjoy being with him."
"And you don't enjoy being with me?"

"Stop putting words into my mouth!"

"l thought the implication was unavoidable."

"You think you're so clever, don't you?"



"Not particularly. It was a reasonable observation.

"Oh!" She turned away with a frustrated gesture Shnply couldn't win an
argument against such implacable opposition. 'tikhjou like - hurting
me."

Edge rested his arm along the mantelshelf. 'T wousdy that-"

"Well, I would!" Sophie's mouth worked tremulousiyWhy can't you speak
to me without being so damnably sarcastic all time?"

"Is that what | am?"

"You know it is! "

Edge shrugged his broad shoulders lazily, the mewtmrawing Sophie's
attention to the hard muscles beneath the thimreathirt he was wearing.
"If 1 stop being - to use your own words - so dabipaarcastic to you, will

you stay away from Howard ?"

Sophie's dark brows lifted in surprise. "You meamod mean refuse to go
out with him?"

"Not tonight. The arrangement's made, and it stahdeean - don't accept
any future invitations."

Sophie made a confused gesture. "But why?"
Edge's eyes narrowed. "It's a straightforward regjamswer it!"
"But what could | say? It would sound so - so relide

"Tell him you've made other arrangements. Tell jon're going out with
me."

"With you?" Sophie was astounded. "But he'd knowasn't true.”

"l should make sure it was."



"But why should you do this -"

"Howard's my friend. | don't want to see him huseaond time. Not if | can
help it."

Sophie hesitated. "What makes you so sure | wouttiHfim?"
"You're going back to England, aren't you? Whes thiarade is over ?"
"What do you meancharade?"Her heart pounded wildly.

"It was a term, that was all. And after all, itascharade really, isn't it? |
mean - the whole situation?"

Sophie didn't know how to reply, but luckily at tmoment they both heard
the sound of a car's engine as the vehicle desdetiue slope to the
courtyard outside.

"This sounds like the man himself," remarked Edggyd "Don't distress
yourself. One of the servants will let him in."

Sophie shook her head. "I wish | wasn't going argnefi she declared
unevenly.

Edge shrugged and straightened. "Why? You'll pribahjoy yourself."
"After this?" Sophie was aghast.

"Yes. Put this conversation to the back of yourarin

"As if | could!"

"All right, remember it, then." Edge sounded impati "Just don't make any
plans for tomorrow, will you ? Because I'm takirguyto Genevra."”

"Genevra?" Sophie's eyes widened. "Where's that?"



"It's a small cove, some distance along the ctigsbnly accessible by sea
and the bay is calm and quite shallow. | thought goght like to try your
hand at snorkelling."

"Snorkelling?" Sophie felt a faint stirring of et@ment. "It sounds -
interesting."

"It is." The voice was Piers'. Turning to the daBo-

phie saw he had just entered the room behind Hass Dad been telling you
about tomorrow's proposed outing?"Sophie's lipgegat'You - know?"

"Of course."

"Oh, | see." Suddenly the prospective trip losttkelof its appeal. "Are you
craning, too?"

"Try to stop me!" Piers was exuberant. "I can'ttwaishow you what it's
like under the surface."

Sophie nodded, managing a slight smile, conscib&sige's eyes upon her.
Their conversation had really had nothing to ddwis decision to take her
out. No doubt his father had suggested it. He, w@mted to keep her away
from Howard.

One of the maids came to the lounge door. "Mr. kilgns here, Mr. Edge,"”
she announced. "He's come for Miss Eve."

"Ask him to come in, Rachel,” ordered Edge calratypbing out the butt of
his cigar in a heavy onyx ashtray. "Will you havdrmk before you leave,
Eve?"

Sophie had little chance to make any response ddflmward Fleming
entered the room. In a dark brown lounge suitplo&ed suave and stockily
attractive, his well- dressed appearance contigastimarply with Edge's
casual, travel-stained attire. And yet for all thatshe was really honest
.with herself, Sophie had to admit that she woattler have remained home



this evening and avoided the inevitaldte-a-tetewith the man who had
once expected to marry Jennifer...

But although she had not expected to do so, Saptienjoy her evening

out. Howard took her to a nightclub in Port of $paind after a delicious
meal they watched limbo dancers and listened teerbthe stirring steel

music played by the bands rehearsing for the coroangival. There was

such an air of uninhibited excitement about the le/pwoceedings that no
one could have remained, unmoved by it, and Sdphied herself keeping

time with the music and longing to dance. She ehthe women who joined

the band on the floor, swinging and swaying to rtinghm with sensuous

abandon, and wondered what Howard would think & alere to cast her
inhibitions aside and follow their example. She s&eh he would not

approve. Although he seemed a likeable, ratherl@dmman, she was aware
of a certain restraint about him which would curéaiy urge he had to act
impulsively. Her awareness of this aspect of herabter was an instinctive
thing, and she couldn't help speculating whethisr ristraint had been in
any way responsible for Jennifer's behaviour yagcs

Afterwards they drove home through the velvetyrsest of the night air,
and Howard pointed out the twinkling lights of Venela just visible in the
distance. They had talked quite a tot throughowt évening, casual
conversations about music and films, and books butly enjoyed, but the
journey home was accomplished almost in silence Smghie wondered
what occupied Howard's thoughts. Her own were bu#ly the prospect of
the day ahead, and she couldn't deny the surgexafement that its
knowledge brought her. She refused to speculatih@mpossible innuendo
behind Edge's barbed comments, and contented hettfelthe assurance
that had he suspected she was not who she saidashée would have
exposed her by now.

When Howard brought the car to a halt in the caurdyof the St. Vincente
house he switched off the engine and turning todad: "I've enjoyed this
evening so much, Eve. Please say you'll come ov€ptnalee tomorrow."



Sophie slid into her corner, as far away from hsnwas possible in the
confines of the car, and shook her head apolodigti¢ém afraid | can't,”
she said, and was glad that she did not have abbeit it. "My - my uncle
and Piers are taking me sailing."”

"Edge?" Howard's brows drew together in surprisaunitlerstood he and
Janine were spending the day together.”

"Janine?" murmured Sophie faintly.
"Sure. My sister. You've surely realised how thiags between those two?"

Sophie caught her breath, disguising the smallgau@a cough. "No. How
are they?" she asked softly.

Howard sighed, running his fingers round the rimtteé steering wheel.
"Well, | guess they'll get married one day. Thengshurry. They've known
one another long enough not to be in any rush.”

"l - didn't know that.” Sophie hoped she didn'trsdas shocked as she felt.

Howard shrugged. "lt's such common knowledge arobeck, | don't
suppose anyone saw any necessity to tell you. iBog $erry died -"

"Gerry?"
"Geraldine St. Vincente, Edge's wife. Your latetalisuppose.”
"Oh, I see. | - I'm afraid my knowledge of the f&ms rather limited.”

"It would be," Howard nodded. "And of course, n@daalks much about her
these days. It's almost ten years since she died.”

Sophie opened her mouth to ask more questions atheutunknown
Geraldine, and then closed it again. It was nortass of hers. Even less
when you considered that she had no real pladeisrfamily. "You said -
since Gerry died .. ~ she prompted him, unableaoé it alone entirely."



"What?" Howard frowned. "Oh, yes, well - since Gredied, Janine has
been his shadow. She's only about your age, okeglittle more than a kid
when Edge became a widower, but she always adonedamd - well, |
guess Edge understands her."

"l see." Sophie felt slightly nauseated. Those argsthey had had this
evening couldn't have agreed with her. "Well, | esgoing."

Howard sighed. "And you won't change your mind alomorrow?"
"l can't." Sophie shook her head.

Howard nodded. "Okay. I'll ring you. In a few daysn? Maybe we can
arrange a date that's suitable to both of us™

Taking the cowardly way out, Sophie allowed it t @ that, searching
urgently for the door catch. It suddenly swung oped she scrambled out,
only to find that Howard had walked round and opktie door for her.

"Goodnight, then,"” she said, with an awkward pnarfiig of her hand, but
Howard merely smiled and bending touched her fadivath his lips.

"Goodnight, Eve," he said, and walked back to g&t his car, leaving her
feeling more guilty than before.

Brandt came to meet her as she let herself intbahef the house. "Well?"
he said. "Have you had a good evening?"

"Very good, thank you." Sophie's voice was low &rendt looked at her
sharply.

"What's wrong? You look pale." His eyes darkenéthward didn't-"

"Howard didrt do anything," declared Sophie quickly. "I - Ijdeel a bit
sick, that's all. Too much rich food, | suppose.”

"Hmm." Brandt sounded sceptical. "Well, come irfte tounge and have a
drink before you go to bed."



Sophie was about to refuse, but then the thoughteofquiet bedroom
changed her mind. Right now, she didn't want tareéra her thoughts too
closely. She preceded Brandt into the attractivepld room and found to
her relief that it was empty.

"What will you have?" Brandt went to the tray ofindks. "Brandy, gin,
rum?"

"Nothing like that, really." Sophie sank down irttee soft contours of the
couch. "Just some orange juice, please."”

"Is that the sort of thing you want if you feells¥

"Well, I'm sure it's no more lethal than the othieresxclaimed Sophie,
managing a faint smile. "Er - where is everyone?"

"Rosa and Piers are in bed. Edge hasn't come ih yet

"He's out?" Sophie hoped she didn't sound too uarin

"Yes. He's over at the Flemings."

Sophie swallowed hard and accepted the glass Brerdted her, looking
down into it concentratedly. "Howard - told me thathat Edge and

Janine..."

Brandt clicked his tongue impatiently. "Oh, yes?IMeshouldn't pay too
much attention to what Howard says."

"Why not?" Sophie looked tip in surprise.
"The Flemings have been trying to link themselveth whis family for
years, since long before your mother's time. | dexpect Edge to marry

Janine."

"But why? Doesn't he love her, is that what yosaging?"



"Love doesn't come into it." Brandt shook his heddkar Eve, what an
innocent you are in some ways! Quite different fromg impressions of
female journalists." Sophie flushed, but fortunatee didn't appear to
notice as he went on: "If I've learned one thingubmy children, my dear,
it's that they don't like to be coerced into doamything. If Edge ever does
decide to marry again, and quite honestly | ca€tany likelihood of that,
he'll do the running for himself. Janine is far fmersistent in that direction.
She went to Tobago with him, you know."

Sophie's fingers tightened round her glass. "Butujust said-"

"Well, perhaps | phrased that rather badly. Shetwemobago on the same
plane as he did, and stayed at the same hotel."—

"You mean - without an invitation ?"

Brandt smiled. "Janine is a very determined youongian."

"I know, but - but-"

"— but you'd never do a thing like that?" he firgdh

"Well, yes."

"Perhaps it's just that the right man hasn't yatealong to turn your world
upside-down,"” he commented dryly. "I'm pretty syoeir mother would
have done something drastic if I'd stopped her fgmimg off with your
father."

It was the first time since her arrival that he bpdken of the elopement and
Sophie wondered whether her presence here-wasgédipn to view that
situation with less bitterness. If it were so, ttereast she had achieved
something.

But Brandt's next words disabused that belief.

"You don't really remind me of either of your paiehhe remarked. "Your
father was never one to miss an opportunity."



Sophie bent her head. "He - he loved my mother kymyv," she ventured.

Brandt sighed. "Did he ? But he didn't make heplyaperhaps if she hadn't
died when you were born, things would have beeferdift ..." His voice
trailed away. "But it's too late now. We must trydaforget the past and
make the best use we can of the present.”

Sophie let it go at this. It was obvious that tatkebout his daughter could
still upset him. She wondered for the first timeatvhe would have made of
Eve. In her determination to get what she wantednwhlid she resemble?
Jennifer, who ran away for love - or James, wheeddhis arrogant old man
to marry the woman of his choice?

Swallowing the remainder of her orange juice shetgber feet. "Time for
bed, I think."™

Brandt nodded, his expression gentle. "Try nohioki too badly of me," he
murmured, as she went past him.

Sophie halted, arrested by the agony in his voiod, please,” she said,
putting a hand on his arm. "Like you said, it'siafthe past. It doesn't do to
bear grudges.”

"Thank you, my dear." Brandt sounded emotional. U@t along to bed
now. You're going out with Edge and Piers tomorraren't you?"

"That's right." Sophie squeezed his arm- gentlyod@ight, Brandt," she
whispered, and on impulse she leant forward ansspceher lips against his
cheek. But even before she drew back again shed#msy were no longer
alone. She hadn't heard a car, but thatjvas nstigwising when one could
allow a vehicle to cruise down the slppe to thesdeoAnd now Edge stood
in the doorway regarding them intently, the twittgnicism marring his
disturbingly attractive features.



CHAPTER SIX

THE shallow waters of Genevra Cove lapped gently odsaleached white
by the heat of the sun. It was every bit as sedwahel inaccessible as Edge
had described, with tall, moss-covered cliffs tamgrabove like the
bastions of some mediaeval fortress. The dinghybesh beached some
distance from where Sophie was lying, and for tloen@nt she was alone.
Completely alone, she thought wryly, wondering wétae would do if for
some unforeseen reason Edge and Piers did not lsacke She could not
sail the dinghy, and it had no engine. And thers m@earthly chance of her
being able to climb the cliffs. She would be maredin

Rolling on to her stomach, she pillowed her heachenfolded arms. Of
course they would come back. Edge was going tditbac how to use the
snorkel. At present he and Piers had gone intoetegater with the use of
the scuba diving gear, but Edge had said that sbeldwneed more

experience of swimming under water before she ¢ackhat. Sophie
doubted she ever would. After all, she had beer beer a week already,
and sooner or later she would have to start thgkabout making

arrangements for her flight back to England. She pedting off mentioning

such a thing to Brandt for obvious reasons, bsté was wholly honest with
herself she would admit that the idea of leavingnteo St. Vincente

enveloped her in depression. She didn't want teelepart from the beauty
of her surroundings, she had become fond of BrandtPiers. Her feelings
about Edge did not bear thinking about.

With an impatient exclamation she levered hergelbrnito her knees and sat
for a moment in that position watching the antita sand crab making its
awkward way up the beach. She was beginning téhe¢ehis masquerade
which Eve had persuaded her to play could havecapsions which might
conceivably destroy any chance of happiness shktrhaye had.

Trying to thrust these disturbing thoughts asitie,r@se abruptly to her feet,
curving her arms to lift the weight of her hairrfider neck. The warmth of
the sun was like a balm to her troubled spirits simel stretched with lissom
grace, unaware until it was too late that she veasgoobserved. Edge had
crane up out of the water at the far end of theclhhemnd was presently
shedding his oxygen tanks into the bottom of timglaly.



Immediately and defensively Sophie's arms droppeletr sides and she
bent to shake the sand out of her towel. Anythingvoid the crazy impulse
she had that made her want to meet his eyes, koaloleim and admire that
lean, tanned body in the brief navy swimming shdfis came across the
sand towards her, treading with difficulty in rubllgopers so that Sophie
was able to hide her embarrassment in laughter.

"You're not the Penguin, by any chance, are yoh@"tsased him, and he
looked down at his feet good-naturedly.

"I've got some for you. too. And here's the mas#t #tre snorkel. Do you
think you can manage to put them on?"

Sophie subsided on to the sand again. "I'll tryevéls Piers?"
"He'll be back shortly. He knows I've left him."

Sophie nodded and began pulling on the rubberdtipprhey went on quite
easily, but when she tried to stand up again itheader than she thought. It
was difficult to avoid standing on the rubber fintloe other foot, and after
watching her struggle for a minute, Edge bent affiered her his hand.

Sophie took it willingly and he pulled her up sHgrpeleasing her almost
immediately.

"Now!" Edge handed her the face mask. "Put thisiom, over the bridge of

your nose, like this." He adjusted it for her. "3fs the snorkel. You see, this
piece goes into your mouth and the tube is secomeithe side of the face
mask-there."

Sophie nodded, trying the wide piece of rubberenmouth. She pulled it
out again and grimaced. "It's awfully big, isr?"it

"Not really. You're nervous, that's all." Edge vadient. More patient than
Sophie would have expected. "Now, try again. Yatbés little ball in the
end of the snorkel? Well, so long as you're bregthiaturally it stays here.
But if you start panicking it cuts off your air "ugply and you have to
surface, right?"



"How will I know?" Sophie was aghast.
"Oh, you'll know," Edge assured her dryly. "Sha#l ey it?™

The water, particularly near the beach, was vergmydut Sophie found
herself shivering with apprehension.

"Relax!" advised Edge, wading out and plunging Role body
underwater. "There's nothing to be afraid of."

