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"Don't be deceived, Emma,” Damon said violentim"hot letting you go
because | feel sorry for you. I'm letting you gadnese | have no intention of
losing my self-respect over a little cheat like you

It didn't seem to matter any more what his reaseere. Emma knew only
that she needed him now - more than at any otimer &f her life. The love
she had felt for him when she was seventeen hadiedt It had deepened.
And today her love for him was that of a woman. [@alne ever make him
realize how she really felt about him?



CHAPTER ONE

THE offices of Thorne Chemicals stood in a mews offrGwell Road. A
tall, imposing building of concrete and glass, t&ny floors reached
greedily towards the sky, as though proclaimingtdyeight its undoubted
individuality and prosperity. A uniformed commiss#&re patrolled the
flight of shallow steps which led up to the widgarse of glass panelling in
which were set the swing doors giving on to thearte hall. Emma felt
sure this worthy individual considered her a makely candidate for the
staff entrance just around the corner, but sheegathtogether all her small
store of confidence, and mounting the steps shégauspen the swing
doors and entered the building.

She was immediately conscious of the pile cargetwhich her shoes sank
luxuriously, and looked across its jade green width low, dark reception
desk, behind which a striking blonde was seated. dkdfully darkened
eyebrows rose at Emma’'s entrance, and she seemgdsed at the
intrusion. Emma swallowed hard, and crossed theetdo the desk.

'l have an appointment with Mr. Thorne, for elewéiock,' she said.
The blonde consulted her appointments book. "Yelviss Harding?'

Emma nodded. Now that she was actually here, heekmere starting to
feel weak again, and she hoped they would not@iN®n her. Oh, lord, she
thought wildly, why had Johnny had to get her ithtis awful situation?

The blonde was using the inter-communication tedeehon the desk, and
Emma, coming back to awareness of the presentd Hear speaking to
Damon Thorne's secretary. There was the usualch@mge of names and
appointment times and then the blonde replaceddueiver and turned to
Emma.

'Mr. Thorne's secretary is sending someone dowakeyou up to his suite,’
she said, in cool, aloof tones. 'Sit down for a raotnwon't you?"'



She waved a careless hand in the direction of akeemfortable chairs,
placed at intervals, and then returned to her pérofsa sheaf of papers
which had presumably been her occupation before &snanrival.

Emma seated herself nervously on the edge of orteeofed and white
armchairs, and drew off her gloves meticulouslyndering however she
was going to find words to conduct this intervidtwvas all very well for
Johnny, staying blithely out of the way and leavatighe dirty work to her,
but even he could have had no idea of the desperaent of the situation
into which he had thrust her, or surely he wouldehhought before asking
her help in so doing shifting the burden of hidtgom to her shoulders.

In his simple reasoning, the fact that Emma haah loeemore than friendly
terms with Damon Thorne several years ago wascsgifti to warrant her
intervention on his behalf. But neither Johnny, imofact anyone else, had
ever known the whole story so far as she and Damloorne were
concerned, and therefore could not know that stsetimalast person Damon
Thorne was likely to grant favours to.

Emma, now, looked round the luxurious entrance, legiv the line of

electrically operated lifts, and wished that whaed@amon Thorne's
secretary was sending to, so to speak, 'collectivaaild hurry up and do so.
Waiting was agony for her nerves, and she had bemeibly nervous to

begin with. Why, oh, why had Johnny been stupidughdo get himself into
this mess?

She glanced at her watch. She had been waitinjlea dver ten minutes
already. However long was he going to keep herimgit She looked

hopefully towards the receptionist, but she seenmedvare of her existence,
and had now transferred her attentions to buffieg hails with an

instrument from her manicure case.

Emma sighed. Was this a tactical attempt on Dambarrie's part to
intimidate her? Although he could not be aware ted teasons for her
request to see him, had he guessed her appealovadg an impersonal
nature?



The whirring of the lift heralded the arrival ofadl, slim youth, who looked
expectantly round the entrance hall, his eyes iighon Emma’'s small
figure. He advanced towards her, smiling.

'Miss Harding?' he asked, and when Emma noddedcassdhastily to her
feet, he said: 'Won't you come this way, please?’

The lift elevated them smoothly to the top floor tbe building, where

Damon Thorne's suite of offices was situated. Iditawh to the usual

business premises, he had a furnished penthousenapa on this floor,

which he used for the informal entertaining of ggeEmma knew this. She
had once been in his apartment, although then atieibed the private lift
which gave access to the hall of his apartment.

Today, the lift gates opened revealing a long, tadpeted hail-way, with
many doors opening from itswide expanses, andtdaglg hum of electric
typewriters in a nearby room indicated that this wee business side of the
floor.

The young man, who had introduced himself in thh@f Jeremy Matrtin, led
Emma along the corridor to the far end, well awaynt any discordant
sounds, and into the comfortable office occupie®bynon Thorne's private
secretary, Jennifer Weldon. She had been Damom@élsosecretary in the
London office for over ten years and Emma felt sehe must have
recognized her name, as she could not have beewatmaof their
relationship almost eight years ago when Emma leaa lgiven free use of
his private line.

‘This is Miss Harding,' said Jeremy Martin, as Baared Emma into the
room.

"Thank you, Jeremy,’ said Jennifer Weldon, givimg tyoung man a wintry
smile, and then, as he withdrew, she rose fromraeheér desk, and looked
carefully at Emma.

'‘Good morning, Miss Harding,' she said coolly. 'NThorne will see you
now, but | should warn you that he is an extrentelgy man while he is in
London, and his next appointment is at elevendiite



Emma retained a little of her composure. She wooldallow this elegant
female who was Damon Thorne's secretary to intiteideer as she was
obviously trying to do.

'My business with Mr. Thorne should not take venyd," she replied, almost
as coolly as the other woman. 'Shall I go in?'

Jennifer Weldon gave a sleek bow of her head, anth& knocked with
trembling fingers on the heavy door leading to Dariborne's office.

His deep voice called: ‘Come’, and Emma went in, famly closed the
door in the secretary's face.

She was in a large, businesslike room, with daule lolarpeting, and heavy
blue drapes at the wide windows which gave a pamicraiew of the city.
Set square in the centre of the carpet was a neasghogany desk, littered
with papers and several telephones. A tray of driwks on a side table,
while the walls of the room were lined with bookisles packed with books,
mostly scientific and technical tomes, with polidh@de covers and gold
lettering.

But it was the man behind the desk, who rose pylde her entrance, to
whom Emma's eyes were drawn, as she tried in trxssdew minutes to
assess any changes in his appearance. Seven atidyadrs was a long
time, and she had only seen occasional picturésin the papers which
did not do him justice.

Damon Thorne was a man in his early forties whé&éaoyounger. He was a
big man, broad and thick set, with very black anich was only slightly
tinged with grey. His face was strong, rather thandsome, with deep set
green eyes, and a full, almost-sensual mouth. ¥etvAs a man whom
women found attractive, without the added allurdnisfundoubted wealth
and position in society.

His eyes had narrowed at her entrance, and hik bt&ckes lashes veiled
the expression hidden in their depths, but hisesmés rather cynical and
his tone was mocking, as he said:



'‘Well, well, Emma. It's been a long time.'

Emma twisted her gloves together, and attempteavalk, with some
dignity, across the floor towards the desk. To herhad changed little, and
as always she found his personality electrifying.

'‘Good morning,' she said, omitting to give him anea She did not really
know whether she ought to call him Mr. Thorne, @nidn as she had used
to do.

Damon Thorne walked round his desk, and drew actair opposite his
own, and indicated that she should sit down. Emini&al afraid that if she
did not, her legs might give out under her.

'‘Can | offer you a drink?' he asked, and when $loels her head: 'Coffee,
perhaps?'

‘No, thank you. I... er ... you must be wonderirffgyWm here." She studied
the ovals of her nails intently.

Damon Thorne returned to his seat, but insteadttorigsdown he reached
for a cigar from the box on his desk, and lit igtehing her speculatively as
he did so.

'Yes,' he said, at last, when his cigar was liglated giving off a delicious
aroma of Havana tobacco, 'l must admit | am rathepus.’

Emma forced herself to look up at him. 'lt's Johhslie said flatly. 'He
seems rather to have got himself into a mess.’

Damon Thorne seated himself and lay back lazilyignseat, surveying her
sardonically. 'Is that so? You mean your brothéndg, of course.’

'Of course.' Emma nodded.

'‘Go on.'



Emma sought about for words. To say what she hadypblankly would a
complete admission of Johnny's guilt, whereas inadact he had been the
victim of his own driving compulsion. But how cowtie convey that to this
apparently unsympathetic business tycoon? Damonrnéhowhose
companies occupied premises in many of the largentcies of the world,
and who had always worked ruthlessly for anythiegalished to achieve?
He would never understand or condone weaknessyinfdns staff, and her
brother, who worked in the accounts departmenhigfyery building, had
found his salary inadequate to cover the demansidobses at gambling
made.

But this was not the whole pathetic story. Johnay found a way to borrow
money from the company, and for the past six mon#assupplemented his
salary by this method, always hoping for that eleidiig win to put things
straight. Once embarked upon this course, he hadared tell his sister,
and she would not have known now had it not beeth&fact that there was
to be an unexpected mid-year audit of the book$eaen supposing Johnny
had had the money to return, which he had notetivas no time to adjust
the accounts to hide his embezzling.

So he had appealed to Emma, and she, knowingnhedsusomething could
be done her brother faced a heavy fine or impristmor both, and
dismissal from his job, had been forced to agresptak to Damon Thorne
on his behalf.

Her hesitation had not gone unnoticed, and Damanriéhleaned forward
now, and said: 'l suppose your brother's diffi@gthave nothing to do with
the fact that the mid-year audit begins next week.'

Emma's head shot up, and she looked at him squaesiing the mockingly
amused expression on his dark-tanned face. Thesesoraething about his
remark that caused Emma to stare at him uncompdetgdy for a moment.

There was no surprise on his face, no look of dismraconcern. It was
almost as though he knew more about it than she did

She put a hand up nervously to the swathe of hielack hair, which curved
confidently in towards her neck at shoulder lengtig then withdrawing
her hand, she looked unseeingly at one of the crdoured telephones.



Her long lashes veiled her eyes, as she pondesedchie perspicacity, or
previous knowledge.

She was aware of him rising from his seat, andsinggo a side table where
a percolator of coffee bubbled invitingly. He padiieer a cup of coffee,
added cream and sugar, and then brought it acvdssr t setting it down on
the desk in front of her.

'Here,' he said unceremoniously. 'You'd better bag after all. You look
as though you could use some.’

‘Thank you." Emma's voice was stiltedly polite. 3ifted the coffee cup
almost automatically, and sipped some of the drigiiquid.

Damon Thorne seated himself on the edge of his@g@s near her, looking
down at her thoughtfully. Then he shrugged, and:sai

‘All right, Emma. I'll make it easy for you. | knoall about brother John's
discrepancies in the books.’

Emma's cup clattered into its sauc¥ou do!'she gasped. 'And you've let
me sit here in agony, wondering how on earth | g@ag to tell you! Her
earlier nervousness was temporarily banished byanee of pure anger
which swept over her.

He smiled derisively. 'Come, come, Emma,' he saiodathly. "You couldn't
blame me for that. After all, whether | know or nstimmaterial. The
situation remains unchanged.'

He was right, of course, Emma thought wearily. 8hght to have guessed
that Damon Thorne's senior accountants were hdifdily to have been

duped by a very junior member of the staff likedlon And rather than tell

Johnny, to his face, the discrepancy would be tedonigher and higher
untii Damon Thorne himself heard of it. It must Baamused him

enormously to have her come here begging for legien Johnny's behalf,

although as yet she had not mentioned what migbpédrato her brother.