"I - 1 know." Sophie examined the mouthpiece of theorkel before
venturing to put it between her lips. "But what yo@& going to do? | thought
you were coming with me, but you don't have anyigent.”

"I am coming with you, and | don't need any equipthieEdge assured her,
pushing his wet hair back with a careless handw'Nstart swimming, and
when | tell you try to swim just below the surfamfethe water. Keep your
face down and breathe naturally."

Sophie did as she was told. It wasn't too badsit fshe was concentrating
on following Edge's instructions implicitly, and diges, the gorgeous
colours of sea anemones and other marine plantd#einated her. Tiny

tropical fish swam within touching distance andtédrabout amongst coral
rocks that reflected the rainbow colours of the sunwater. She was
conscious of Edge swimming beside her and shedéit

But then he swam some distance ahead and wheneSaatized that she
was out of her depth she moved her feet more napdtatch up with him.
Unfortunately, the flippers drove her downward irtee water and the
air-tube was blocked and her mouth filled with sedter. Momentarily she
panicked and came up threshing wildly, coughing @meking and gasping
for breath.

Immediately, it seemed, Edge was beside her, spgakassuringly to her,
one arm securing her against him while he remoledatfending mask and
snorkel from her face. Sophie was trembling vidienbut as her panic
subsided and common sense returned she becameddwzedhard strength
of his muscles against her.



"Do you want to go back?" he asked against heagaer breathing became
normal again, but Sophie shook her head.

“I'm - all right now," she murmured unsteadily, amthout another word he
released her.

She turned to face him. "Can - can you help meahmitnask on again?" she
asked, as he offered the things to her. "I - I'mafisolutely sure how it goes
on."

Edge gave an assenting movement of his head ane claser. "Put your
hands on my shoulders," he said briefly. "I caattany leverage if you keep
moving away."

Sophie put her hands on his shoulders and he gustikped the mask into
place, offering her the mouthpiece to insert. "Thgou," Sophie managed a
smile. "Fm sorry | was so stupid.”

"You weren't stupid,” retorted Edge, rather cutyngJust inexperienced,
that's all.”

Sophie made an upward movement of her shoulderpurtie mouthpiece
to her lips. Then she took a deep breath and dtamtenming again. This
time Edge stayed beside her, but after about fiftemutes he indicated that
they should go back. Sophie wanted to protestsbatdidn't dare, and she
swam obediently after him, standing up when hetdidvade out of the
water.

Piers was back now and Sophie unpacked the lunabhwWiolet had
provided for them. There was cold chicken and haafads and sweet
potatoes, fresh fruit and wine. There were als@d\cans of beer which
earlier Piers had secured inside a string bag #axckg in the water near
where the dinghy was beached for coolness.

Afterwards, it was pleasant just relaxing in thad#of an overhanging rock
and allow the blistering heat of the day to buselit out. Piers rested for
only a short time before padding along the beaciméss about in the
dinghy, and Sophie was left with only Edge for campa She had thought



he was asleep, but when she got up on her hautackesooth her towel his
eyes opened and he pushed the dark glasses heeaasgwp his forehead.

"Did I disturb you?" Sophie was apologetic. "I didnean to."
Edge shook his head lazily. "l wasn't asleep.”

"Oh! Oh, good." Sophie subsided on to her towelraghrawing her legs up
and resting her elbows on her knees.

Unexpectedly his hand brushed her bare hip andjwshped violently,
turning to look at him in surprise. "Don't be smjoy," he commented dryly.
"l was only knocking a fly away. What did you thihiwas about to do?"

Sophie had turned bright red. Her reactions hach heeotally out of
proportion to the minuteness of the incident ana dblt terribly
embarrassed. "l - | didn't know what it was, thatsvall," she defended
herself uncomfortably. "You startled me."

"Did 1? I'm sorry." But the mocking note was backhis voice again and
Sophie turned back to her contemplation of the wcédwer shoulders
hunched resentfully. "I'd forgotten how touchy yause where I'm
concerned.”

Sophie clenched her fists. "Oh, don't flatter yelits she exclaimed
furiously, not looking at him. "I'm not about to san just because Edge St.
Vincente has laid a hand on me!"

Edge stretched his length more comfortably agdirestvarm sand. "I don't
know what you mean," he commented mildly.

"Yes, you do." She cupped her chin on her ballstd fi'The apparent effect
you have on some women can't have passed entmabtioed, I'm sure.”

"By whom?"

"By you, of course." Sophie glanced round at hirdlgo



"l see." Edge took the dark glasses off altogesimel examined them. "As -
er - as my niece, you feel | have an inflated apirof myself, is that it?"

Sophie hesitated, aware that she was getting iegp dvater. "Oh - does it
matter?" she muttered, half to herself.

"l think so, yes." Edge laid the dark glasses asidé studied her averted
head. "l want to hear more about this opinion ye@itrmed of me. Are you
"sure you're being -objective?"

Sophie dug her fingers into the sand. "I don't the¢ there's any point in
discussing it further."

"Don't you?" Edge ran his hand exploringly acrose hair-roughened
expanse of his chest. "But | want to. You intrigne. How can someone in
your position appreciate whether or not | am ativado women?"

Sophie wished she had held her tongue and nevégdthis conversation.
"It - it's obvious," she began uncomfortably.

"Is if?" Edge jack-knifed into a sitting positiomélooked sideways at her.
"Tell me!"

Sophie moved her shoulders helplessly. "You'reglgiagain, aren't you?"
she accused him frustratedly. "Baiting me, | me&hé looked along the
beach to where Piers was seated in the dinghy dmingething to the sails.
"It's just as well your son can't hear you."

"Why?" Edge tipped his head to one side provocbtiveVhat have | said
that he shouldn't hear?"

Sophie shook her head, unable to think of any rephe looked along at
him. This close she could see the yellow fleckkisnamber eyes, the thick
length of his lashes, the firmness of his jaw meiddis hair was very dark in
the sun, his sideburns accentuating his tan. gerdarted involuntarily as
his expression became more intent and eventuadiyat to look away, half
shocked at the feelings he aroused in her. Wherobhés fingers trailed

deliberately down the curve of her thigh and chHr nerves tightened



unbearably and she could hardly breathe. She dagdtop him, she knew
that, but there was something sensual and stimglatbout that forbidden
caress, and she acknowledged with a sense of disrataghe wanted him to
go on touching her.

"You're becoming quite brown," he murmured, witlvdrag his fingers. "It
suits you."

Sophie gulped as sanity reasserted itself. "Wh atvaine you trying to do,
Uncle Edge? Demonstrate your expertise with women ori' me?

Edge's eyes darkened angrily, and his hand shabsscrsavagely
imprisoning her forearm. "Have a car&ve!" he bit out grimly. "Perhaps
my scruples bother me less than yours!"

"What do you mean?"

"I mean that you might conceivably get more than pargained for when
you came here!"

"You - you can't frighten me'-"

"Can't I?" His thumb moved insistently against fiesh. "I think | could. In
fact I'm sure of it."

"Let go of my arm! You're annoying me."

"Am 1?" Edge's eyes glittered dangerously. "Doali gare to try and tell me
what to do!"

"Why not? Does it ruin the image?"

Sophie didn't know what was driving her on to spé&akim this way,
taunting him. She knew she was dicing with dandmrt she was
unaccountably excited by the knowledge that shédaget under his skin, if
only slightly.



Struggling on to her knees, she tried to prisdfihgers from her arm, but
they were immovable and in desperation she dugdibsinto his wrist. The
unexpected pain she inflicted caused Edge to att@ath and release her so
abruptly that she lost her balance and fell backersand. Edge recovered
instantly from the scratch she had inflicted onvhisst, and before she had
the chance to put any distance between them hdluragl himself on her,
pressing her arms back behind her head.

"You little she-cat!" he muttered furiously, hiscéacontorted with rage.
"You deserve everything you get!"

Sophie was really frightened now. She strugglet Wi, but it was futile.
He had control now and he knew it. He was astriele his knees digging
into the outer rim of her rib-cage, a perfect exkengb male dominance. She
was breathing quickly, shallow choking breaths tteised her breasts to
rise and fall tremblingly beneath the thin bra ef bikini. She turned her
head desperately to see whether Piers had obseémiedonfrontation, but
he was seated calmly in the dinghy, his back togsvérdn. She would have
to shout to attract his attention, and what wouwdhis reaction if he saw
them?

She heaved a heavy sigh and then, without warsimgwas free. Edge got
to his feet to stand over her for a minute, and tieturned away, the anger
in his face giving way to contempt, but whetherthonself or her she could
be sure.

Sophie lay on the sand, still stunned by the evehtke last few minutes,
but Edge had evidently had enough of her compaguatlse he strode away
across the sand towards the dinghy, leaving héinéemore alone than she
had ever felt in her life before.

Sophie had plenty of time during the next two d@yponder the events of
that disastrous day out. Much against his fathveisbes, Edge had decided
on the spur of the moment to pilot the charter ekedge to sail the following

morning on a two days' fishing trip, and Piers baén only too eager to
accompany him. The yacht had been hired over a agelky a Venezuelan



business man and his wife, but Sophie was awat&thge had only chosen
to go to avoid her. She told herself she was dllaal to be free of his
sarcastic presence would be a pleasure, but she &he was deceiving
herself. In spite of everything that had happenetiveen them, she was
becoming more and more involved with him, mentatlieast, and there had
been times on that homeward journey from Genevnae@Quehen she had
been tempted to go to him and apologise for heawehr and beg his
forgiveness. But of course, she had not done sb,naw he had left her
again.

Without even Piers' companionship, Sophie sperg tase swimming,
wandering about the elegantly furnished rooms efltbuse aimlessly. She
knew she ought to broach the subject of her leamatigBrandt, but the idea
of putting such things into words seemed so fioahshow.

All the same, it had to be done. The sooner sheamay from here, away
from Edge's disruptive presence, the better. Theuatrof freedom she had
here had made her imaginative. Once she was bac®amdchurch,

organizing things at the repertory playhouse, sbelavforget all about this
stupid compulsion she felt towards a man who imedjishe was his niece.

On the morning after Edge and Piers' departure, sttt Brandt had
breakfast together which was an unusual occurrbaotevhich Brandt had
contrived because the others were away. Sophieghtothe situation
presented an ideal opportunity, and with some miisgs she mentioned
that it was time she made some enquiries abouavthéability of flights
back to England.

She was not prepared for Brandt's reactions, howéie thrust back his
chair to stand before her militantly, his handsicheed at his sides.

"You can't be serious!" he declared roughly.
Sophie blinked. "Why not?"

"Why not?Why not?"Brandt had a muscle working in his jaw. "Because |
won't allow it, that's why not."



Sophie tried to remain calm. "Brandt, I've got to"g

He bent forward to rest the palms of his handshentable in front of him,
staring at her with piercing blue eyes. "Only a féays ago | asked you
whether you'd consider staying here a year, Evesand grimly. "Now you
come to me, after being here less than a fortnighd, calmly say you're
going to make enquiries about leaving! How do yxpeet me to take that?"

Sophie felt an overwhelming sense of compassianlif she could tell him

how much she wanted to stay. "But - but, Brandfly planned to stay two
or three weeks —" she protested, forcing herseHfatp the words that Eve
expected her to say.

"But that was before we met - before we got to kmme another. | thought
- | imagined, foolishly perhaps, that you were bagig to like it here - to
like me\"

Sophie gazed up at him helplessly. "Oh, Brandtollide you," she
exclaimed with feeling. "You know | do. You've besmkind to me, and |
shall miss you - terribly."

"Then don't go!" Brandt straightened from the tabligs as simple as that.”
“No, it's not." Sophie wondered how she could maka understand
without hurting him. "I couldn't give up my workrfa year and then expect
to take it up again without a great deal of diffigu—"

"Yes, well, that's what we have to talk about,tig@"

Sophie's brows drew together. "I don't understand.”

"Now, Eve, don't let's pretend about this. You knelen you came here
that I'd do anything | could to keep you here, anen if it means providing
the means to open your own agency, then I'm prdgardo it."

Sophie was aghast. Suddenly she was rememberingtisiogn else Brandt

had said once before, something about him beingapeel to help her,
which of course meant help Eve. But in that wayth&ttime it had seemed



relatively unimportant, but now Sophie found hdrseindering exactly on
what terms had Eve said she would come to Trinidsal® why had she
mentioned none of this to her, Sophie?

Of course, the answer to that was plain. Had Sophspected there was
anything more to this than the kind of mercy dask Bad played it out to

be, she would have turned it down flat, and Evekramvn that. But was it

possible that Eve's desire that she should nopdaat her grandfather had
some more material motive? The idea was cheap apdlatable, and

Sophie wondered exactly what kind of a situatioa Bad got herself into.

The only thing she could do was to cable Eve akdhasto write and tell her

exactly what she hoped to gain from this deception.

She suddenly realized that Brandt was still waitiog her to reply, and
shaking her head a trifle bemusedly, she saidofiltdexpect you to have to
do anything like that. I - I'm not holding out forercenary reasons, believe
me. It's just that - well, | have to go back."”

"But not after two weeks!" protested Brandt heavily

Sophie tucked the swathe of heavy hair behind &ex. EWell -" she began
slowly. "Perhaps | could stay - three weeks --'

"Four!" said Brandt determinedly.
"I'm not bargaining with you," Sophie cried, shakimer head.
"But you will stay a month," stated Brandt, withcgson. "Won't you?"

For the rest of the day, Sophie regretted the isgouwhich had made her
agree. After all, the leave of absence she hadrdustehad only been for
three weeks at the most, and there was still tbl@m of Eve to consider.
Somehow she would have to get into Port of Spath send that cable
without anyone's observation. Eve could alwaysentit her here without
fear of discovery, but Sophie could hardly be obsgraddressing a cable,
apparently to herself, to Eve's flat in London witharousing a great deal of
speculation.



Edge and Piers arrived back that evening while go@randt and Rosa

were having dinner on the terrace. They came tmg®ned french doors
leading on to this balcony which overlooked thershioe to announce their

return, and Sophie couldn't deny the surge of teasse she felt at knowing
they were safely home again. In saltwater-staimehg, a creased denim
battle jacket opened to the waist, a two days' trat beard on his chin,

Edge still managed to look lazily attractive, aihé svondered whether the
Venezuelan's wife had thought so, too.

"Everything go smoothly?" enquired Brandt, gettiqgto greet them.

"Great™ Piers nodded vigorously. "We caught ad@arda! Man, that was
some fish!"

Edge listened to his son enthusing with a lookagbhic tolerance on his
face. It wasn't the first time Sophie had notickd tasual affection that
existed between them, and it caused a twinge of @mvihe pat of her
stomach.

"It was a reasonably successful trip," Edge waseigg calmly. "Plenty of
smaller fish and a couple of tarpon. Apart from Mdalling overboard, it
was a pretty good charter."

Brandt's hand gripped his shoulder. "Who fell oweiriol?"

"Diego’s wife - Maria. She was so excited aboutlihgracuda, she nearly
provided a meal for it instead of the other waywbo

Sophie listened to this jealously. She might harewn that there would
always be a woman on Edge's horizon.

"And is she all right?" Brandt was obviously comasd. "She didn't get
injured?"

Piers shook his head. "Heck, no! Dad dived in amaddd her out. It was her
own fault. Her old man was absolutely furious watr, wasn't he, Dad?"



Edge moved his shoulders indifferently. "No swé&ite was all right. Wet
and shaken, that's all." His gaze seemed to molibedately towards
Sophie. "Women tend to panic, unfortunately.”

Sophie looked down at the unfinished lobster onptteete. Her appetite had
depleted rapidly and she inwardly chided herselfcBring about anything

Edge did or said. Why couldn't she regard him $ke regarded Brandt - or
Piers ?~She was fond of both of them and they beémed quite fond of
her, so why was Edge different? The truth was,astk@owledged, she had
been aware of him in a way hitherto unknown todwece their first meeting

in the hotel bar in Port of Spain.

Brandt wanted to hear more about the trip, but EEdgeised himself, saying
he must have a shower and a change of clothes @mdiBreturned to the
table. He shook his head as he re-tackled thefishedin his plate.

"Imagine that!" he exclaimed, addressing himselhtoone in particular.
"Falling overboard indeed! | always said women abaharter vessels were
bad news!"

Sophie pretended to show an interest in her owd,fbat she longed to
know more about the Venezuelan woman. "Do - do koow these
people?" she ventured, as casually as she could.

Brandt frowned. "The Diegos? Well, not persondlknow them, of course.
Rafael Diego is in the oil business, just as we Bdge has had dealings
with him before. Why?"