'So what now?' she asked, trying to keep the tresnbiof her voice. His
nearness disconcerted her; when he had been atoberather side of the
wide desk she had managed to fool herself intcetaely he was merely
Johnny's employer, to whom she had come to asheipr But now that he
was here, only inches away from her, all the urdtie;m memories of their
association came flooding back to her. Had shdyremice been able to
control this strong, powerful man? Had he once Ingdin his arms and
pressed that now-contemptuous mouth to her willipg? And had she
really spent hours alone with him, wrapped in sy loving him?

A wave of hot colour swept up her cheeks, and sme lver head hoping he
would not notice. Whether he did or otherwise, lefrained from
commenting, but said:

'l imagine your presence here denotes your dessave your brother from
a public exposal.' He pressed out the remains ©tigar in the ashtray.
'Why should you suppose | might helpu?

'l didn't suppose any such thing,' said Emma tremsly. 'Johnny asked me
to see you. | ... | couldn't refuse. Not when I\knghat was at stake.’

'Of course not.' He rose to his feet, and pacedddus desk. Dressed in a
dark business suit, and a white shirt visible ablugewaistcoat, he looked
like a stranger again. Which was just as well,tbloeght, breathlessly.

'l should tell you that when | was informed of ydwother's embezzlement’,
Emma winced at the word, 'l knew at once it woultyydoe a matter of time

before you asked to see me. Knowing you as | d@tber perhaps knowing
your character as | do, | guessed you would becedeinto something like

this. I also know your brother rather well, andweakness for gambling has
not gone unnoticed. It was on the cards that youldvbe involved, and as
you see, | was right.'

Emma shrugged her slim shoulders. 'l should hawwmvknbetter than to
appeal to you,' she said quietly. 'After all, yavé nothing to thank me for,
and | rather think you might enjoy the unpleasasgn&ohnny is going to
have to stand.’



Damon Thorne's fist slammed angrily on the deskmib you,' he swore
furiously, aroused by her quiet dismissal of hiau have no cause as yet
to make any judgments on me!'

Emma rose to her feet. 'Why? Are you going to helpafter all?' She was
sure he was going to say no, and now she did@twhat he said to her. She
just wanted to get out of the office as quicklyshe could, before her minute
store of composure deserted her and she burstieéats. She had tried.
Johnny couldn't deny that. And she had failed alajtym

Damon Thorne came back round the desk, and lool®mun dat her
piercingly. 'Yes,' he said forcefully. 'l am goitayhelp you, but at a price.’

Emma's legs gave way, and she sank back down ertcHair. Her relief
was so great, she did not at first take any natickis qualification. She
sought the clasp of her handbag, and opening ilaiteed inside for her
cigarettes. She felt she needed one.

But before she could take out the packet, he lifie@nyx cigarette box off
his desk and offered it to her. She took a cigargtatefully, and allowed
him to light it with his gold lighter. When she hathaled deeply, and
allowed her nerves to relax a little, the full incpkion of his words came
flooding back to her. She looked up at him, puzzéedl shook her head.

'l ... I don't understand. Naturally, Johnny wipay every penny of the
money he took.'

‘The monetary angle of all this is of concern te #tcountants, not to me.’
His voice was curt.

'‘But what other price could we pay?' She was baffle
‘Not "we"," he replied softlyYou:
Emma stared at him. Then she got to her feet shakid moved away from

him involuntarily. For what possible purpose didnian Thorne want her?
Surely, after all this time, he could not still...



'‘No," he said harshly, as though reading her thisud@lon't imagine for one
moment that I'm even remotely interested in yowa#y!'

He said it contemptuously, his mouth twisted, amdnta felt something
inside her curl up and die. His eyes flickered amangly over her, insolent
in their intensity, as though discounting the unkimyly appealing picture
she made in her slim-fitting dark green suit, argt@blouse. Although she
was not a beautiful girl in the strictest sensthefword, her eyes were huge
in her small, piquant face, and her mouth wasdnt generous. It certainly
could be said she was more than pretty, she waste.

‘Then what do you want?' she asked, twisting harag. 'I'm a nurse, not a
secretary.'

Just at that moment, a telephone pealed on his &esiching forward, he
lifted the receiver and said: 'Thorne. What is it?'

He spoke for a moment, it was a technical matted, Bmma took little
notice, but then as that call ended, the inter-camoation system to one
side of his desk buzzed. Swearing softly to himdadf pressed down a
button. 'Yes?'

Jennifer Weldon's voice was cool and modulatece Sdtretary is here from
the Ministry, sir,’ she said. 'His appointmentas &leven-fifteen and it is
already eleven-twenty.'

Damon Thorne glanced at the gold watch on his wil&ll him I'll be
another fifteen minutes yet," he said uncomprorglgin

'‘But, Mr. Thorne ...'

‘Tell him, Miss Weldon.'

‘Yes, sir.’

He flicked up the button again. Emma had composadelf. The initial

shock of his decision was wearing off but he $i#tl not told her why he
needecdher.



He looked across at her. 'As you were saying,aligs smoothly, as though
uncaring of the fact that he had just made the steris secretary wait for
personal reasons. 'You're a nurse, and it's incyadcity that | require your
services.'

Emma swallowed hard. 'l see." Although she dideé at all. Could he
possibly be ill? He didn't look ill, but he mighe Isuffering from one of
those awful diseases which revealed no noticeapleptoms at the
beginning. She felt a trifle sick.

Damon Thorne returned to his own side of the deskl& another cigar.
Then, when Emma refused to sit down again, he said:

'You must know I've been married.’

Emma nodded. Of course she knew. Had he not maifiehbeth
Kingsford only weeks after their separation? And Inat the knowledge
torn her apart?

'Well, | have a daughter, Annabel. She's six andli? Emma nodded again.
She knew this also. Despite their separation shiesloaght information
about him avidly.

'‘Something you may not know, something we haveublicized, is the fact

that she's blind." He watched the reactions she;gie widening of her

eyes, the compassionate curve of her mouth. "Waembther was killed in

the car crash, Annabel was with her. Elizabeth dgng too fast, the

corner was too sharp, Annabel received a blow eorhbad, and when she
regained consciousness, she couldn't see. ltimpesas that.'

Emma shook her head. 'I'm sorry,' she said inadelyudVill she ever see
again?'

'Specialists think it may be possible, | havereirtifaith." He spoke heavily.
'In any case, it's too early to tell. She's toongptor any major surgery to be
performed on her. | wouldn't agree to that.' Heigged his broad shoulders.
'So that's the problem. The nurse- companion wisoblean with Annabel
eighteen months now, since the time of the cradleaving to get married. |



need a new companion for the child. | dislike sgexs in my home; you, at
least, would not be that. Is it agreed?"

Emma felt bewildered. She needed time to think abomething like this.
To go and live in the same house as Damon Thaorsed him often, to care
for his daughter; it was the last thing she wamtedo. But what choice had
she? Either she did this, and saved Johnny imprisoh or she refused and
Johnny would have to take his chances.

'l ...  have a job,’ she said, prevaricating. d'staff nurse now. | expected to
be a Sister by the end of the year. | don't knowatvih say.'

He smiled his derisive smile. 'Oh, | think you'irae,’ he said callously.
‘After all, if you don't, things are going to beefiy unpleasant for your
brother.'

"You're despicable!" she exclaimed hotly, unablpravent herself.

'‘Cynical is the word," he said mockingly. 'And ifam, you have only
yourself to thank, haven't you?'

Emma turned away, unable to look at him any longerdidn't know what
he was saying; he didn't know what he \&aking.

'It seems | have no choice then,’ she said, invastmce. 'l ... | shall have to
give my notice in at the hospital. They'll expechanth's notice ...'

'‘Give them a fortnight,' he said, abruptly. 'l'dypyour salary in lieu of the
other two weeks. If there are any complaints réfem to me.’

Emma swung round. 'You think money can buy evenghishe cried
angrily.

He shook his head. 'l know it can't,’ he said smsfp Then shedding the
mood, he continued: 'l don't know why you're behgvso angrily. You

ought to be grateful to me. Instead of spendingéise of the winter in this
cold climate, you'll be basking in the sun in treehBmas."



"The Bahamas!' Emma was astounded.

'Of course. | live there now, didn't you know? Wpkrhaps you wouldn't at
that. Like Annabel's health, it's not for publicait



CHAPTER TWO

WHEN Emma returned to the flat which she shared wittndg, he was
waiting for her.. Since their parents' death foeiang ago, they had lived in
this small flat near Earl's Court, for their oldnm® had had to be sold, and
they had not been left with a great deal of money.

Johnny rose from the couch on which he had beemgiag at her entrance,
and stared piercingly at her.

'Did you see him? Is he going to let me get awak w? Have you managed
to persuade him that it wasn't my fault? What didshy?"

Emma shook her head wearily. 'Johnny,' she excthithet me speak. You
want to know so many things all at once. Yes, | kam. No, you won't have
to face a court case ...'

'Oh, Em, Em darling!" Johnny lifted her bodily intee air and swung her
round excitedly. 'l knew you could do it. | justekm it

Emma sat down on a chair and lit a cigarette wahds which were not
quite steady. Her brain still would not assimil@kelf to the proposed
change in her circumstances. On top of all her difficulties there was the
added problem of Johnny himself. Although he wasntw-six, a year older
than herself, he had always seemed much youngernt diad been Emma
who had borne the brunt of any unpleasantness thgdtahimself into. To
imagine herself leaving him, going to live thoussauad miles away from
him where she would be unable to see that he gtdarty, that he bought
enough clothes that he did not drink too much.

Johnny was also smoking now. He waltzed round ¢loenr holding his
cigarette between his teeth. 'Em, you're a marvel!'

Emma sighed. "You haven't heard everything yeg' shid dryly. 'Even
Damon Thorne wants something for his money.'

Johnny halted abruptly. 'What could he possibly t®afipart from his
money back, of course.'



'He wants me. At least, he wants my nursing expeee His daughter
Annabel requires a nurse-companion. That's higpric

Johnny shrugged and grimaced. 'Oh, well, that'saderrible, is it? | mean,
working for Thorne you won't be underpaid, will youthought at first you
meant..." He stopped. 'Why the long looks? Nurgmmdhim will be a darn

sight easier than slogging away in that hospitaloafrs.’

Emma stared at him as though seeing him for tre# fime. 'Honestly,
Johnny, you really are the limit! You know perfgctvell that | enjoy my
work, and | was due for promotion. | don't wangtee it all up to go play
nanny to a small child. But you don't care aboutanall, do you? Just so
long as you get away scot free!

Johnny looked uncomfortable. '‘Don't be like théd, girl." .

'Don't call me "old girl",’ she cried angrily. 'Amgay, you may not be so
pleased with yourself when 1 tell you that | shké leaving England.
Annabel fives in the Bahamas. Damon Thorne hasuaéthere, on one of
the Cays not far from New Providence.'

'What!" Johnny was disturbed now. 'But what aboet.mthe flat?"'

Because the hospital where Emma worked was clogééflat, she had
been able to spend all her free time there. She wasally Johnny's
housekeeper, and did all the cooking and cleanihg, shopping and
mending. She had not minded; since Damon Thorrme theed been no men
in her life of any consequence, and Johnny had ctmeely on her
completely.

'I'm sorry,' she said now. 'But that is the pricelvave to pay. Either | agree
to Damon's request, and go out to Sainte Dominiguéake charge of
Annabel, or you go to prison, it's as simple as.tha

Johnny clenched his fists angrily. '"How typicahihto impose conditions,’
he exclaimed pettishly.



‘Johnny! You were the one to get us into this messlied Emma, unable to
prevent herself defending Damon Thorne. Afterka#i,conditions were not
exactly stringent.

'l know, | know. You needn't keep reminding me. Bsttypical of him that
he should do something so utterly despicable sb Itlsaffer whatever
happens.'

'Oh, Johnny!"

'Well, it's true, isn't it? Good lord, there aremtly of agencies in London
where he could obtain a nurse or companion or wkatee wants with
twice as many qualifications as you have for taldage of the kid. How old
is she? She can't be more than six. It's positiltelicrous. Why does he

want you? Why couldn't he just let me pay the mdrek and be done with
it?"