"l just wondered." Sophie bent her head. "Are thieyean - they are friends
of his?"

"Edge's, you mean?" Brandt looked up. "I wouldait that. Diego must be
well over fifty and his wife can't be far behindrhiThey're not really his
contemporaries.”

Sophie couldn't help sighing with relief. "Oh, lesé thought - | imagined
they were - younger."



"Because Maria Diego fell in, you mean? Oh, shelsain, my dear.
Terrifically excitable, some of these women. | estpghe got carried away
by the catch.”

Sophie nodded. "l expect so."

Dinner was over by the time Edge and Piers reapdeaut Violet assured
them she hadn't forgotten them. Sophie left Braatking to them and
joined Rosa in the lounge. Presently Brandt camautih, but before they
had finished their after-dinner coffee there was ¢bund of a car cruising
down the slope to the house. Brandt clicked higuenimpatiently and
Sophie felt sure that he thought it would be Howldeming, but when the
maid came to the door of the lounge it was to say Miss Fleming had
called.

Janine Fleming came into the room looking dark amnabtic, in a
jungle-printed catsuit, the trousers of which wegeghered at the ankle.
After greeting Brandt and his sister, she gave #ogaltool smile and then
said: "But where's Edge? | thought he was due baslevening.”

Brandt offered her a drink and while he was malkinige said: "He is back.
But they were late for dinner. He'll be joiningsisortly."

"Oh, | see.” Janine looked round and finally chiossit beside Sophie on the
long comfortable couch. "I promised to come oves@sn as he got back.”

Sophie thought rather bitchily that she hadn't e@dshuch time, but didn't
like to say so. After all, if everyone was honestide had more right here
than she had.

Edge came in a few minutes later and Janine sprpng meet him eagerly.
"Hello, darling,” she murmured silkily. "Have a gbtip?"

Edge went to get himself a drink, refusing his auoffer of coffee, and
Janine accompanied him. They talked together quistlthe corner and
presently Edge turned and said that they had dec¢algo down to Port of
Spain for the evening.



"Good idea," exclaimed Brandt with unexpected esiem. "And why
don't you take Eve with you? She's had a prettingarouple of days while
both you and Piers have been away. I'm sure shgdg a night out.”

Sophie was horrified. "Oh, really," she began, "Huite happy staying
here—"

"Nonsense!" Brandt seemed determined to providewligr an evening's
entertainment. "Piers could go along, too. Make dpursome."

"Piers has gone to bed," stated Edge flatly. "He tir@d. So he won't be
going anywhere. But if - Eve - wants to join us..."

"No." Sophie was adamant. "No, thank you. I'd +dither not. Besides, | -1
have a headache."

Janine was looking undeniably relieved, but Edgemsa sceptical of her
pitiful, hackneyed excuse. Brandt sniffed impatigrtThe night air would
shift your headache!" he declared.

"No." Sophie shook her head. "Thank you all theesdoat no."

Janine breathed more easily. "Well, now that'desktishall we go?" she
asked, obviously eager to get Edge away beforéather could make any
further suggestions.

Edge inclined his head, swallowing the amber licuechad poured himself
in a gulp. "Why not?" he responded, looking dowhext, and Sophie felt a
pain like a knife in her stomach.

She went to bed quite early that evening, aboubtdock, but she couldn't
sleep. She kept thinking about Edge and Janinandhe night somewhere,
probably in each other's arms, and that prospestswéicient to banish all
thoughts of sleep from her mind. She was beginngealize that by
agreeing to stay on a further two weeks she wasngdhkings that much
more painful for herself. For it was no use trytegdeny it any more, no
matter how crazy or irresponsible it might be, sfas falling in love with

Edge, and there was nothing she could do about it.



CHAPTER SEVEN

TowARDS midnight Sophie was still wakeful, and with a hkes$ sigh she
slid out of bed and put on the cream silk gown Wwhioatched her
nightdress. She padded to the windows and thruepeg the doors stepped
on to the balcony.

The night air was cool and scented, the soundeo$éa on the rocks below
drifting up to her. She had a sudden longing tdden by the ocean, to feel
the salt spray on her face, and know the sensemdtancy that only its
perpetual movement could give.

Turning back into the room, she trod into low-hédedandals and opened her
bedroom door. The house was silent, only the tglkihclocks disturbing
the stillness. Edge hadn't returned home yet,Haitdidn't concern her. She
didn't suppose he would return much before dawn.

Downstairs the mesh door was unlocked and sheeslifike a wraith across
the terrace and down the stone steps to the codrtyhe garden looked
weird and unfamiliar by moonlight, the flamboyawiaurs of the flowers
turned to silver. She was reminded of a poem oft&Vale la Mare's she had
once read. It had been about moonlight, too, antddtkcalled the poem
Silver.

The words came back to her as she glided dowrtéips 0 the jetty below:

Slowly, silently, now the moon

Walks the night in her silver shoon;
This way, and that, she peers, and sees
Silver fruit upon silver trees."

It was appropriate somehow, the beautiful wordsirspiiher melancholy
mood. His poems had always had the power to inwokesr that sense of
unreality and mystery which had been so much a giahter childhood.
Escaping from a world peopled by elderly women, ybang Sophie had
sought solace in stories and poetry, and perhdyaglibeen that strong sense
of make-believe which had first interested herhia theatre. Certainly her



formative years had been lonely ones, and living la¢ Pointe St. Vincente
had brought it home to her convincingly how consatiée a part of her life
had been spent pretending an existence insteadrdf it.

It was much cooler on the jetty, but after the hehtthe day it was
welcoming. The water sucked round the base of dle&srthrowing up a
white-spumed spray that in sunlight glinted rainboelours. But tonight
there was only the moon's luminescence, silveregvtaves and casting
shadows on the rocks. The sense of isolation tmely vigil aroused was
sufficient to send Sophie back towards the stepsagier-bedroom was at
least enclosed in a building where other peopleswgéreping, but here she
might have been the sole survivor of some terudidaster. Her imagination
conjured up tidal waves and hurricanes, and thetlirigy of the wind that
hurried the fleeting clouds across the moon's lemame a howling in her
ears.

But even as she reached the foot of the stepstartddto climb, she heard
sounds above. There was no actual engine nois¢héwstvish of powerful

tyres was unmistakable, and presently there wasdhtolled sound of a
car door being closed. Edge must have come badkesdban she had
expected.

She paused on the steps, his presence at leashingihe momentary panic
she had experienced. She could hardly go up nowcanttont him. He
might think she was checking up on him, and besidbat possible reason
could she give for haunting the jetty at this tiofenight? No, she would
have to wait a few minutes and give him time totgdis room before
venturing into the house . again.

She shivered. The coolness which had been so pleabkan first she came
down here had become quite chilling, and her owpidtnerves had created
a chill all their own. She found herself wishingeshad never left the
comparative safety of her bedroom, and even hesbethed more inviting
now.

At last, when she was beginning to feel frozemeodore, she deemed it safe
to go up again, and she mounted the stone stepklyguirying to infuse a



little .warmth into her body. Even her legs felffsand her fingertips were
icy.

The house was in darkness and she breathed afsigheb. She had had
visions of various rooms being illuminated and BErkaving to crouch
down in the bushes and wait for them to be extshyed like some would-
be burglar.

She crossed the courtyard and mounted the stepe terrace. She turned
the handle of the mesh door confidently and thendsback, aghast. The
door was secured from the inside. She couldningagain.

Immediately, the panic which she had felt earigumed in full force. What
was she going to do now? How could she get in witlaoousing the whole
house?

Schooling herself to calmness, she tried to view pasition sensibly.
Obviously none of the doors were going to be ogart, there might
conceivably be a window open somewhere. She waané ko investigate.

She walked along the terrace and hopefully trieml ftench doors which
opened into the morning room, but they were seguelted. Further along
was the conservatory whore they dined on cooleniags whose long plate
glass windows; could be slid back cm oiled bearirgg that too was
secured for the night.

Sophie turned-back the other way, passing the nuEsir again and

climbing several shallow steps to crane upon maech doors. These too
were locked and she pressed her nose painfullysigéie glass, trying to
see what was beyond. Eventually she recognizesl Brandt's study, and
she was about to turn away in despair when a stnand suddenly caught
her arm. She gasped in terror, her imaginings ezaiiducing a state of
panic- stricken fear, and struggled wildly, hot tteece which said: "What

the hell do you think you're doing!" was reassulgrfgmiliar.

She slumped, her shoulders sagging, and lookedtopEdge's grim face
with weary resignation. "I - | - you locked me dugshe murmured
tremulously.



"Locked you out?" He shook his head uncomprehemgiagd then seemed
to become aware of how cold she was as the cla8iné her flesh invaded
his fingers even through die cream silk of her goiwfou're frozen!" he
muttered savagely. "What in God's name do you thyoki're doing
wandering about outside at this time of night?"

This was clearly a rhetorical question at the madi@ecause as he spoke he
was dragging her after him along the terrace anttirmugh the mesh door.
He paused for a moment to secure it again and wadked surefootedly
across the darkened hall and into the lounge. Qjotsie door, he released
her to go and switch on a standard lamp, and thered to face her, a
forbidding expression marring his lean good looks.

"Well?" he demanded. "What were you doing?"

Sophie gathered the folds of her robe about hez.\&ks overwhelmingly
conscious of the scarcity of her attire comparedigdeige suede pants and
navy silk shirt, and she wished he would stop starat her so
contemptuously, as if she was something objectienad had found on his
doorstep.

Taking a deep breath, she said : "l went downeqdtty. | - | couldn't sleep,
and | felt like - like walking. When - when | carhack the door was locked.
You must have locked me out."

"Why me?" Edge was imperative.

"Why, because - because -" Sophie hesitated. Tbezguse she had known
he wasn't home earlier would be to reveal her avem® of his movements,
she realized in dismay. Well, as - as you're thg person up, it - it had to be
you," she finished lamely.

Edge's lips twisted. "Oh, really?"

“In - in any case," she hurried on, trying to distrhim, "how did you know
it was me?"



Edge lifted his shoulders and let them fall agaia casual gesture. "l didn't.
But when one hears someone systematically tryimgthed doors and
windows of the building, one immediately suspelotd someone is trying to
get in. You'd make no conspirator. You make farrtacch noise."

Sophie shivered. "Oh, well, thank you for letting m. | -1 think | ought to
go back to bed now -"

"You're chilled to the bone. You need somethingveom you through or
you'll probably catch pneumonia,” he exclaimed itigrdly. "You'd better
have a drink."

"Oh, no, .really.” Sophie shook her head. "I'lldderight once | get between
the sheets —"

"But | insist," said Edge, in a tone that brookexargument, and Sophie
quivered but made no further protest.

He poured a generous measure of brandy into atgatdebrought it across
to her, watching her as she sipped the fiery ligBltk was holding the folds
of her cream gown closely at the neck with one hamaigripping the glass
with the other, and she was supremely consciobeo¥ulnerability where
he was concerned. She wished he would go and gstielfia drink or do
something other than stand before her, compellergdexamine every inch
of his shirt-front, opened at the neck to revea $mooth column of his
throat. Her gaze travelled down to his thigh musdtaining against the
close-fitting suede of his trousers, to the suemtgdon his feet. She had an
almost overpowering urge to move closer to hingiszover his reaction if
she did so, but common sense prevailed.

"Do you feel better now?" His voice broke into hausings and she looked
up nervously.

"Oh - oh, yes, thank you." There was still somehaf brandy left in the
goblet. "I'm sorry to have been such a -a nuisédnce.



Edge's eyes narrowed. "You should tell people wian intend taking
midnight strolls. | might not have been arounddbylou in, or you might,
conceivably, have had an accident.”

"What do you mean ?"

"Those steps can be dangerous, especially at Mglatcould have tripped,
or twisted your ankle. Then what would you haveal@h

"l don't know." Sophie held out the goblet. "I domant any more, thank
you."

"Finish it!"
"No. | - I'm not all that keen on it." .

"You aren't meant to like it," he commented drylys medicine, and you
know what they say about medicine."

Sophie drew a shaking breath. "I really can't ssvaldny more."

Edge looked at her intently, and then, deliberatelgeemed, his gaze
dropped the length of her silk-clad body, returningest for a moment on
her slightly parted lips.

"Tell me," he said, and she sensed a self-contevitpin him for voicing
such a question, "isn't there some young man backondon waiting
impatiently for your return?"

Sophie took a backward step. "l don't - see thatity business of yours,"
she answered, rather unevenly.

Edge covered the small distance she had put bettiream with indolent
grace. "But I'm interested,” he remarked, and thbex eyes glittered rather
unnervingly.



Sophie took another step backward, looking roundpeeately for
somewhere to put the brandy goblet. "This is auldius conversation to be
having at one o'clock in the morning," she protste

"Then answer the question.” Edge was impatient.

Sophie took another step backward and came upsigararved Regency
chair which stood to one side of the doors. "Williyplease stop baiting me,
and allow me to go to bed?" she appealed, herrsngelanger of separating
the stem of the goblet from its bowl.

"I'm not baiting you." Edge had halted in fronthadr, only several inches
between them. Unhurriedly, he put out a hand agded rather cruelly at a
strand of her hair. "l want to know. My father sethe you've agreed to stay
on for another two Weeks, and I'm curious to kndwy

"Oh, | see.” Sophie tried to slow her quickenedtitmg. "Well - well, you
must know why I'm staying. | - I've grown fond aff-Brandt and Piers - and
- and | like it here."

Edge's lids lowered, his attention appearing tocbecentrated on her
fingers' plucking revealingly at the neckline of gewn. "I notice my name
is conspicuous by its absence from that small gfupeople you're fond
of," he remarked huskily.

Sophie trembled. "I - | shouldn't have thought twauld worry you," she
managed, with an attempt at lightness. "There retseem to be plenty of
people more than fond of you as it is."

His lids lifted slightly and he looked at her intlgn”"And how do you know
that? | may be distinctly under- loved."

"l doubt it." Sophie glanced away from him. "Oheae - let me go!"

Edge studied her troubled countenance with a distgrexpression on his
face. "You don't make a very good accomplice, do, ftve ?"

Her eyes darted back to his. "l don't know what gaan."



"Don't you?" He cupped her neck between his fingarsl she almost
jumped out of her skin. "Relax. I'm not - goinghtart you."

"Let-let go of me!" ,, "And if | don't? What will yo do? Call for help?"

"Please!"Sophie had reached the point of being preparptetal with him.
"I'm tired. | want to go to bed."”

His fingers explored the nape of her neck under heer, probing the
neckline of her gown. She stood rigid under hisdsarhardly able to
breathe, so shocked she could scarcely think|daetaanything else.

"Such soft skin,” he .murmured, a little hoars€lyor God's sake, stop
holding yourself so stiffly. I've told you, | wortiurt you."

"Edge -" There was a break in her voice now, anidbleed away from what
he was doing and into her eyes. She felt him phoyeher towards him, she
felt the muscles of his legs through the thin sillher gown, and his hands
sliding over her shoulders and down to her hipg ®hnted to resist, she
knew she ought to resist, but her body mouldedf itsehis almost without
volition, and there was nothing but his warmth &addness, and the clean
male smell of him. And then the brandy goblet wasised from her fingers
to fall and break fragmentarily against the coatgi of the floor, splashing
her bare feet with its erstwhile contents and latgrher into awareness of
what she was doing.

She caught her breath. "The glass -" she begamewwtas bending his head
towards her, his mouth frankly sensuous.

"To hell with the glass!" he muttered, his mouthrbog against the curve of
her throat. "Damn you, don't stiffen up on me again

Sophie twisted her head from side to side in a a#i@empt to escape the
inevitable, but with a muffled imprecation he ldtene hand and caught her
head, imprisoning it until his mouth had fastentself to hers. For a brief
moment she tried to speak, to protest, but he a@sttong for her, and her
lips softened into willing response. He releasedh®ad and gathered her
closer against him, his kiss hardening and lengtigennto passion.



Inexperienced as she was, Sophie neverthelessstooérthe demanding
urgency behind that kiss, but while sanity urgedtbdight him, a deeper,
more fundamental need made her slide her arms @tasrwaist, uncaring
any longer about the deépcolleteof her attire.

But now Edge put his hands behind his back, wrernglher arms from
around him, trying to push her roughly away froomhSophie, however,
was still very much the victim of her own newly &eaed senses, and when
he attempted to draw back she went after him, iclqgp him, raising her
mouth to his appealingly. She heard his savageywdrbreath through the
mists of desire, but then his mouth was on herghagad she was content.