Emma shook her head. 'l know nothing more thantdiceyou. | don't know
why he wants me, from his attitude | should saypobsitively despises me.'

‘There you are, then. He's merely taking you ttespie.'

Emma sighed. 'Well, whatever his reasons are, we tmaccept them. |
don't suppose you're prepared to go to prisonite Bpn, are you?'

Johnny bent his head. 'No,' he grunted disagree@sig how long do you
expect to be away? What will | do after you've gdne

'l don't know, Johnny, | honestly don't know. Itmies me just as much as
you, believe me.’

'What are the arrangements, then? He decidedrtiy gjuickly, didn't he?'

Emma bit her lip. 'Oh, lord, I forgot to tell yode already knew what you'd
done. He was expecting me.’'

‘The swine!' swore Johnny furiously. 'l might h&wewn nothing could go
on in those offices without his knowing everytheigput it!"



'Well, it makes no difference really. It saved mletaof explanations, that's
all. We must just accept it." Emma slipped off sleves, and then glanced at
her watch. 'Gosh, it's almost one. | have to b& baaluty at two, and | have
my resignation to write out, too.’

Johnny moved about restlessly. 'When do you leave?'

'In a little over two weeks, | believe. His secrgtia going to contact me and
give me all the details. | suppose I'll have to bagne summer clothes - after
all, it may be January here, but it's very warrthmmBahamas all year round.’

Johnny made a disgruntled gesture. 'Just imadisenuttered. 'I'm stuck
here and you're going to be have the time of yiéelf |

Emma, who had risen to her feet, swung round on Without her shoes

she was only a little over five feet in height, atJohnny was only five feet
six himself it was not noticeable. "You really #te most selfish person I've
ever met,’ she exclaimed hotly. 'l don't partidylaare where I'm going; |

wanted to stay here - my friends are here, my wohere. Do you honestly
imagine some isolated island, even if it is sitdatea marvellous climate,

can compensate for the things I'm going to giveAp® most of all, how do

you think | feel about living in Damon Thorne's Betiold, as a member of
his staff, subject to his commands?'

Johnny had the grace to look a little embarrasséabta 'l suppose it will be
pretty grim. After all, the life in Nassau is hardhe life you're going to be
leading, is it? I'm sorry, Em. | guess | was achitous. | shall just have to
get my meals out and take my laundry to the lauméato

'Yes,' said Emma slowly. 'So long as you do that.goodness' sake, don't
go around looking like a tramp, just because I'mhave to look after you.'

Johnny grimaced. 'I'm not a complete idiot, youwn8ut what about my
job? Am I still employed, or not?"

'He says you can stay on, although naturally thewsrhyou took will be
deducted in weekly instalments from your salary.’



‘Naturally," muttered Johnny glumly. 'Oh, well, thdhat, then.’

Emma glanced at him, and then turning away walkeglthe bathroom. She
had to change, and there might just be time tachrenack in the hospital
canteen before she was back on the ward.

During the next two weeks Emma did not give herselé to dwell on the
reasons behind Damon Thorne's demand for her ssrer days were full
with her work, and with obtaining the necessaryth#s and documents
which would take her to Nassau, and at night,éfabuld not sleep, she took
a sleeping pill and refused to consider the cornsecgs.

The staff at the hospital were naturally curiousidther sudden resignation,
and she had had to let it be known that she wasgalp a post with Damon
Thorne's household in the Bahamas.

'‘But, darling,’ her friend Joanna Denham had ewetdl, 'didn't you once
know him rather well? | mean, his name is certafalyiliar. Isn't he that
American property millionaire you once ran arounth@®/

Emma had stifled her embarrassment, and repliedly:aiHe's only
half-American, actually. His mother was English.dAyes, | did used to
know him, but not ... awfully well.'

Their relationship, hers and Damon Thorne's, hah e the days before
Joanna came to the hospital. She could only haaedigossip and Emma
had no intention of illustrating their associatitmstead, she made it sound
as though they had merely been acquaintances.

'Well, anyway,' Joanna continued, 'l think you'r@ngd the right thing.
Working in a hospital is all very well, but I'd gvanything for a bit of
sunshine myself.'

Emma had let her resignation sound as though itheaslecision, and not
the result of coercion. Her one regret was thaMh&on of the hospital had
had such faith in her, and now it looked as thoslglhwas ungrateful for all



the Matron had done for her. But it was impossiioleexplain, without
involving Johnny, and after all, this was wholly fas benefit.

The night before she left the hospital, the nutkemsw a party for her, and
afterwards they went back to the flat for a finiglhmcap. Apart from Emma
and five other nurses, there were two medical stisdegwo housemen,
Johnny, and Martin Webster, a friend of his.

They were a noisy crowd, and Emma thought regtgtthht it would be a
long time before she enjoyed herself so much addiay put on the record
player, and danced to records, and teased Emma #dsokind of life she
was going to have. They all seemed to envy her,Fantha was beginning
to think that it might not be so bad after all. BmnThorne was hardly likely
to be around much. He was too restless a manptozeened with the power
of his empire. And it was quite a way from LondorNassau, even in these
days of fast travel. It wasn't so far from New Yodf course, but she
doubted his capacity for finding an island enteitag for long.

She was in the kitchen, making coffee, when thelaglbrang. Johnny went
to answer it, thinking it might be one of their gig@ours coming to
complain about the noise. But instead, Damon Thastowd on the
threshold.

Emma had come to the kitchen door, to see whagwniag on, and when her
eyes met those of Damon Thorne's her heart alnmgpet beating.

Johnny stepped back, and shrugged his shouldeesytd coming inMr.
Thorne?' he asked sardonically.

Damon barely glanced at him, but stepped pastiothe lounge. His bulk
seemed to dominate the room, and the girls and stoypped dancing and
watched him.

'‘Can | see you for a minute, Emma?' he asked yeis gurveying the debris
of full ashtrays and empty glasses.

Emma bit her lip. 'l ... well ... as you can séwré's a party going on," she
said awkwardly. 'Couldn't it wait until the mornf?ig



I'm afraid not. The kitchen will do.'

He crossed the room, the others stepping backloav dlim passage as
though it was his right, and Emma grimaced to heesal stood back into
the small kitchen. Damon followed her in, and fiyralosed the door behind
him, leaning back against it. Inmediately, theylddwear the others begin
talking and laughing again, and Emma relaxed le litt

'What do you want?' she asked, untying the apranhwdhe had worn over
her orange pleated dress.

Damon's eyes travelled the length of her body,thed returned to rest on
her mouth for a moment, unconsciously disturbingntals emotions.

Despite his age, there was more power and vitafitgnating from him than
from any of the younger men in the other room, laeside him they seemed
almost youthful and unsophisticated and very inerpeed.

Then he shrugged, and drew out his cigar caseuaflgt | came to assure
myself that you were keeping your side of the barQdne remarked
casually, and in so doing arousing Emma's annoyddgknny will have
told you his mistakes have all been rectified.'

'He hasn't mentioned it," replied Emma shortlyaiy case, | have no doubt
that you've kept sufficient evidence to implicate lshould | do anything to
baulk you at this stage.'

'You're so right," he said mockingly. 'However atklter this is in the nature
of a farewell party. | called round earlier to yee, and when | could get no
reply | happened to bump into one of your neighbamho was only too

willing to supply me with the details.’

'How convenient for you," said Emma. 'Well, is thH?’

‘Not quite. I'm leaving for Hong Kong in the morgirThat's why I'm here
tonight. | shan't see you again before you leavissWeldon tells me you
have all the necessary literature and you know ousin Chris will meet
you in Nassau.'



‘Yes.' Emma’s voice was flat.

'‘Good.' He nodded and straightened. 'Don't looknsserable, Emma. |
guarantee you won't find life boring. Sainte Domgue is near enough to
New Providence to provide as much entertainmenyas could find
anywhere in England.’

Emma's eyes flashed angrily. "You won't acceptlthaght prefer this cold,
dull island, will you?' she exclaimed. 'To me, Londs home. | don't want
to go to the Caribbean, however glamorous you nitedaund.’

He smiled derisively. 'What shows your ignorancesath things,’ he
remarked lazily. 'In this, as in other matters, Eamiyou think you know
best. Do you really believe that still?"

Emma's cheeks burned painfully. 'Please go,' shleisaa muffled voice.
'With pleasure,’ he nodded, and swung open the door

After he had gone, Joanna came to Emma'’s side.

'Is that your new employer?' she cried in astonishment.

Emma nodded.

'‘But, darling, he's marvellous, isn't he? Good ldrtwere in your shoes I'd
be whooping for joy. No wonder poor old St. Benédibad to take a back
seat.'

Emma shook her head. 'Oh, Joanna, it's not likeatiall..

Joanna looked sceptical. '‘My dear, if it's true ithay say, that you and he
were once like that," she twisted two fingers tbgets she spoke, 'then if |
were you I'd try my darnedest to get the ball ngjlagain. After all, darling,
you are twenty-five, and most girls are marriedfon.’

Emma managed a smile. 'I'm a career woman, JoBmhat you know?"



But when she was alone in bed that night Emma fagatting tears rolling
treacherously down her cheeks. If only Joanna hamvk what she was
saying; if she were aware of what Emma had turrmeehd She would never
have tormented her by chiding her about her agenvdlesen years ago
Emma had had every opportunity for happiness, hdtrot been able to
take it.



CHAPTER THREE

THE arrangements for her flight to Nassau were leas thxacting. An
afternoon flight to New York brought her down thatdour in the afternoon
New York time, and a booking had been made foahan hotel close by the
airport where she spent the rest of the afternowhthat night. Then the
following morning she flew on to Nassau, arrivihgite at lunch time.

Most of the passengers on the flight from New Ywdee elderly business
men and their wives, on their way to spend a fewveksen the sun, but
although they did not know who she was, or heruoitstances, they were
very kind to Emma, and she was not short of comtiens on the flight.

When they landed at New Providence's Internatigkigbort, she said
good-bye to her new-found acquaintances and emdrgedthe Customs
building alone.

It was a marvellous day, with a clear blue sky bead, and the white-clad
stewards and porters about the airport looked andlcomfortable, which
was more than Emma felt. She was still wearingtbeegal tweed suit she
had worn when she left England, and apart from gimanher blouse that
morning she was dressed for a much colder clinté¢e.llama coat was
slung over one arm, and her suitcases had beermsitepbeside her when
she refused the services of a porter.

But, as she looked around her, she could see nwloenight conceivably
be Damon Thorne's cousin, Chris. If this girl waglation of Damon's she
would most likely resemble him, but there were adkehaired girls in the
vicinity, and only a tall, slim, fair-haired man gsvatanding watching her
speculatively.

Becoming embarrassed by his scrutiny, Emma turvealyawondering
whether she ought to report to the information dbsk she was going for a
cup of coffee and would they contact her if anycame looking for her.
There was no point in her taking a taxi into thg;@he had no idea where
she should go.



Lifting her cases, she turned towards the airpaittiings again, but the man
suddenly came to life, and walked swiftly toward@s.As he approached,
Emma wondered who he could be. Dressed in a ligghwé&opical suit of a
beige material, his almost silvery hair liftinggditly in the faint breeze, he
looked about thirty, and was certainly very attraet

Reaching her, he said: 'I'm sorry if you were bemig to resent the
appraisal, but I've finally decided you must be Eartdarding, am | right?’

Emma stared at him in relief. 'Yes, I'm Emma Hagdidave you come to
meet me?' At his nod she continued, 'Oh, thank ges&l | was half afraid ...
Mr. Thorne's cousin had forgotten all about me.é $lesitated only a
moment over his name.

He grinned. 'Didn't Damon tell you | should meeti9d mean, | thought at
first you couldn't be the girl | was waiting fongoly because you never gave
me half a glance."’

Emma smiled. 'Are you Chris Thorne?'
'Of course.'