"No," he groaned at last, when he eventually liftedhead. "Dear Goapo!"

"Edge?" she breathed questioning!?, her soft lgyseg, her hair a tangled
glory of gold about her bemused lace. "Edge - daush me away."

Edge gritted his teeth, and taking her by the sterslshook her so violently
that her teeth chattered and her head lolled hedjyleon her slender neck.
But the brutal action had the desired effect, dredidinked her eyes rapidly,
staring at him in dawning comprehension. Shameezhtise hot colour to
flood ha cheeks, and her hands sought her thratitegng the folds of silk
together with trembling fingers.

"It's a bit late for that, isn't it?" Edge askedpleasantly, turning away, his
own self-contempt evident "My God, just get outof sight, Sophie!"

For a moment Sophie couldn't grasp his whole megitiat then that final
word he had used got through to her. "S - Sopl8&®e'almost choked. "You
- you know my name!"

Edge walked to the drinks tray and poured himselstidf Scotch,
swallowing it before replying. Then he poured aeotand turned to rest
against the table, his expression cold and forbgldil've known your name
-ever since you arrived here," he stated blealpw, get out of here before
| do something we'd both regret.”



Sophie couldn't take it in, not all at once. Toociminad happened in too
brief a time for her to absorb the implications gbately. She moved her
head slowly from side to side, trying to assimilatet all this meant to her,
but when she looked at Edge her eyes dropped befeneaked hatred she
saw burning in his.

"Oh, Edge -" she began appealingly, unable to ddbepthe man who had
been making love to her so passionately a few ragaigo could have
changed so dramatically, but he cut her shortidmse incisive.

"l don't want to talk to you any more," he mutteredping his mouth with
the back of his hand. "Just go away and leave oreal'

He turned his back on her and poured himself an&betch. Sophie took a
tentative step towards the door and then halted. di@n was buzzing
chaotically and there was an awful feeling of s&dsin her stomach, and
yet she couldn't believe Edge had suddenly shddedihg for her.

But thinking of those moments when she had beehisnarms brought
another wave of self-condemnation. What must htnin&ing of her, even
aside from the despicable deception she had bpartyato? What kind of a
woman did he think she was, responding to him at wholly wanton way,
practically begging him to make love to her? Didrhagine she was used to
allowing a man to hold her so intimately that evieigh of her body tingled
from the pressure of his ?

"Edge, please! " she whispered. "Let me expldin

"Get out!"

There was such a wealth of disgust in his voica that she went, stumbling
from the room blindly, making her way up the winglimrought iron

staircase as silently as the racking sobs whick rgs inside her would
allow.



It was an amazing thing that no matter what thétigd held the morning
always dawned with bright inconsequence. For Soptuased from a
drugged sleep by the maid, Liza, the brilliancéhefday was like a mocking
salute to her misery. She struggled up in the b blinking disbelievingly
at the small clock on the bedside talilkeven o'clocklt couldn't be so late!

The maid held a tray on which reposed a jug ofem&ind some warm rolls.
"Miss Violet, she said you'd be wanting this," shned, her expression
vaguely sullen. Sophie was sure she had neveryréaliven her for
unwittingly causing Violet to speak harshly- to her

"Oh! Well, thank you." Sophie scrambled acrossiiée to push aside some
things on the bedside table, making room for Lazaut down the tray. "I -
I'll get up at once."

Liza shrugged. "Is that all?"
Sophie sighed. "Yes, thank you."

Liza shrugged again and left the room, and after lsid gone, Sophie
slumped, bending her head dejectedly, her hainéaih a heavy curtain
about her face. She rested her head in her hambleemved a heavy sigh,
wondering whether Edge thought she had remaindstahdeliberately to
avoid the inevitable. Of course, he would be botmthink so. He couldn't
know that she had lain awake for hours after slHie Han, sick and
miserable, eventually swallowing half a dozen asgpito find oblivion in
unconsciousness.

She didn't touch the rolls, but the coffee was wele. Her mouth felt
terrible, and after gulping some of the steamimgiid she went into the
bathroom and cleaned her teeth. Her reflectionh@ mirror was not
inspiring. Her eves looked dark and shadowed fronr$ of weeping, and
her cheeks were pale and drawn.

Eventually she took a shows-, a cold one. hopiegstiarpness of the water
would tone up her skin. Indeed, she did feel betteen she emerged, but
the hollow sensation in her stomach could not beish@d by physical
means.



She dressed in pink denim jeans and a navy tanlbtaphing her hair with
brisk, painful strokes. She would not be a mouse tBought, cowering in a
corner, waiting for the axe to strike. She would @d and meet it, as
courageously as she could, and show Edge she wasvard whatever else
she might be.

Downstairs, she encountered Piers in the hall h@ndherves tautened at the
resemblance between him and his father.

"Well, hi'" he greeted her mockingly. "This is ad time to be getting up.
I've been hanging about for hours waiting for you."

Sophie's eyes were guarded. "For me? Why?"

Piers raised his eyes heavenward in obvious exasper "Why? She asks
me - why?" He shook his head. "Don't we usuallygamming together in
the mornings? | mean, | know I've been away faoapte of days, but that's
no reason to assume the situation has suddenlgetan

"Oh!" Sophie pressed her palms together. "I - yéar"

"You forgot? How could you forget such an importangagement?" Piers
was-pretending to be hurt. "So what are you waitor§ Don't you want to
go swimming?"

Sophie hesitated, running her tongue over her ulgpenervously waiting
for Edge or his father to hear their voices anceapp'l - | - | don't much feel
like swimming today," she said at last.

Piers stepped forward, examining her features rolmsely. "Say, are you
okay?" he asked with concern. "You're looking sbpiale and wan. Did you
have a late night 1"

"You could say that." Sophie managed a faint sniilel. didn't sleep very
well."

"No, | can see that,” Piers nodded. "Come on, ¢gt'and sit on the terrace.
I'll tell you all about our trip, shall 1?"



Sophie still hesitated. "Er - where's Brandt - aadd your father?"

Piers grimaced good-naturedly. "Why? What do yomtvteem for? Isn't
my company good enough?"

"Oh, Piers, of course it is." Sophie was contrités just that - well, the
house seems quiet, tisaall."

Piers shrugged. "They've driven down to Peat Maguectually. Brandt
wanted to take you along, but you were asleepPattisaid you'd find it all
pretty boring anyway."

Sophie felt weak with reaction and relief. "Wh -ewé is Port Maguerre?"
she asked faintly.

"South side of the island. Near the oil fields."

"Oh, | see.”" Sophie swayed suddenly and Piers ¢dneghwrists to support
her.

"Say, you're really not well, are you?" he exclaim&ome on. We'll just
take it easy today. I'll have Violet bring us socoéfee on to the terrace.”

But Sophie was determinedly pulling herself togetviously Edge had
said nothing as yet, but how long could she exglerte circumstances to
last? She had to think sanely and sensibly, anddbrer she sent that cable
to Eve advising her of what had happened, the hette

Sitting on the terrace with Piers, eating some ioféf's home-made ginger
biscuits and drinking a cup of strong blade coBbe began to feel almost
herself again. Cradling her coffee cup in her hasls decided that nothing
had outwardly changed at all. Edge had said thdtdadeknown all along
who she was, and therefore her position in the ¢toald, so far as she was
concerned, was no more precipitous now than it"baen before. Except
that now she knew that she might be exposed atremyent...



Allowing her brain to work again brought her backhe inescapable puzzle
of how Edge had known she was not Eve all alongt Bimd the reasons
behind his not exposing her had been partiallyagesible for her insomnia
the night before, and thinking of these things lgrduack the sick feeling of
despair to her stomach.

Taking a sip of her coffee, she deliberately turhedmind to other things.
Looking across at Piers, she said quietly: "Do tlaok we could go into
Port of Spain today?"

"Port of Spain?" Piers stared at her. "Now, do glook that's a good idea
when you've been feeling so lousy?"

Sophie forced a smile "Oh, I'm all right now. | gad got too much sun
yesterday, that's all.”

Piers looked doubtful. "Even so... What do you wanPort of Spain? |
could get Joseph to go in for you."

Sophie sighed. "No, | - I'd rather do it myselfsiRies, | haven't really seen
much of the place at all. | thought we might do s®ightseeing."”

"And you want to go shopping?"
Sophie bit her hp. "l want to send a cable, acguall
"A cable?" Piers raised his eyebrows. "To anyokeolw?"

"No. Just to a friend back home. Birthday greetingsu know the sort of
thing."

She had decided to admit sending a cable to Pemrguse she would need
his help in finding the office.

Piers finished his coffee and thrust his cup asiie.when do you want to
go?"

"Whenever you like."



"Right now?"
"That would be marvellous!"

"Okay." Piers studied her pale cheeks thoughtfiiyd if you begin to feel
unwell you tell me, right?"

"Right." Sophie got to her feet. "Thanks, PiersuYe a darling!"

"Am I?" Piers gave her an old-fashioned look. "$@altome we never get
any further than holding hands? We are kissin' o, know."

Sophie had to laugh at this. "l think I'd betteit ggy sunglasses,” she
remarked, backing towards the french doors, and thened away with a
twinge of pain as she recalled the way she hadduhaway from Edge only
the night before. »

They went to Port of Spain in the estate car Bréuadk first shown her the
estate in. Piers was an excellent driver, and wigegxplained that his father
had taught him to drive on Sff Vincente land befoeewas eight years old,
Sophie could understand why.

"Do - do you remember your mother?" she asked tigatg, unable to
banish thoughts of Edge completely from her mind.

Piers glanced sideways at her. "Do you realizéshhe first time you've
asked me about my mother?"

Sophie made a dismissing gesture with her harslg?"Well, | suppose | didn't
want to sound as though | was prying-"

"Why not ? She was your aunt.”

"Yes, well..." Sophie traced the pattern of théhisaupholstery with her nail. "It's
nothing to do with me really, is it?"

"I suppose not." Piers swung the wheel to avoldaiskinned child playing by the
roadside. "Oh, yes, | remember her. | was, | su@mout seven when she died.



But she wasn't the be-all and end-all of my extstext that time. | guess Violet
was more of a mother to me than she was."

"You always lived here, then?"

"At Pointe St. Vincente? Oh, yes. You see, my fatiees working for Brandt and
— well, it's such a big house. Brandt wouldn't hzared to live alone.”

"There was Rosa.",

"Yes, but you've met Rosa. She's never entirely ugf surely you've noticed?
And in any case, after your mother ran away | tiBn&ndt didn't want to risk my
father getting any ideas like that."

Sophie nodded. "l suppose - | suppose your fathenmery- upset - when she died?"
Piers assumed a thoughtful expression. "l guesg@bhén some ways."

"What do you mean?" Sophie's brows drew togethersjave a wry grimace.
"Well, my mother wasn't like him. | don't honeskigow why he married her."
Then he sighed. "Dammit, yes, | do. She told hiewsas pregnant and he did the
decent thing."

"Oh!" Sophie swung round in her seat, her heartrharmg heavily. "But |
suppose he was happy when you were born.?"

"Sort of. But as | was born approximately a yegerahings weren't exactly
blissful between them."

Sophie was horrified. "You mean - you mean -"

"Yes, that's right. The oldest trick in the bookdanhe fell for it. What else
could he do? The St. Vincentes are an old-estaulisaimily. They have an
old-fashioned idea of honour. It would have beetoirteivable for my
father to deny responsibility even while he suspedtwasn't true."

Sophie-shook her head. "How awful!"



"Yes, wasn't it?" Piers sounded bored by the whtikar. "But that's life, as
they say."

Sophie couldn't leave it alone now. "But afterwar@dgter you were born,
surely things improved then?"

"Not really. You see, my mother wanted to be mdrit that was as far as
her imagination took her. When she had to cope thiglresponsibilities of a
husband and family, she took to her bed."

"You can't be serious! Who told you all this ?"

"What do you think? That my father regaled me wiih side of the story
and alienated my mother's affections? | didn't nieebe told, Eve. | was
there. | saw it happening.”

"But you couldn't have. You were too young."
"Initially, yes, but children begin to notice thmgretty quickly."
"Was your mother ill then?"

"l don't think she ever really got over having rAeleast, it was convenient
for her to pretend so. And you see, your motherdiad in childbirth and |
guess both my father and Brandt were programmaedédct the way they
did. I don't believe she was ever a real wife tofatljer afterwards. And of
course, she did develop cancer, and then ..." Heggkd. "Maybe | sound
callous. I'm not really. It's just that - well, shas never a real mother to me
either. If | took my bruised knees or bleeding h&atier she'd practically
throw a faint, and | got used to going to Violetldreing comforted by her.
She was my real mother. People think that bloaddre everything. | don't.
People can share the same blood and hate one andthilet mothered me,
and that's what being a parent is all about, &'t

"l suppose so." Sophie was absorbed with what Hedid her, it explained
why Geraldine's name was so seldom mentioned; wdrg Rnd his father
were so close.



The telegraph office was in Independence Squanammed, Piers told her,
when independence was granted in 1962. There weuender of beautiful
parks and squares awaiting exploration, but right Sophie had only one
thing on her mind.

To her relief, Piers agree! to hang about outsibigevshe went in and wrote
out her message to Eve. It seemed terribly longwgine had finished, but
she needed to know what kind of a deal Eve had toemake with her

grandfather and would definitely not make through, land also Eve had to
be informed that her uncle was aware of Sophiesstity. When she

eventually emerged after paying the clerk what sskhike an enormous
sum of money, die found Piers kicking his heelsatrgntly.

"For heaven's sake!" he exclaimed, when Piers saw "WWhat kind of
birthday greetings were those? Do you realizeld&en waiting here nearly
half an hour?"

"I'm sorry, Piers." Sophie was apologetic. "But ymow how it is. I'm not
used to sending cables."”

Piers gave her a wry stare! "Really? And | suppasedidn’t mention that
you were staying on here another two weeks, di®Yyou

Sophie frowned. "I - I might have done."

Piers nodded. "l thought so. This friend whosehbliaty it is - it's a man, isn't
it?"

Sophie opened her mouth to deny that statemerthancclosed it again. At
least if the fact that she had sent a cable beqarbbc knowledge Edge
would not start putting two and two together ifiBieold him the cable had
been sent to a man. Shrugging her shoulders, ghslsaly: "I have friends
of both sexes, and | don't see that it mattergeitfay."

Piers had the grace to look slightly shamefaceHiat "l guess not. I'm just
fed up with waiting, that's all. Come on. .We'll get some lunch and then
I'll show you a little of our capital city."



It was a relaxing afternoon. For a short time Sephanaged to push her
own anxieties to the back of her mind, determimiogto live in an agony of
anticipation when there was nothing she could ddhenge things. Instead,
she shared Piers' delight in being a tourist inafrte most attractive cities
in the world. They meandered along Frederick Streabat most
cosmopolitan of shopping thoroughfares, and shddotiuresist buying
herself a white silk caftan edged with the mogtigate hand embroidery in
shades of red, blue and green. At least she waud something to remind
herself of this interlude in her life, she thouginid the despair was hard to
keep at bay.

Afterwards they took one of the small, decoratetisdhat plied their trade
along Charlotte Street where the market spreadnitisly mess of produce
over the pavements, and visited the harbour whauest vessels were
berthed en route for South America and the othkEmas along the
archipelago. It was pleasant to sit in the shadd®fiwning and watch the
hectic life of the city pass one by, but when tfieglly returned to where
Piers had left the estate car Sophie felt a trelmgmdense of regret. The day
was almost over and now she had to go back andwlaaeever was ahead of
her.

They arrived back at Pointe St. Vincente at aboub'slock and Sophie saw
at once that Edge and Brandt must be home, too.lifmisine Edge

invariably drove was parked on the courtyard, itsdews wide, the bonnet
still warm.

"Dad's back," remarked Piers, unnecessarily. "Comé&Ve might just be in
time for some tea. | could surely use some."

Sophie followed him up the steps rather more slovige dreaded the
moment when she would have to encounter Edge agathsee the hard
mockery in his eyes. She dreaded reading the cqitemhis face and
knowing that he must regard her with active dislikeonly she had never
taken that walk last evening. If only the scenethia lounge had never
happened...

They entered the hall. It was cool after the hedside, the scent of roses
from an enormous bowl on a tall pedestal filling thir with their heady



fragrance. Sophie paused to admire them, anythinglelay the evil
moment, and was bent towards them when Edge camva dohe steps
which led to his father's study. He was not aldimere was a girl following
him and for a moment Sophie supposed it was Jamndeurned away. But
then he spoke, and his words shocked her into iniityob

"Ah, you're back!" he remarked with cool nonchalant'm so glad, Eve,
because you've a visitor - from England. Isn't tratzing? A Miss Sophie
Slater!"

For a moment Sophie realty thought she was goirfigind there at his feet.
Her legs went weak at the knees and a mist canwgebkér eyes. But then
Eve, for that was who it amazingly was, came fodyaugging her arm
rather impatiently and saying:

"Darling, don't look so shocked! | know it's a stsp, but you know how |
adore surprising people!"



CHAPTER EIGHT

SOPHIE sat in the wrought iron bathroom chair with itstpaned orange and
cream cushion and watched Eve soaping herselfaligen the cream and
apricot luxury of the facilities which had been yded for Sophie's sole
use. Eve had filled the bath with bubbles and was wallowing lazily,
indifferent to the anxious expression on her frisridce.

"Darling, what you seem to be missing is the faat Edge can't expose you
now," she stated calmly, flicking a small speckiadm towards the other

girl.
"Why?" asked Sophie, her mouth working. "Why?"

"Darling, if he had been going to do that he'd hdwee it a couple of weeks
ago. Don't you see? He's made himself an accessory.

Sophie dug her nail into the metal arm of the chaiou make it sound so
simple! "

"Well, itis, isn'tit? | mean, it's rather a bimasituation, isn't it? You playing
me - and me playing you!"

"It's ridiculous!” Sophie got abruptly to her fe&Eve, you've got to let me
out of this. Tell your grandfather who you are @tidjo home -"

"No!"

"Why not?"

"Well, don't you see? That would be stupid nows. dbvious from the way
he talks of you that he regards you with real ditec It would be cruel to
tell him the truth.”

Sophie turned on her angrily. "Don't you meanwauldn't be politic?"

Eve narrowed her eyes. "What did you say?"



"You heard me. There's more to this charade thdesae to placate an old
man. You sent me here because you wanted somethihgou omitted to
tell me what!"

Eve stood up and reached for a fleecy white to&bphie, don't get so
heated about everything! | always imagined youdalralm, sensible girl.
Suddenly you seem to have developed entirely @iffiecharacteristics. |
wonder why?"

"Oh, don't be silly, Eve!" Sophie stared at hesfratedly. "Look, | did what
you wanted. | came here. Don't you think | deseseene kind of an
explanation?"

"Perhaps you do, perhaps you don't." Eve was angbyiambiguous.
"Look, darling, can you lend me some clean undMghings are still at
the hotel. It's just until Joseph collects my case.

Sophie clenched her fists. "You can't mean to sag!"

"Why not? It's much more comfortable than a hotel.”

"But Edge knows - | mean, he's got to realize wbo sre."

"So what? It adds a sort of piquancy to the ocegsion't you think?"

Sophie heaved a sigh. "But what about John Felk@Wwémagined you'd be
in the Middle East by now."

Eve stepped delicately out of the towel. "Darliwpat about those undies? |
can't stand here in the nude indefinitely."

Sophie uttered an impatient exclamation, but turaed went obediently
into her bedroom and rummaging through a draweedaexck with what the
other girl wanted. Then, as she was fastening tila@s of her bra, Sophie
went on: "The Middle East, Eve? What happeneddottip that prevented
you from coming out here?"



Eve stepped back into the slim-fitting navy shifeshad worn to come to
Pointe St. Vincente and turned for Sophie to zip Uqe Then she said:
"There was no Middle East trip, Sophie. | madeitBut there will be - with

your assistance.".

"What do you mean?" Sophie was astounded.

"Oh, Sophie, do | have to explain right now? Colildm just sit and have a
cigarette and talk about what kind of a time youwael? Aside from my

uncle's revelations, you have enjoyed it, havemt?yAnd Piers seems a
honey."

Sophie marched back into the bathroom to emptybtte and Eve came
negligently to the open door. "Darling, don't beelthis. Can't we at least
talk civilly together?"

Sophie stood up. "How can you stand there and éxpedo condone your
behaviour? | - | think you've behaved despicalflypu want to know!"

Eve shrugged. "You agreed to come here, Sophie,psmted out dryly.

"I know | did, and I've regretted it ever sincedphie brushed past her into
the bedroom. "I'm not cut out for intrigue, Eveydiu're not about to tell me
right now what all this is about, I'm going to gowh there and tell Brandt
everything. Do you understan&verything/"

Eve regarded the other girl thoughtfully. "I ddvéieve you, darling. But if
you insist..."

"l do." Sophie was adamant.
"All right." Eve shrugged and reaching for her hlaag which she had
dropped carelessly on to the bed she drew outiparettes. Once one was
lit, she dropped elegantly down into a basketwdr&icand inhaled deeply.
"Now, where shall | begin?"

"At the beginning," advised Sophie shortly.



"Oh, yes. That would be when my father died. Waslyou know, | wrote to
my grandfather then and told him what had happearadias you also know,
he was very sympathetic. We corresponded, he steghéscame out to
Trinidad, and | stalled.”

"Why?"

Eve studied the glowing tip of her cigarette. "tehto admit this, but I'm in
love with John Fellowes."

Sophie blinked. "In love with him?" she echoed.

"Yes." Eve gave a casual movement of her shoulderever thought any
man would mean that much to me ..." She snappefirgars. "But John
does.”

"So where's the problem?" Sophie was curious.

"Well, just because I've admitted that I'm in lowéh John Fellowes it
doesn't presuppose that he's in love with me. @rcdmtrary, | doubt if he
even knows that | exist."

Sophie gave her a wry look. "Come off it, Eve. Yeulot the type of woman
to let herself go unnoticed for long.™

"Thank you, Sophie." Eve gave a small, secretivédesi'll take that as a

compliment. Nevertheless, in spite of what you skhn Fellowes hasn't
got where he is today without having an eye tontlaén chance. He knows
where he wants to go and he's going to get thergndlism is okay, it's

interesting, but it can be damn dangerous on tbgseseas assignments,
and he knows where the money lies. It's in telewisit's in becoming a

personality, someone whose name is instantly rezagle, and that's why

he wants to make this series of documentaries."

"You mean the idea of this Middle Eastern assigrimers feasible?"

"Not only feasible, it's imperative. At least, fralohn's point of view. Don't
you see - if | could provide the money, he'd talewith him!"



"Oh, Eve!" Sophie stared at her in disbelief. "Yoaun't seriously mean this!"
"Why not?"

"Well - well, because - even if it's true, evethis Fellowes man does need
a backer and you provide him with one, that wotlldaetessarily mean that
he'd become interested in you! Heavens, I'd sequid work in exactly the
opposite way. He could become famous, pay you héduzk he's borrowed,
and drop you like a hot potato!"

Eve's lips twisted impatiently. "Yes, well, youmgle reasoning would
come up with something like that, wouldn't it? Ydan't imagine I'd be
foolish enough to hand over the money without amgrgntees, do you? I'm
not stupid, you know."

Sophie shook her head. "And that's what all thabisut? An opportunity to
cheat an old man out of several thousand pounds?"

Eve gave the younger girl an exasperated stame.rt cheating anybody
out of anything. It's my right. I'm my mother's piurviving relative. Half
of everything here should be mine!"

Sophie gasped. "You forget - your mother gave dtarg up when she
married your father. Besides, | always thoughttheinherited everything."”

"Edge, you mean?" Eve's eyes flickered. "Tell nxacdy how did he come
to reveal that he knew who you were?"

. Sophie was the one to look uncomfortable theme®it matter? He told
me, that's enough."

"Is it?" Eve studied her thoughtfully, noting thedslen darkening of colour
in Sophie's cheeks. "Ah, yes, I'm beginning to usidad. He's quite a dish,
isn't he? Uncle Edge. And so long as he thoughtyene his niece there was
nothing doing -"

"It was nothing like that!" Sophie was horrifiedvé told you. He's known
from the beginning."



"How?"

"I don't know." Sophie turned away. "Eve, for goeds' sake, stop trying to
shift the blame on to my shoulders."”

Eve pressed out the remains of her cigarette iash&ay. "I'm not blaming
you. In your shoes, I'd have probably done the sdmek me - what is he
like? Edge, | mean."”

Sophie gasped, looking back at her over her shauf@ieat's a foul thing to
say!"

"Why is it? Oh, Sophie, you're as transparent atemdt's obvious that
you've noticed him. But has he noticed you, | wofitie

"Eve, please! We're not discussing me. We're dgogsyou - and your
position here. Look, let me go back. You can tedinh what you like. You
can pretend you came with an urgent message frenpdper - anything.
Just so long as | can go back."

"No."

"But why? Eve, I've been very patient. You've ltedme. You pretended
your grandfather didn't know you worked for a nesysgr; you pretended he
was old and senile, in danger of imminent death; yent me here totally
unaware of the real reasons behind this visit! Haw you expect to keep
me here now?"

Eve rose to her feet. "If you go now everything wé ruined. Can't you see
that? My grandfather will never forgive me if haites that | sent you in my
place.”

"And do you honestly think Edge will allow him ta\snce you money
knowing that you hadn't even the decency to come yaurself ?"

"He might. If the terms were acceptable.”

"What terms?"



"Well, for instance, there's the question of whydmn't expose you as 'an
impostor in the first place. Do you think that adbulave a more personal
significance?"

"Whatever are you talking about?"

"I'm talking about you and Edge. Do you think tedtsacted to you?"
Sophie caught her breath. "No! No, of course not."

"It's a possibility."

"You're not really trying to tell me that Edge didwll his father who | was
because he found me attractive! Oh, Eve, don'bb@gulous!”

"What's ridiculous about it? What reasons did ve §or not revealing who
you were?"

"He - he didn't give a reason.”
"There you are, then."

"Oh, Eve! If only you knew how wrong you are! Edga't attracted to me.
He - he hates the sight of me. He told me so."”

"Really?" Eve looked intrigued. "Curiouser and ouser, as Alice said.
Well, he has to have a reason for not exposing odi,it's up to us to find
out what that reason is and use it to our bestradga."

Sophie shook her head vigorously. "You can do wbatlike, Eve, but don't
involve me."

"What? Would you have my grandfather find out th&h without any
preparation? How do you think he'd take it? It nbigé quite a shock."

Sophie moved restlessly.- "He has to know soonéater."

"Why? Why shouldn't our original plan work?"



"Your original plan," Sophie corrected her grimly.

"All right, my plan." Eve nodded. "If you'd stop lmeving like a
temperamental ballerina you'd see that nothinggmghd. Everything can
go on as before except that now you'll have meippsrt you."

"No." Sophie pressed her palms to her cheeks. I'Mon't do it!

"What will you do, then? Expose yourself? Becauder't intend to do it,
and somehow | don't think Edge will either."

Sophie paced about the room. "My God," she saiiatwa situation!" Then
a thought struck her. "But if you weren't goingadat with John Fellowes,
why did you send me here? Why couldn't you haveecpourself? Why are
you here now?"

"Like | told you, darling. The idea of playing tipgodigal granddaughter
didn't appeal to me. It still doesn't. You're muoiore the sort of
granddaughter my grandfather would expect to have."

"You're completely unscrupulous, aren't you?" exaéal Sophie, halting
before her and looking her squarely in the faceowHlare you attempt to
manipulate people to your own ends and expectitawgay with it?"

"Oh, really, Sophie, don't be childish! What haveohe that's so terrible,
after all? You've made my grandfather very happycMhappier, I'm sure,
than | could have made him -"

"And you think that excuses you? Because of yolfiskeess I've made
your grandfather happy? Eve, there's more than tbattake into
consideration."

"I might have known your bourgeois conscience waitidit troubling you,"
commented Eve maliciously.

"Start?" echoed Sophie tremulously. "It's nevepgéal troubling me!"



"You mean you haven't enjoyed yourself here? Tihatet hasn't been any
occasion when you haven't been wishing yourselé thexine ?"

Sophie had to be honest. "No, | didn't say that#yad
"There you are, then..."
"No!" Sophie was desperate. "Eve - please -"

But suddenly, before Eve could reply, they hedalid altercation going on
just outside Sophie's bedroom door, and both gyirlsed to stare at the door
uncomprehendingly. Sophie's heart pounded, butnstreed to open it,
standing back in confusion when the housekeepeet/icame into the
room.

"I'm sorry about that, Miss Eve!" she addressedédiEmpologetically to
Sophie. "But | caught that girl Liza listening atuy door."

Sophie caught at the door handle for support. "LiZges'm. | sent her
along here almost ten minutes ago to tell younftieere, Miss Slater, that
her room was ready and waiting for her. Of couvdggn she didn't come
back, | came to see what was going on, and | caughust standing here -
listening!"

Sophie let go of the door and sank down weaklyodhe bed. "I -1 see." She
looked across at Eve and the other girl moved dyifckward.

"I trust you'll see that she's severely reprimaridstie exclaimed, and
Sophie marvelled at the coolness of her tone. "CGamet have that sort of
thing going on. Has it happened before ?"

Violet responded automatically to the authorityEwe's voice. "Not that |
know of, Miss Slater. But don't you worry, I'll sggeto Mr. Brandt about
her. She's an insolent girl and perhaps it migraswell if she were to seek
other employment.”



Eve breathed more easily. "l think that's a verpdyadea, Violet," she
remarked, with a smile. "After all, you have yowegts' well-being to think
of, haven't you ? And all this reflects on you, sigeit?"

Violet nodded, smoothing her apron. "Leave it tq mess."

"Good." Eve bent and picked up her handbag giviogh® a pointed look.
"And now will you show me my room? I'm rather tirddo you think it
would be possible for me to have dinner in my rdbis evening? I'm sure -
Miss Eve - could make my apologies for me."

Sophie hadn't time to protest before Eve movedobduhe door with the
housekeeper and she could hear Violet assuring&enly that it would be
no trouble at all. But after the door had closedit@ them Sophie buried
her face in her hands, shaking uncontrollably.dsall very well for Eve to
behave so calmly, but she hadn't lived here, stie'tdinow these people;
when the crunch came she would not have to bedrthe of knowing that
she had inspired an affection in Brandt and Piehscliv was entirely
unwarranted.

Sophie delayed going down for dinner until the véagt moment and
appeared at the moment the maid had come to t@fidBithat it was ready.
This evening all the family were dining at homed &randt looked rather
perturbed when Sophie hastily explained that hendr was too tired to
come down to dinner.

"She's not ill, is she?" he asked frowningly. "Seemed perfectly well
earlier on."

Sophie shook her head, avoiding Edge's sardonie. galo, she's not ill.
Just tired. You know how it is? Travelling from Hagd and everything."

"Oh, but she told us she had been here a few dad/guat decided to look
you up on the spur of the moment," observed Edgekimgly, as they all
seated themselves at the table in the conservatory.

Sophie flushed. "Oh, really? Well, | expect sh&srbdoing quite a bit of
travelling about since she got here."



Brandt stared at his son. "l don't recall Miss &lataying when she arrived
in Trinidad.”

Edge shrugged. "Didn't she? | must have been nastak

Sophie cast an angry glance in his direction. "fzmee makes mistakes
sometimes."

"Yes, they do, don't they?" Edge's tongue had gosleas to it now. "But
some make more than others."

Brandt frowned at his son. "Don't take any noti€eedge, my dear,” he
advised kindly. "He's in rather a bad humour, Ifraid."

"You don't need to make excuses for me, Brandt!"

"Don't I?" Brandt looked away from him, seeking Bigfs concerned face.
"I'm afraid our day at Port Maguerre was not anuatified success. A fault
has developed in the pipeline from our well at Astqwa, and | Edge spent
the best part of our time there crawling over maehi. And the puncture
we developed on the way home didn't help. If s@igstvell you weren't with
us, Eve. I'd not have cared for you to hear thguage.”

Sophie managed a relieved smile. "Piers took ni&otb of Spain.”

"Yes, so | hear." Brandt looked at his grandsorou're very quiet this
evening. Is something wrong?"

Piers looked up from the prawn cocktail the maidl lsa@t before him.
"What? Oh, no." He shook his head. "I was thinkihagt's all.”

Sophie looked at him swiftly. Did Piers know anyij? Now that Eve was
here had Edge decided to reveal Sophie's identhystson? After all, it was
Eve who was Piers' cousin, Eve who was Edge's .niece

Piers caught her worried lode and smiled at heowldo you feel now?" he
asked. Then to the table in general, he added: Vaan't very well this
morning. | was loath to take her sightseeing, hetiasisted.”



"What was wrong?" Brandt was concerned. "Of cowyea,said you had a
headache yesterday evening when | suggested youownewith Edge and
Janine."