She laughed. 'l don't know why, | was expectingria jou know, "Chris"
being short for Christine.'

He took her cases, and started to walk across &ené low slung white
sports car was parked. 'It's also short for Chpis¢o," he said, slinging her
cases on to the back seat, and helping her intoathéAnd you're not quite
what | expected, either. You're much younger, andhmmore attractive.’'

Emma blushed. 'Why, thank you,' she said, slidimg her seat. 'l feel better
already.'

The drive to Nassau, with Christopher Thorne, wasmamorable
experience. He took the coast road, giving her fthie benefit of the
magnificent scenery. Emma thought she would negeatite to describe the
place to Johnny, and Joanna, back home, withoutdsog exactly like a
travel brochure. But despite her assertions treBidihamas held no appeal



for her, she was unable to prevent a thrill of pughysical anticipation
when she saw the fabulous pink-tinged beachesraadning coastline. The
names of the beaches were inviting too; Love BelRahadise Beach; Emma
shivered expectantly.

Christopher Thorne glanced at her and indicatednzotis golf course on
their right. 'There's plenty to do,' he said lazi§wimming, water-skiing,
skin-diving. Can you swim?"

'Oh yes, but I'm afraid the other two things yowntianed I've never tried.'
You will," he remarked, smiling. 'I'll teach yowself.'

Nassau was teeming with people at this time of day, Christopher

managed to ease his way between the swarms otsydhe taxis and the
horse-drawn Surreys to swing into the forecourtaohuge hotel. The
building was all white, with lots of windows witllpusies, and balconies
overlooking the whole of Nassau. Christopher hantthed car-keys to a
waiting attendant, and then called the boy to takemma's cases.

He helped Emma out, and said: 'Come on, your redmooked. | guess you
could use a shower and a change of clothes.’

'‘Could I not!" exclaimed Emma, nodding, and predduen into the hotel.

She left Christopher downstairs and went up initheith one of the boys
who conducted her to her room. It was a magnifiggate with modern
Swedish-de- signed furniture and cream and gredts \aad coverings.
Adjoining it was a bathroom for her own personat,usnd she wondered
why Christopher had gone to the trouble of bookweg a room like this
when they would be leaving after lunch for Saintainique.

She bathed in the deep step-in bath, towelled hehge and then sought

about in her cases for a change of underwear.l¥Fisia¢ donned a pale blue
shift of thin Tricel jersey which outlined the raled curves of her slim

figure. She ran a comb through her thick, silky diich swung against her
shoulders and a coral lipstick completed her toilet



Feeling more ready to face the world, she went cbairs again. It was after

one o'clock, and she was feeling quite hungry. 8rarélief, Christopher was

waiting in the foyer, and came to meet her eageslghe emerged from the
lift.

'‘Come on,' he said, grinning appreciatively. 'ltarang!

'So am |," replied Emma, and allowed his finger$irtk with hers as they
walked through to the restaurant.

Their table, which Christopher had reserved earlves situated on a terrace
overlooking the harbour. They had Martinis firsdahen Emma allowed
Christopher to choose what they would eat. Theyratdh melon, followed
by shellfish and green salad and french fried pewtand completed the
meal with a fruit salad and fresh cream topped wiits. Coffee was of the
continental variety, and Emma had two cups.

She leaned back, replete, and accepted a ciga@tteChristopher. When
he had lighted hers, and his own, he said: "Yoaoysd that?'

"You know | did.' She smiled. 'Did | seem to hamesaormous appetite?’

He laughed, and shook his head. 'No. | like to aegrl enjoy her food,
instead of only picking at thgs which aren't fattening. | should say you had
no worries on that score.’

'‘Not at the moment, although I'm afraid this lifenit be so demanding as
my work at the hospital, and | may find myself jugton a couple of inches
here and there. | shall have to be careful.' Shkedm

'What did you do in England? | mean, | know you evarnurse, but what
were your hobbies? Did you go out a lot?"

Emma shook her head. 'No. Not really. | attendetlifes sometimes, and |
enjoy the occasional visit to the theatre. | likecerts, most kinds of music,
and | adore reading.’

Christopher looked interested. 'Do you now? Andtvduayou like to read?’



She shrugged. 'Most anything. | enjoy thrillersnamces, really anything
that holds my interest.’

'Have you heard of Christmas Holly?'

'‘Christmas Holly." Emma frowned. 'Of course, hbat private investigator
Michael Jeffries writes about.' She laughed. Tieagther good. | think I've
read two or three of them."

Christopher grinned at her. 'Two or three!" he axeed mockingly. 'I've
written twenty-seven, I'll have you know!

Emma was astonished. 'You're Michael Jeffries!" @&legv on her cigarette
incredulously. 'How marvellous! Imagine meeting Gtmas Holly's

inventor. What a wonderful name, by the way. Wheredid you think of
it?"

'Well, Christmas is not so very different from Ghopher, and Holly has
thorns. Rather corny, isn't it, but at least itgtmgether. And my full name
is Christopher Michael Jeffrey Thorne, so that exyd the rest.’

'‘Well, anyway, | think this is terrific," said Emneathusiastically. "Writing
after all is the necessary forerunner to reading, lve never met a writer
before. Do you live on Sainte Dominique?’

'‘No," he shook his head, and she looked disapgmbinte

'l live on Sainte Catherine, which is quite cloge ®nly a couple of miles
from Sainte Dominique actually, so we'll be neaighkeours. It will be a
change to have someone to talk to who is interasted work.'

‘That's good," Emma smiled. 'Who lives on Saintenibdague - apart from
Annabel, of course?’

He shrugged. 'Well, there's Tansy, she's Annablel'sanny. | think you'll
like her. She used to be Damon's nanny years dggn There's the other
servants, of course. And Louisa Meredith, she'sabetis governess.’



Emma was astounded. 'But surely, if Annabel haanay, and a governess,
she doesn't need me!