"It was nothing." Sophie tackled a prawn withoutalmwappetite. "Just too
much sun, | should think."

"It can be dangerous,” Brandt agreed. "You must tatlore care. We
wouldn't want you to be ill and miss the carniveakhweek."

"Is it carnival time again?" Rosa shook her headfle bemusedly. "How
the years pass by! It seems no time at all sinoe iymther was preparing for
the carnival.”

"Yes, well, .that's all in the past,” commentedrigliadryly.

Rosa seemed not to hear him as she went on: "Tésilen your mother
ran away, you know. At carnival time. They werenissed, you see, not for
hours."

"That will do, Rosa!" Brandt's voice was harshewnand it seemed to
penetrate his sister's reverie. She looked alomgnain pained silence and
for a few minutes conversation lapsed.

When the meal was over, Sophie would have retodtet room, but Edge
prevented her. "I'd like to talk to you - Eve!" temarked coldly, as they left
the table. "We'll take a drive in my car."

Sophie looked up at him mutinously. "I'd rather,ibénk you."

"But you will."

"You can't make me," she breathed, so that onlyoléd hear.

"Can't I?" His voice was just as low, and she settise violence behind it.

Brandt came behind them. "What's going on? Whatatesaying to Eve
now, Edge? Can't you see how strained the girld8dleave her alone!"



Edge thrust his hands into the pockets of his danksers. "I was merely
suggesting that a breath of night air might soditieheadache,” he replied
coolly.

"Headache?" Brandt frowned. "You've got an-
other headache, Eve ? Oh, hard hide."

Sophie folded her arms across her protectivelynpab her elbows. "I'd
really rather go to bed," she declared unevenlizatik you all the same."

"But going to bed apparently didn't cure you laigthhy did it?" observed
Edge.

"What do you mean?" For an agonizing moment Saolmeght he intended
to expose her there and then. But obviously Edglesbane other means of
torment in mind.

"Well, you've got another headache,” he answerddlyni"Perhaps the
night air will prove a more reliable antidote.”

Brandt nodded. "So long as you don't spend the airgeing with her, Edge.
Take her into the mountains. The air's much cagpethere."”

There was nothing for it but to agree. Sophie ctdleé a cashmere shawl for
her shoulders and then accompanied Edge down tbntlbesine he had
driven to Port Maguerre earlier in the day.

They did as Brandt had suggested and drove intonitnntains. In other
circumstances Sophie would have taken a greatadealjoyment from it.
Moonlight silvered the sea glistening several heddeet below them, and
the road that wound upward was like a black snéleelewed by the tall
escarpments that flanked their passage. It was moaler up here and she
shivered, but it was as much with apprehensiorobs ¢

Edge was silent on the journey, changing gear wittooth precision,
concentrating on the precipitous curves that crechiyl places beneath their
wheels. He sat almost indolently behind the whasl|long legs adjusted to



the controls, the sleeves of his navy suede jamtedsionally brushing her
bare arms.

At last he reached a small plateau with a narrokipg area and a handrail
for tourists to stand beside to look at the vieWc@urse, tonight there were
no tourists to occupy the spaces, nor was thereat deal to be seen in the
shadowy light of the moon.

Switching off the car's engine, Edge thrust opendaor and climbed out,
walking lazily to the rail and resting his arms npo Sophie saw the flare of
his lighter as he lit a cigar, but she remained re¢rghe was, stiff and
nervous, unable to anticipate why he had broughhéee. The silence was
quite unnerving in itself, and she wished he waudthe back to the car and
say what it was he wanted to say. It was uselegseiend that what had
happened between them last night was anything ri@e a source of

annoyance to him, and whatever happened she musttnom see how

easily he could hurt her.

At last he left the rail and came back to the shgjng into his seat beside
her with negligent ease. Then he switched on ttexior light and studied
her pale features.

"Well?" he said. "When is she leaving?"

"Leaving?" Sophie blinked. "Leaving Trinidad?"

"That's correct. Full marks for comprehension. Whikres she plan to
leave?"

Sophie's hands gripped tightly together in her'lapl don't know. | -1 can't
force her to go -"

"Like hell'" Edge's tone erupted into violence. "Do you hogestpect me
to tolerate that - that creature in my house amathg longer ?"

"You - you know who she is?" Sophie whispered.



"Damn you, of course | know who she is! She's Jadwdbster's daughter!
In every possible way!"

"Why - what do you mean ?"

Edge snorted angrily. "James Hollister was an aven an unprincipled
rogue who married my sister to get his hands ont\Wwhamagined was a
fortune! Unfortunately, he'd reckoned without mihtr, and when Jennifer
was cut off without a penny, it must have beenhbaviest blow of his
career!"

Sophie gasped, "I don't believe you!"

"You don't have to. It makes no difference to mevéttheless, it's the
truth."

Sophie was momentarily stunned. Then she beganrdtesy: "James
Hollister loved Jennifer —"

"He loved her money, or what he thought would beshiord Almighty,
you don't suppose I'm speaking without proof, da?3//hen Jennifer found
out, she was sick at heart. She wrote to me, ¢eftie what a swine Hollister
was. She died when Eve was born, but | think sldenloawill to live!"

"Oh, no!" Sophie felt sick to her stomach. "You 'tamean that!"
"Oh, but 1 do."
"Then - then why didn't she leave him? Come home?"

Edge stubbed his cigar out savagely in the ashtiBgcause my father
wouldn't let her. What do you think this feud wélsadout anyway? Don't

you realize that my father's guilty affection foouy- for the person he
imagines you to be - stems from his guilt towaetmnifer? There was blame
on both sides. But Jennifer was warned. She cloggbre that warning

and look what happened! Maybe if she hadn't diezhitubirth there might

have been some kind of reconciliation, but it waista be.



Whatever else my father might be, he usually wgsaal judge of character.
He saw through James Hollister from the very bdgmnbut Jennifer
wouldn't have it."

"Oh, God!" Sophie pressed her fingers to her lips.

"You do believe me, don't you?"

"l wish I didn't.”

"Why? Because it makes your position so much |ldssrable?"

"No! No!" Sophie moved her head in a negative motion. "Yon'ibelieve
this, but I didn't want to come here."

"Oh, no?"

"No." Sophie hunched her shoulders. "l wish | hadn'

"Then why did you?"

"Would you believe me if | told you ?"

"l doubt it-"

"There you are, then."

"- however, | do understand why Eve sent you here."

Sophie's eyes widened. "Why?"

Edge drummed his fingers on the steering wheek. 8Bwious reasons. She
guessed you were exactly the kind of girl my fatheuld take to. Soft and

feminine - not hard and brittle like she is."

Sophie bent her head. She couldn't entirely addspadgement of Eve. She
had been kind to her in the past. She had helpegktder that job at



Sandchurch. Just because afterwards she had esactedpayment for that
favour it did not mean she was all bad.

"So what happens now?" She looked up questionintlye leave, |
suppose.”

"Sheleaves," corrected Edge grimly.

"l can't-stay here -"

"Why not?"

Sophie shook her head helplessly. "There's no pbint

"Isn't there ? What about my father?"

Sophie moved restlessly. "If Eve leaves, | mustde#oo."

"Why? Because she'll expect it of you? Becausdittlerplan didn't work."
"What little plan?"

"Don't pretend you don't know. Eve only agreeddme here because the
inducement was attractive enough."”

Sophie tugged painfully at a strand of her hairuswe continue this
conversation? It's obvious you know everything.'Caa leave it at that? I'll
tell Eve it's no use-""'

"No!" Edge was coolly authoritative. "Eve will leewou will remain here."
Sophie gasped, "But why?"

"Because | don't want my father upset. You mustehaendered why |
permitted you to remain here knowing you were apastor. There were
several reasons, but only one of which need congewm It is the most
important one. For all my father's healthy, capapeearance, only two
years ago he was a very sick man. He suffers frbeaa disease. Two years



ago he had a very severe heart attack which ingapeat him for months.
Now he is recovered, but he exists on tablets,aaydsudden shock - well,
I'd rather avoid such a contingency."

"l didn't know." Sophie stared at him in suddenazn.

"How could you? To relieve your mind, I'll tell yahat Eve didn't know
either."”

Sophie breathed a sigh of relief. "And you wanttmeemain here until my
stay is up pretending to be - Eve?"

"Yes." Edge inclined his head. "Is it so much tk?ds

It wasn't, but Sophie doubted that Eve would sabat way or that she
would leave without creating a scene.

"W - wouldn't it be possible for me to pretend ®'lzalled back to London
to cover an assignment?" she ventured unevenlyeriTve and | could
leave together.”

She waited for his reply with bated breath. Commemse had forced her to
voice that question, common sense that told harght be die only way to
persuade Eve to leave without upsetting her graineifa common sense
that warned her that to stay on here would be nssdfexling as she did
about Edge —

She was totally unprepared for Edge's reactioretadntative suggestion.
His eyes darkened angrily, and he swung rounddrséat, catching her by
the shoulders, his fingers hard and biting.

"You selfish little bitch!" he muttered savagely.du don't even have the
decency to finish the job you started!"

"You don't understand-"

"Don't give me that! What's the matter? Are yowa@fto stay on, is that it?
Are you afraid I'll take advantage of the offer ypade me?"



"Offer?" Sophie caught her breath. "What offer?"

"This one!" he snarled, dragging her towards hiattipg his mouth to hers
and pressing her head back against the soft leagaistery.

"Edge!" she protested, against his lips, her pammzisoned against his
chest. "Edge, don't do this!"

"Why?" He released her mouth to bury his face in tar, tangling it
through his fingers, kissing her nape throughilky ghickness. "That's not
what you said last night.. ."

Sophie tried to push him away, but it was useldsshad all the expertise of
experience while she was at the mercy of her emstidis caressing hands
sent her senses spinning. She felt wholly weakyaglding. Somehow his
shirt was unbuttoned and her face was crushed stdais chest while his
mouth probed the smooth skin of her shoulders.@hais a pounding in her
ears and she sensed that he was no longer in tohtionself. He wanted
her, and if she let this go on any longer she watichre if he took her. On
the contrary, there was something totally desirabl¢he idea of being
Edge's mistress, of experiencing his lovemakindyeig possessed by the
man she loved...

But Edge did not love her!

The words sang discordantly in her head, creatingudden surge of
self-disgust inside her. What-was she doing? Whad ghe allowing to
happen? Hadn't he already made it plain that heisks her? Did she want
that he should despise her even more?

With a sobbing gasp, she dug her nails into histchad his momentary
withdrawal was sufficient to enable her to pressséié away from him.

Staring at him with burning eyes, her mouth workinggerably, she said:
"Take me back to the house!" in trembling, unsteades.

Edge's expression was enigmatic, but she thought giimpsed the
contempt in his eyes. He moved to rest againgddloe at his side of the car,
fastening his shirt again with lazy fingers. Herdicay anything. He just



looked at her. And Sophie moved beneath his gaeealispecimen under a
microscope.

When he had pushed his shirt back into his pamstumed with slow,
indolent movements to the wheel. Only then did esak:

"You can tell Eve if she's not out of Trinidad loyrtorrow evening I'll have
her arrested for masquerading under an assumettytien



CHAPTER NINE

"HE means it, Eve, he really does!"

Sophie spoke desperately, her hands clenching ankknching by her

sides, but Eve simply lay in bed, smoking a cigaretapparently

unperturbed by what the other girl was saying.dswhe next morning, and
Sophie had come to Eve's bedroom to speak to tesrkeding turned away
the night before.

"Darling, you're beginning to irritate me." Evelas$t sat up and flicked ash
into the tray. "What you are failing to see is tEalge is in this up to his
neck. Don't you understand? He can't turn me eMpese me! Not without
creating the very situation he most wants to avoid!

"You don't mean - Eve, you wouldn't -"

"Wouldn't what? Tell my grandfather that you're histgranddaughter, after
all? ' would if I had to -" —

"Oh, Eve!" Sophie pressed trembling hands to heutmo

"- but | won't." Eve sighed. "Don't you see, Sophigdge can't allow that to
happen. Not now."

Sophie turned wearily away. "So what are you gdinglo?"

"I shall have a few words with my respected unclgseif," replied Eve
calmly, sliding a foot out of bed. "I shall expldiis difficulties and mine.
I'm quite sure we'll be able to come to some sobancarrangement.”

"Eve, that's blackmail!"

"Don't dramatize everything, Sophie! Edge will ureland my position
exactly. Leave everything to me."

"But | want no part of it."



"You've told me yourself, he expects you to staytwo weeks it will all be
over."

"Will it?" Sophie wished she could feel as confiden

The rest of the morning passed with curious notyaRiers wanted to
swim, but while Sophie agreed to go down with hghe-didn't go in the
water. Her mind was too active to allow her to gnguch uninhibited
relaxation, and after playing about for a whilegrBijoined her on the rocks.
"What's wrong?" he asked perceptively. "You lookeal."

"Do I?" Sophie tried to speak lightly. "I don't kmavhy."

"It's that friend of yours, isn't it?" persisted®R. "She's upset you."
Sophie gasped, "Heavens, why should you think that?

Piers shrugged. "I don't know. Just intuition, legs. She appeared too
unexpectedly, somehow. And staying here - welhdw Brandt's free with
his hospitality, but really, she seemed to acdgpt i

Sophie bent her head. "You're imagining things."

“"No, I'm not. She even has your lighter, too."

Sophie looked up. "My lighter?"

"Yes. That lighter she uses. It has your initiatgtd'

"Oh, | see." Sophie swallowed with difficulty. "Wel well, that's easily
explained. | - er - | stopped smoking and gave hér."

"Hmm." Piers sounded sceptical, and Sophie unwjilinrecalled his
preoccupation of the night before. She had wondereether Edge had
spoken to him, but it hadn't been necessary. Riassalready suspicious, if
for different reasons. Oh, what a tangled messwhis turning out to be!



Back at the house there was no sign of either Etslge and Sophie hastily
dressed for lunch, eager to find out what had haggeBut when she
knocked at Eve's door there was no reply and ogethie door she peeped
inside.

The room was deserted. There was no Eve here samet @isbelieving eyes
turned from the bed to the dressing table sometmoamentous struck her.
Where were Eve's suitcase and dressing case? Wieytvieer brushes on
the dressing table where they had been that md?ning

Pushing the door wide she entered the room andwoest fears were
confirmed. Eve's belongings had all gone. The roeas no longer
occupied...

It took her several minutes to absorb the infororathat Eve had departed
as unexpectedly as she had appeared. But whersheagone, and why
hadn't she told Sophie first?

She sank down weakly on to the bed, trying to triokerently. Eve had
known how she felt about staying on here, but gwgleé wouldn't just leave
without any warning, would she? Perhaps die haddeaiote, something
explaining her actions, but there was nothing here.

Her own room produced no note. She had half hdpeadn her haste to get
along to Eve's room she had missed it/but thereng#ising there and she
went downstairs to lunch feeling sick and dazedavWas going on? Where
had Eve gone? Only one person could provide hér avitexplanation, and
that person was Edge...

But it soon became apparent that Edge was notgdliirch at home. Only
Brandt, Rosa and Piers waited for her on the terrand she gave and
apologetic ghost of a smile before sliding into seat. On no account must
Brandt suspect that anything was wrong - not now.

She was subdued during the meal and finally Braaidk "It was a pity Miss
Slater had to leave us again so suddenly, wa8rBit never mind, | expect
you enjoyed her visit in spite of its brevity."



Sophie exchanged glances with Piers, and then alie 'S¥ou know
that-she's gone?"

"Of course. Edge told me before he took her toaihgort. It was fortunate
that she could get a flight so conveniently."

"Did - did she tell you why she had to leave socymigately?" questioned
Sophie tentatively.

"Yes. Something to do with her job, wasn't it?|Stils good to know that
you're not leaving us, Eve."

Sophie looked down at her plate. So Eve had gosbekad said she would,
but had she got what she came for? Sophie shookhbéad almost
imperceptibly. She must have done. Why else hadagjieed to leave
without causing any fuss? But what must Edge tbinker - of them both?

During the afternoon Sophie stayed in her bedrd®rry now and then she
thought she heard Edge's car cruising down theestmphe house, but when
she went out on to her balcony to investigate stivays found she was
mistaken. Her nerves were taut and jangling, thexe a dull throbbing in

her temple, and her brain wouldn't allow her tmkhbeyond the interview

she intended to have with him on his return.

She lay on her bed, dry-eyed and anxious, dredabdengonfrontation ahead.
He could hurt her so easily. She was so vulnenahkre he was concerned.

She must have fallen asleep, however, for she \&iisrided by someone
knocking urgently at her door.

"Miss Eve! Miss Eve! Are you there?"
Blinking rapidly, Sophie scrambled off the bed apdned the door. Violet
stood outside, her face working agitatedly, a patddent even under her

darkness.

"What is it, Violet?" exclaimed Sophie in surpri$é/hat's the matter?"



"Can - can you come quickly, Miss Eve? It - it's. Mrandt. He's in his study
and | don't think he's at all well.”

Sophie stared at the housekeeper in horror. "Whatod mean?" She ran
back to the bed and slid her feet into her santhalkat's happened to him?
Where's Edge? Is he alone?"

As they hurried along the corridor and down the f&eps to the main

landing, Violet explained. "It was Joseph, misspwbld me. He's been to
town today to get some things for me and he waib see Mr. Brandt when

he got back. He was all right then. He spoke teglosasked ' about his trip,
that sort of thing. Then about fifteen minutes aferds when Joseph went
back to ask if he would like some tea he found slimmped over his desk."
Violet's eyes filled with tears. "He will be alght, won't he, Miss Eve?"

Sophie shook her head helplessly. She didn't kndwatwo think. They
hurried down the main staircase, across the hdlugrthe few steps that led
to Brandt's study. As Violet had described, Bramds slumped over his
desk with Joseph standing rubbing his hands wdyrigeside him.

Sophie hesitated only a moment and then she wehetdesk and put her
fingers against Brandt's temple. There was a pblseto her terrified touch
it seemed incredibly weak.

"A doctor!" she declared, trying to assume commadMiolet, can you
contact a doctor?"

Violet hovered about from one foot to the othere§¥n. Is he going to be all
right, Miss Eve?"

Sophie opened her mouth to protest - to say thahaln't the faintest idea
whether or not Brandt was going to be all righty @imen closed it again.
Joseph and Violet - they were like children wantmegssurance. They
wanted to be told everything was going to be gltrieven if it wasn't.

"Of course, everything's going to be fine," Sopdtaged firmly. "I think he's
just fainted, that's all. Do as | say and call doetor. Has - has Mr. Edge
come back yet?"



"No, Miss Eve."

That was Joseph, and Sophie mentally chided heiselasking such a
ridiculous question. If Edge had been here, he tbalve taken command.

Violet hurried away to call the doctor and Soplaglgo Joseph: "Help me
lift him on to the couch, will you?"

Joseph nodded and together they managed to géethwy frame resting
comfortably on the couch. Then Sophie sat dowrdeeBrandt and laid her
face against his chest. His heartbeat soundedtla $itronger, but she
couldn't be sure whether it was her imaginationair

Joseph clasped his hands. "Is there anything tloaMiss Eve?"

Sophie looked up. "No, | don't think so." Then phesed. "What happened?
Violet said that you found him perfectly normal whgou came back from
town."

"That's right, Miss Eve. Miss Janine was with him."

Sophie's head jerked up. "Janine Fleming?"

"Yes, miss."

"But what was she doing here ?"

Joseph shook his head. "I don't know, miss."

"No, of course you wouldn't." Sophie thought hatthat could Janine have
been doing at the house when Edge was not hera@uigh of course, she
couldn't have known that he would not be here,a&stk? Her brain ached
with the onslaught of so many chaotic thoughts.efjudanine's visit
couldn't have anything to do with Brandt's condiifioould it?

The inevitable anxiety about whether Janine migivehsomehow learned

that Sophie was not who she had said she was begdague her. What if
that was what she had come for? What if Brandixlslat learning his



granddaughter was an impostor had caused the hd#adk Edge had
warned her about? There were so many spossibjldies her mind couldn't
begin to assimilate them all, not in this confustde.

She was still sitting beside Brandt some few mislager when there were
footsteps and Edge came into the room. His gazerskd over Sophie to
the man on the couch, and Sophie got awkwardlyetoféet when Edge
came to examine his father.

To her surprise he thrust his hand into his fasH@east pocket and came out
with a flat box of tablets. "Get some water!" hertnanded, and she ran to
do his bidding, pouring some from the jug of iceatev that always stood on
the tray beside the other more intoxicating liquids

Then he levered his father up, forcing the talidetsveen his lips, arousing
him to consciousness long enough to swallow twodiigbled a little water
into Brandt's mouth, and to her astonishment Sogdnehis eyes flicker.
Then Edge lowered him again, and straightenedjngatbe glass on the
tray. "What happened?" he demand- ded harshly. tWhae you been
saying to him?"

"Me?" exclaimed Sophie ungrammatically. "l - Fveédsaothing."

Edge considered her indignant face for a momenttadturned back to his
father. "You've sent for the doctor, | hear."

"l - I thought it was best. Is - is he going todieright?"
"l hope so. Fortunately | got here in time."

"l - I know you told me he took tablets, but | didknow where they were -
what to do!"

"Rosa would have known. Did anyone ask her?"

"I'm afraid not. Violet came straight to me."



"She would!" Edge spoke flatly.

Sophie hovered uncertainly. "I - I'd better go. M/du let me know what the
doctor says -"

"l shall want to talk to you later.” Edge lookedneate.
"Yes. Well - well, all right. Ex - excuse me."

In the hall, Sophie was aware that her palms werewith sweat, and the
throbbing in her head had increased a hundredigltht now?

She was still hesitating there when Violet appeaf&tie doctor's on his
way," she said, with obvious relief. "How is he?"

"l - Mr. Edge is with him." Sophie glanced over Is@ioulder. "Violet, Miss
Fleming was here. Joseph told me. Do you know whatwanted?"

Violet .shrugged. "She didn't tell me, Miss Eve.eSbst said she had
something to tell Mr. Brandt. | supposed it wasessage from her mother,
Miss Eve, about Liza."

"Liza?" Sophie repeated the word uncomprehendingly. "Y@am- you
mean the girl who - who -?"

All of a sudden she couldn't go on. She was rememgpdast night, the
argument she and Eve had been having in her bedeuaia certain serving
girl standing outside her door, listening, overlrear.

"That's right, Miss Eve." Violet didn't seem to iget her hesitation. "That
girl who's been such a nuisance here. Seems I&ks sffered her services to
Mrs. Fleming, and they've taken her on."

"Have they?" Sophie felt weak. All of a sudden pieces were falling into
place and she didn't like the pattern they wereingakVhat would Edge
think when he learned this? Would he believe that Isad said nothing?
That if his father knew the truth Janine was resgua?



Violet was looking at her a little strangely novertnead tipped on one side.
"You feeling all right, Miss Eve?" she asked, widbncern. "You're not
letting this trouble with Mr. Brandt upset you towch, are you? Mr. Edge
said not to worry. Mr. Brandt will be fine."

But Edge would say that just as she had said lieedre couldn't know for

certain. Shaking her head, she managed to placalet\and after the

African woman had left her she went slowly into tbenge. What was she
going to do? If Brandt really had had a heart &ttdde died. . .

But no, that couldn't happen, she told herself desgtply. She couldn't have
been a party to such a thing. kiedto get better, whatever he had been told.

A speck of something wet fell on to her hand arelrslalized with a sense of
dismay that she was crying. The tears were strepdown her cheeks, and
the aching emptiness inside her seemed more tleacosid bear. What was
she going to do? How could she stay here now in@r&new the truth? He
might never want to see her again. And as for Edge.

She shook her head, rubbing fiercely at her facyot, stopping the flow

of tears. Crying was weak and cowardly. She hadecbhere of her own

accord, no one had actually forced her to do so,itamas up to her to face
the consequences. But right now...

On impulse, she went out into the hall and finding blue file beside the
telephone which held the personal numbers knownetéamily she pressed
the letter F and came up with the Flemings' teleghmumber. She dialled
the figures carefully, refusing to think about wishe was doing in case
second thoughts prevented her from going ahead, vémeh a maid
answered she asked to speak to Miss Janine Fleming.

"Miss Fleming's not at home, miss," replied theanpblitely. "Shall | bring
Mrs. Fleming to the phone?"

"Oh, no - no, that's all right,” Sophie was begmnhalf relieved at the
reprieve, when she heard voices at the other erldedline and presently
Howard's deeper tones came to her ears.



"Eve? Eve, is that you?"

Obviously Howard hadn't yet learned of her truentdg, thought Sophie,
relaxing a little. "Yes," she replied. "I - erwhnted to speak to Janine, but it
wasn't important.”

"Won't | do?" Howard joked. Then he sobered. "Yawursd upset. Is
anything wrong?"

"Well,..yes. Brandt had a bad turn a short while.alye're waiting for the
doctor to come now."

"My God!" Howard sounded really concerned. "Iserthanything | can do?"

"No, thank you, | don't think so. | - | must gothink that's the doctor
arriving now."

It was. Violet appeared and hustled him up thestai Brandt's study and
Sophie wandered aimlessly through the morning ranchon to the terrace.
She wondered where Piers was. He'd probably gonandhe dinghy. He
had asked her earlier on, in the morning, but stierbfused. She wished he
was here now. His uncomplicated presence was gxahtt she needed.

Presently she heard voices in the hall and goinbealoor of the morning
room she saw that the doctor was leaving again.bFieéness of his visit
seemed to point to nothing too serious, but sherdaspeculate until she
knew for certain.

Edge accompanied the doctor down to his car, aptii8arept up the stairs
to the open door of the study. Brandt still lay whshe and Joseph had put
him, his eyes were still closed, but he seemea tarbathing quite normally.

She was descending the stairs again when she dpcediftdge.

"He's sleeping now," he advised her uncompromigingie’ll probably
sleep for several hours. But there's nothing taryvabout."

"Oh, thank God!" Sophie clasped her hands togetitéarrelief.



Edge's expression was enigmatic. "l suggest yaangdave some tea. You
look as though you could use some. I'll speak tolgter."

Sophie nodded and turned away. At least Brandtneagjoing to die, she
thought, drawing deep trembling breaths. And adlerthat was the most
important thing.

She was dressing for dinner, her thoughts stidresotic as ever, when one
of the maids came to tell her that there was gkelee call for her.

"For me?" Sophie was surprised. Who could be aalier?

She took the call in the hall, lifting the receiwarefully, putting it to her ear
reluctantly. "Er - Eve Hollister here. Who's that?"

"Someone who knows you're not Eve Hollister," rétadra female voice
that she recognized at once as belonging to Jahinaderstand you were
calling me earlier this afternoon.”

Sophie sank down weakly on to the bottom stair. nlae's words had
stunned her and for a moment she could think dfingtto say.

"Well?" Janine spoke again. "You must have knowet g$ooner or later
you'd be found out."

"You - told - Brandt?" Sophie could hardly form@adhe words.
"Not yet. But | shall unless you make arrangemémtsave immediately."

Sophie felt drained of energy. "You want me to &3vshe breathed
incredulously.

"That's right. Tomorrow if possible." Janine southdepatient. "l should
have guessed sooner that the way you looked at Ed§be broke off
abruptly. "Anyway, | know now, and I'll not hesigatto expose you for the
impostor you are! | don't know why you came to idad, | don't know how
you got Brandt's address, unless Jennifer's regjtdar is behind this. But



you'd better start packing or the St. Vincentes nave something else to
get steamed up about.”

The phone went dead and Sophie realized the otthérag hung up on her.
She had made her threat and Sophie had no dolét mind that she meant
what she said. She would tell Brandt. She, unli® rtest of them, had
nothing to lose.

There was another telephone call during dinner&oghie's nerves tensed
as Edge went to answer it. But when he came backace was merely

thoughtful and he bent to swallow the remaindenisfwine, but did not sit

down again.

"I've got to go out, Rosa." He addressed himseHisoaunt. "There's been
some trouble in town with some of our men. .I'Va#o go and sort it out. I'll
see you later." His eyes flickered over Sophieeasdid these words and she
realized he was warning her that she would notpestfzeir interview.

But what was the point? she asked herself aftéiakdegone. Whether or not
he demanded that she should stay and finish herttare didn't matter now.
Janine meant what she said. She would tell Bramdt Sophie had to decide
whether the hurt of her staying or going would lhe greater.

When the meal was over Piers disappeared abowatmisbusiness and on
impulse Sophie left the house and went down thesste the stone jetty
below. There was quite a breeze this evening, Eoldw her hair about her
face and caused bumps of gooseflesh to appearra@kine But at least the
air was fresh and clean and blew away the cobwkingrigue and anxiety.

The unusual swell was causing the dinghy and themaunch to bump

more heavily against their moorings, and Sophiekedltowards them

slowly, watching their movements absentmindedlyt 8en she saw that
the ropes mooring the dinghy were loose. Eithershiadn't secured them
fast earlier or the wind had had a hand in theséming, but definitely the
dinghy was on the verge of being swept away froenjekty.

Sophie forgot her own troubles for a moment and teecatch the rope. The
wind and a sudden rush of swell almost swept affiéet, but she managed



to regain her balance and bent to tie it up agaowever, it was then that
she discovered that the mooring ring had rustesutiit and that was how
the dinghy had got loose in the first place.

She looked round helplessly, holding on to the rtgyéng to see some other
fastening, suitable to moor the boat, but there making. Her only hope

was to fasten it to the launch's mooring and hbogp¢ it would hold them

both.

Her hands had become cold, however, and the rogesuddenly jerked
from her fingers by the impatient wind. The dinddopbed about like a cork
and the rope disappeared into the water a few snohefrom the jetty.

"Oh, damn! " Sophie stared at the small vessetratedly. If she had never
come down here she wouldn't have known that thghgimvas loose, but she
had, and now she didn't quite know how to leav8lie could hardly start
yelling up to the house for assistance with Brayidig asleep in his study,
so what could she do? Leave it and hope it waanted away by the tide ?
Or try to rescue it ?

She looked down at her pleated skirt and long-glédofouse. If she started
messing about in the water they would be ruinedti@rother hand, the bra
and pants she had on underneath were no less daaindper bikini and far
more serviceable.

On impulse, she stripped off her skirt and blousetjamped into the water.
It struck her as chill, but the sensation soongesié was still much warmer
than the sea back home.

She managed to reach the dinghy in a couple dfetrand grasped the line.
Then she turned and tried to pull it back towattss. But unfortunately it
was a land wind and it drove against the dinghyheyang strength in its
ruffled sails and causing Sophie's arms to achwa# terribly frustrating,
particularly as she was beginning to feel reallgl@nd knew that sooner or
later she might have to give up the attempt.

And then cramp struck her, an agonizing pain ini¢iefeg which made her
gasp and let go of the rope and momentarily subeneBie came up



frightened and fighting for breath, unable to eagis any way of making it
back to shore. Instead, she grasped the side dirtghy and hauled herself
over, straining her aching back to collapse in aph@ the bottom of the
boat.

It was wonderful to be out of the water, to fee thamp begin to release her
muscle, but the momentary respite was subdued hBr sensations. She
was very cold, her teeth were chattering, and tlt@eswas slowly but
definitely receding.

She knelt up in alarm. Whatever was she going ® do

Even if she knew how, she doubted whether she waaid to raise a sail in
this wind, and the dinghy might quite easily beriear out to sea.

She realized her only chance lay in diving over ¢ide and making a
desperate effort for the shore. If she remainedrevishe was, anything
might happen. The dinghy might capsize and then...

Giving her leg a final brisk massage, she stoodnghagain, without giving

herself time to change her mind, dived over the sidd swam towards the
rocks. The sea washed over her head several tintkshe had to spit out
mouthfuls of water, but she kept on going, ignorihg tentative twinges

that came to trouble her. The rocks had never seaméar, and eventually
she acknowledged she was not going to make it.adbr chance was to

reach the Point, jutting’ out of the water a fewdgato her right. It looked

stark and uninviting with little about it on whigb cling, but she had no
choice.

At last she reached it, dragging herself up ouhefwater as her strength
gave out on her. The rough surface of the rock #iréer fingers, but

somehow she levered herself upward, first with haids and then by her
feet as they sought and found crevices worn awdkidogonstant movement
of the salt water.

Near the top there was a narrow ledge, wide enéardier to wedge herself
on to, and she rested her head wearily back agdiestough edge of the
rock. At least she was safe for the moment. Thisqfaghe Point was never



completely submerged and as soon as she felt strehg would try for the
shore. She was cold and tired and not a littleaesybut for the moment her
other troubles were forgotten.



CHAPTER TEN

SopHIE awoke to the sound of voices, urgent angry vdicatdrifted across
the water to her in waves, like the rise and fathe swell. The swell.. .

She blinked rapidly and tried to move. Every baméér body ached with
weariness, for although she had been dozing, thatdebeen no sense of
relaxation. On the contrary, she had tried to stagke, but the coldness
made her want to close her eyes. She had knowshslud have been trying
to swim the distance between the Point and theeshort the water looked
so churned up and uninviting and she had told Hesise would wait just a
little longer.

But now - now there were voices, which meant peoBleely someone
would see her out here.

And yet how could they? It was dark, there was mmmtonight and what
little light there was would not illuminate a sfifirm resting against the rock
face, not unless she could attract their attertippaome other means.

Wincing as her body protested at being subjecteslith exhaustion, she
managed to move away from the rock face and loska&ately towards the
shore. She could still hear the voices, but theyrssl to be moving away,
and if she didn't act quickly they would be gone.

"H - help!" she called faintly. Then more strongl@h, please-help me!"
The wind seemed to carry her voice away, disguibgrgweakness within
its strength. The voices receded further and paahited a touch of hysteria
to her frenzied calling: "Help! Oh, God, I'm heté&lp me!"

There was silence for a moment and her worst feeesned realized, but
then the talking broke out again and she realizZedewer it was was coming
back.

"Help!" she called again, her voice hoarse andkengc "I'm on the Point!"

"Sophie!" It was Edge's voice. "Sophie, can you hear me?"



"Yes," she called back, her voice weakening. "Thgomédness you've heard
me!" And then her voice broke altogether and shgabeto sob, harsh,
choking sobs that racked her whole aching, freeaody.

"Keep calm! I'm coming out for you!" Edge shouteahd she heard him
shouting commands to whoever it was that was with. IShe heard the
engine of the motor launch being started and ptBsgsisteady rhythm as it
began to cross the water between herself and tire.shll the while Edge
kept shouting to her, encouraging her, but shesgascely conscious of his
approach. Shock and fear and exposure had allgpthgér part and she was
no longer in control of herself.

As the launch neared the rocky promontory Edge telgoagain: "If | throw
a rope, can you catch it?"

Sophie tried to pull herself together. "I - I'l/tt

Edge tossed the coil towards her. It snaked dowidbéner and it was quite
a simple matter for her to pick it up. But her g were too numb to hold it
and it slithered helplessly away.

Edge didn't ask her a second time. Instead he htahg launch in close and
crouching low, sprang across the two feet of wadeland on the ledge
beside her.

"Oh, Sophie!" he muttered, and now there was akbnmezhis voice. "l
thought you'd killed yourself!"

Sophia looked up at him tremulously, strugglingget to her feet, and
uncaring of her wetness he gathered her closelynstghim, burying his
face in her neck.

"Dear God," he groaned, "you're chilled to the bademe on! It won't be
much longer now. I've got to get you back."

Sophie would have been quite willing to remain vehehe was in Edge's
arms. It was where she belonged, and who knew whatk reactions were
motivated purely by guilt or by some deeper emotion



She didn't remember much about the journey bat¢kedouse. Edge had
Joseph with him and he wrapped Sophie in blankbateiedge steered the
craft. Then, once they were on the jetty, Edge giwphie up into his arms
and strode towards the steps with her.

"l - I'm much too heavy," Sophie breathed againstneck. "Edge, | can
walk."

"I doubt it," muttered Edge in reply, and then meded to ignore any
further protest she might make.

Violet met them at the door of the house, her bleie mirroring her
concern. "Oh, Mr. Edge, you've got her! Is sheight?"

"She will be,” remarked Edge flatly. "Go ahead getisome hot water into
the bath."

"Yes, sir, Mr. Brandt."

Violet scurried ahead up the stairs, Edge followihgr, seemingly
unperturbed that he was still carrying the bur- de8ophie's weight In her
room he allowed her to stand on her own two feet stee immediately
realized that she was wearing only bra and pants.

Her arms crossed themselves across her body, lye Egkrely looked
impatient. "Get your bath!" he advised briefly. ¥&koas long as you like.
There's no hurry."

As Sophie stepped into the perfumed water thate¥ibhd run for her she
asked the time.

"The time, miss?" exclaimed Violet, in surprise ottt you know it's nearly
two o'clock!"

"Two o'clock in the morning?" Sophie couldn't beéet. "But - but why
isn't everyone in bed?"



Violet gave her an old-fashioned look. "Now, miggt's rather a leading
guestion, isn't it? What with Mr. Edge half outra$ mind looking for you,
sending Mr. Piers over to the Fleming house tovdeether by any chance
you were there."

"l - 1 was missed?" Sophie slid down into the hdateater. She was just
beginning to feel warm again. "But - when?"

"About eleven o'clock, | guess. When Mr. Edge gatkbfrom town. He
wanted to see you and when you couldn't be foundeleened convinced
you'd run away."

"Run away?" echoed Sophie.

"Yes, Miss- er- Sophie, isn't it?"

Sophie shot upright in the water. "How do you krtbat?"

"Why, everyone knows, miss."

"Everyone?" Sophie's cheeks paled. "Brandt - tha¥ir. Brandt, too?"
"Everyone,"” came a voice from the doorway, anditgi$ophie saw Edge
draped lazily against the jamb. Immediately shé slown under the
soapsuds again, her cheeks colouring scarlet.

"Now, Mr. Edge, you didn't ought to be in here/ re

proved Violet, picking up Sophie's discarded gansand putting them into
the dirty linen basket. "You'll be able to talkker time enough."

"That I will, Violet." Edge sounded very certain thiat. "But hurry up, will
you? I'm impatient.”

He turned and left them and Sophie hastily beg@oap her arms. Her head
was spinning with what she had heard, and shetdldre to speculate why
such news had not made Edge angry instead of soSiwe shrugged



helplessly. She didn't quite know how to descrilme, lbut right now anger
was not part of his make-up.

After Violet had towelled her dry with one of thade apricot towels, she
slipped on a chiffon nightdress and wrapped a tiwgebathrobe over it.

Violet smiled a little mischievously at this obvaffort to conceal herself,
but she went away quite happily once she was sumé $ophie had

everything she needed.

Sophie was seated at her dressing table combingpdierwhen the door
opened again and Edge appeared. He came intodhefamiliarly, closing
the door behind him, and immediately her heart begapound. She put
down the brush and watched him approach her thrabghmirror, and
presently his hands descended on her slim shoudtieirse bent his head to
put his mouth, against her neck.

Sophie raised her shoulder to his touch, and tleestriaightened again and
put a little distance between them, drawing outesaigars and lighting one.
She noticed that his hands were not quite steatlg asised the flame of his
lighter to the tip of the cigar and then he turaadgy, walking slowly across
to her balcony.

Her heart skipped a beat. What now? Was he aborgvert back to his
sardonic self?

But when he turned there was no mockery in his.f@cethe contrary, it was
wearing a curiously strained expression. "You fedl right?" he enquired
quietly.

"I-I'm fine." Sophie rose from the stool and stdodking at him across the
width of pale carpet. "I'm sorry if | was a nuisaric

"A nuisance?" He raised his eyes heavenward. "@l, & only you knew
what an understatement that was !"

"I'm sorry."



"Why be sorry? | deserved more. God, when | foumd were missing, | - |
-" He shook his head. "Well, never mind that nowwHhe devil did you get
out there?"

"l was trying to bring the dinghy back."

"The dinghy?" He looked blank. "You took the dinghyt?"

"No, | didn't take it out exactly. The mooring issted through. The dinghy
was loose. | tried to bring it back."”

"| see.' He raked a hand through his hair, his ejigering strangely. "So
that was why you took off your clothes. Hell, whefound them, | really

thought - | really thought - " He turned away alilypas though unable to
continue, and Sophie felt a surge of compassioriaugh her.

But before she could say anything, he went on: "¥ee, | discovered this
evening when my father awoke that he had learnadytbu were not Eve,
after all."

Sophie stiffened. "And - was that why - why -"

"Why he passed out, you mean? No. He'd just foegdid take his tablets,
that's all," he replied, turning back to her.

Sophie felt a wave of relief sweep over her. "Bout who told him? Janine
said -"

Then she broke off as Edge's eyes narrowed, butoladd not let her get
away with it. "Yes?" he prompted. "Janine said What

"Oh - oh, nothing." Sophie bit her lip.
"You think Janine told him, is that it? Did shedhten she would?"
"She may have done. | don't remember." Sophie manedmfortably.

"Well, for her sins, it wasn't Janine."



"Then - then how?" Sophie was unable to understand.

Edge assumed a wry expression. "He opened a dailevas addressed to
you. He thought it might have been something urgéoseph brought it

when he came back from town, and you weren't arasmd." He shrugged.

"l believeyousent that cable!"

The cable!

Until that moment Sophie had forgotten its exiseefihe day she had sent it
Eve had arrived and consequently all thoughts efabmmunication she
had sent to her in London went out of her mind.

She stared helplessly at Edge and he went on: tiyebaend it, didn't you? |
can see it in your face. Thank heavens you did!"

Sophie was confused. "But why?" she whispered.

"Don't you realize that cable exonerates you? Is wavious from its
wording that you had only agreed to come here srgou thought Brandt
was practically a dying man. That you had no partthe attempted
extortion!"

Sophie spread her hands. "But how did it get here?"
"By the usual processes. Eve wasn't to be locatédmdon. Obviously she
must have told her neighbours she was going awhg. chble, being an

urgent kind of communication, was sent on here."

"I see." Sophie nodded. Then she had a thought fHBw do you know |
didn't send it for just those reasons?" she peuist

Edge gave her an impatient look. "Did you?" . "No."
"l believe you. | believe my instincts. You're siipmmot that kind of a

person. | guess | knew that all along, but | nedddthve it forced on to me
before | would actually accept it. I'm sorry."



Sophie shrugged awkwardly. "That's all right."

She didn't quite know how to take what he was spyiarlier he had been
distraught and she had imagined probably a lot nmoehis behaviour that
had actually been expected. Perhaps it was onliylgfelt, guilt at having
baited her for so long, at having treated her withh contempt. Whatever
physical attraction he had felt for her he had tesphimself for it every
inch of the way.

Now Edge was speaking again: "You may be surptiséelarn that Brandt
was beginning to have suspicions that you werelaohifer's daughter.”

Sophie listened intently. "Yes?"

"Yes. You know how it is - one forms a picture a@ingeone from their
letters. It's possible to read a person's charéasr the letters they write,
and my father has had a good deal of experiendeating with people. He
was beginning to realize that you were avoidingdiseussion which he had
expected you to demand. The motives behind Evespsance of his
invitation. But you see ..." Edge took a step taysdner, "... my father had
begun to be fond of you, of the persauwere, and he was dreading having
to seek answers which might destroy the relatignbbtween you."

Sophie's heart beat fast. "If only I'd known ..."
"If only we'd all known," commented Edge dryly. 'iigs would have been
so much simpler. But there, if Eve hadn't devidad ingenious charade

none of us would ever have met, would we ?"

"l suppose not." Sophie looked down at her hari8igt I' must tell you that
there was another reason why | was persuaded te beme."

"Another reason?" Edge's brows drew together onsiyou
"Yes." Sophie moved uncomfortably. "You see, tlsete' be an actors'

summer school in Rome later this year, and Eve kihaivl'd never be able
to afford such a thing on my own, so she offeretdlp me . . ." Her voice



trailed away miserably. "I suppose that makes meosl as bad as she is,
doesn't it?"

Edge said nothing for a moment and she hurriedYoour - your father told
me you took Eve to the airport this morning -1 meessterday morning."

"l did." Edge's expression softened slightly. "bsld think right now she's
back in London."

"But how did you - | mean, was she willing to leale
"She was - eventually.”
"You mean - you mean you gave her what she wanted?"

"Of course not." There was a trace of his old aarmg back in his voice
again. "l give money to nobody without wishing sb."

"But she said -"

"She said a lot of things," Edge interrupted hercluding regaling me with

that story about you agreeing to come here soyihatcould go to Rome.

She omitted the part about the actors' summer $cBbe gave me some
garbled story about some man you were interestethawas working there
"Oh, no!" Sophie stared at him in silence.

"Oh, yes."

"But she was my friend -"

"With friends like her you don't need enemies," agked Edge dryly.

"No." Sophie digested this. "Oh, well, | supposat'theverything, isn't it? |

mean - well, Brandt knows the truth and he'll gadrdhis disappointment in
time. Eve - well, Eve will manage, she always ddesl me, I'll go back to



the playhouse in Sandchurch. If you're ever in &ng) you must look me
up -"

Her voice almost broke then and she had to turryataking deep breaths,
trying to calm herself. Time enough to cry wherhhd gone. All the time in
the world, in fact.

She heard him move and presently his breath fativebtack of her neck.
"This summer school," he said quietly. "Does it madot to you ?"

Sophie cleared her throat. "It was an idea, that alld’ she replied.
"If you want to go, I'll finance you." Edge's voiagas low but distinct.

Sophie caught her breath, swinging round to lookiat in amazement.
"Why - why should you do that?"

Edge's eyes were narrowed. "l feel you've had adeal. I'm doing what |
can to put it right."

Sophie bent her head, shaking it determinedly. think you all the same. |
don't think that would be a good idea.”

"Why not? There'd be no strings attached."

"I'm sure there wouldn't, but I'd rather - I'd mathnot take anything from -
from you -"

"Why? Why not?" Edge caught her by the shoulddraking her a little.
"God, | know I've been a pig in the past, | knove lhurt you, but | thought
you were scheming little minx and every time | gear you | despised the
feelings you aroused in me -"

Sophie stared at him. "Don't you mean lust?" skecgtremulously.

Edge gritted his teeth. "All right. You have a tigh say that. You have a
right to hate me. But can't you see, I'm tryingrnake amends ? "



Sophie bent her head. "Brandt won't expect meaytbie rest of the month
now, will he?" she murmured. "I'd think it would best for both of us if |
left tomorrow - | mean today, don't you?"

"No! Damn you, | don't think it would be best at'al

A muscle was jerking beside Edge's mouth and hilaripping her
shoulders were beginning to hurt her. Sophie tuhecead.

"I'm tired now. I'd like to rest. Will you pleased’

"Oh, Sophie - Sophie," his groan was muffled agdmes neck. "Don't go
cold on me. | don't want to leave you. | love ydu?"

Sophie's hands pressed against his chest trenilildde -?" she began
unsteadily, and then his mouth was on hers, anddweeral minutes there
was silence in the warm, lamplit room.

Sophie finally drew back a little to look at himerhfingers caressing his
temple. "Edge?" she whispered again, "what didsay?"

Edge's mouth caressed her cheek. "You heard meyiuneured, holding
her a little more tightly against him so that hed was moulded to his.
"And | think you know | mean it."

Sophie blinked. "Then why do you want to send may&@\

Edge sighed. "l donWwantto send you away. | just feel | should."”

"But - but you must know that - that | -"

"That you imagine yourself in love with me?" querigdge gently.-"Yes, |
had a good idea you did. But you're so young, saparienced, while | -
well -" He shrugged. "You know the kind of life éed, and I've been

married into the bargain."”

"Yes. Piers told me about that."



"Did he?" Edge's expression was wry. "Oh, wellyso know about me. But
you - you have all your life ahead of you. If yoent to this summer school
you might do very well - you might even become fasioWwho knows?
Surely that's what | ought to do for you - not thisnd he bent to kiss her
again.

Sophie's arms curved round his neck. "Oh, Edgee Bglg don't know how
happy you've made me! And as for acting - wellt'shetrictly for unmarried
women."

"You are assuming | want to marry you, then," réradrEdge, rather dryly,
and she flushed. But he shook his head with sel&ida, and added: "As if
I'd settle for anything else! You've got under reinsmy darling, and when
there's no cure, one has to keep on taking theamedi'

Sophie's eyes twinkled. "Such medicine! Will youna®"

Edge slid the bathrobe off one shoulder. "I'llnot to," he promised. "Hell,
why did you bother putting this thing on?"

Sophie responded rapturously to his touch andghememembered his son.
"There's still Piers," she whispered against hisknéDo you think he'll
mind ?"

Edge buried his face in her hair. "I shouldn't khso. He's fond of you
himself. And naturally my father will be delighté&d.

"Will he?" Sophie was doubtful. "He didn't expeouyto marry again.”

"Until this evening,” commented Edge, with a smileghink he had a pretty
good idea that you meant more to me than he'd medgivhen | stormed
through this place looking for you." He shook hesat. "God, when | think
of you out on that rock, at the mercy of the eletmeh

"Don't think about it," urged Sophie softly, andgedseemed to take her
advice...