Christopher looked thoughtful. ‘I wouldn't say thhe replied, shaking his
head. 'Tansy is too old to take a six-year-old Mary particularly one in
Annabel's condition. As for Louisa - well, shelsittuseless. Oh, she teaches
Annabel to read in Braille, and she has convemsatwith her. | suppose
Annabel is learning quite a lot, but as far as ¢@companion to the child is
concerned, she's no help. To talk to a child, caasetb treat them as equals,
not talk down to them. Louisa could never forgesk# sufficiently to romp
with the child. She's far too reserved.’

'l see." Emma sighed. 'Who has been looking afterabel?'
'‘Brenda Lawson. She was a woman in her thirties!sSmarried a retired
American businessman who has decided to make higeha Spanish

Wells.' He rose to his feet. 'Are you ready?'

Emma nodded, and allowed him to help her to her &l walked with him
out of the restaurant. In the entrance hall ofbil, he paused.

'How is your room?'

'It's fine." Emma frowned. 'Are we staying overnigjh

Christopher grinned. 'That was the idea. Do youd®in

‘That's not the point, surely,’ exclaimed Emmalamtarily. 'l mean, |

understood from my instructions that we were leg¥ar Sainte Dominique
after lunch.’

'Damon's instructions,’ remarked Christopher drilgok, he may be the
big man back in England and the States, but hésgust my cousin, and |

say what goes. Don't you want to stay?'

'Well, of course my feelings are immaterial,” Emsaaad, sighing. It was
very flattering to know that this attractive manosid be enjoying her



company, but she couldn't help but feel that Darvoald be furious ifhe
knew.

Christopher was beginning to look a little annoy€kay,' he said. 'You
decide.'

Emma bent her head. 'Please,’ she said, 'l dontttwa&ause any trouble.’

'All right, we stay. Good heavens, girl, no oneng to tick you off here.
You're not in your hospital now, you know. Life peeds at a much more
sensible pace here. Besides, | want to show yoislired. New Providence
is quite a place.’

And so it was. Emma soon forgot her anxiety inghee enjoyment of the
places Christopher took her to see. He insistedostieght her swim suit
with her, and afterwards she was glad she had.

First of all they explored Nassau itself. Christepshowed her the Straw
Market, and provided her with a huge straw hahtwls her eyes. He bought
himself a straw hat, too, but his was much moreseorative in design and
she laughed when he tilted it extravagantly and adimpression of
Maurice Chevalier.

Bay Street provided them with plenty of window spimg, but they did not
buy anything. Emma had no desire to arrive on 8dddminique already
loaded with gifts to take back home.

In the harbour, boats of every kind were mooreainfsmall sailing vessels
used for fishing, to sleek catamarans gleaming whhome and white
paint-work.

They hired a Surrey and toured the city in truegisiwstyle, the sleepy back
streets a reminder of days when pirates swaggbkredgh the town. Emma
could hardly believe some of the anecdotes Chirgopelated to her, but
the island's history interested her so much thatddtermined she would
buy some books about it at the first opportunity.



Afterwards they sought the beach, and the creamymtha of the

blue-flecked waters. Emma had never bathed in assewarm, or so
inviting, and she was tempted to stay in the wdéberthe rest of the
afternoon. But Christopher teased her mercilesglgdntinually ducking

her, so that at last she walked up the beach wvithamd lay back on the
towels he had provided. Her straw hat shaded hes,egnd she felt
wonderfully content. She could almost believe slas Were of her own
volition, and not because Damon Thorne had givembether choice.

Christopher was a very good companion. His literaackground had
provided him with the gift of creating interest adithe simplest things, and
his knowledge of the area was extensive. He haetlteal throughout the
Caribbean, and knew Jamaica and Trinidad very iweded.

Emma was a born listener, and lay on her stomashoaking down at him
as he told her about the slaves who had come td/g Indies.

'Poor devils,' he said, his eyes half closed agdimesglare. 'They left one
sort of slavery for another. At least in the south8tates they could be
assured of food and shelter. Some of them were fhagtled to stay alive
here in the beginning.' He sighed. 'And the whitpylation in those days
considered the Africans a people who required lestgle and discipline to
survive. They wouldn't believe they were capable pobviding for
themselves.'

Emma made a move with her lips. 'I'm surprised gon't write about the
islands. Your books are always set in the States.'

Christopher grinned and propped himself up on Hisves, so that his face
was only inches from her own.

"Tactics, honey, tactics,' he said cheerfully. Dbpks sell very well in the
States, and as it's my bread and butter, who andisappoint my fans?'

'Mercenary creature!" Emma wrinkled her nose at, land then lay back
again. It was very warm, and she was feeling giriosvsy.



Christopher looked down at her now. 'Aren't youlghe didn't go back to
Sainte Dominique today?' he asked.

Emma opened her eyes. 'If you mean am | enjoyingeffiyyou know the
answer is "yes",' she replied comfortably. '‘Butavé a distinct feeling of
guilt every time | really consider it.'

He grimaced. 'Well, don't have. Nobody expects luwld Annabel |
wouldn't be back today.’

'Did you indeed?' Emma was indignant. 'Were youss@ your charm
would work, whatever | turned out to be?"

He grinned. 'Honey, if you'd turned out to be arothouisa Meredith, we
most definitely would have returned today.’

Emma smiled. 'Oh, well, | suppose one day more@ss Wwon't make much
difference.’

They went back to the hotel soon after six. Chpker informed her that his
room was on the floor below, and that he would niegtin the bar for a
drink before dinner.

Emma showered, changed into a sleeveless cordbrhgbwn which she
had made herself for a dance before Christmas, tredder dark hair and
descended the stairs in high-heeled white san8his.was glad, she had
brought the dress with her. Christopher was weaaingite dinner jacket
and he looked approvingly at her as she came in.

'Did | tell you that I like the way you dress?'dmked, as she sipped a glass
of some strange concoction which he had provideeltop of which was
covered with various slices of different fruit.

She looked at him over the rim. 'Mr. Thorne, yotliréng again!'

‘No, I'm not.| mean it." He grinned. 'And the name's Chris, asec you
forget.'



'l haven't forgotten," she replied, and acceptedgarette. 'lt's been a
wonderful day. Thank you.'

'Don't thank me, | should be thanking you," hermregd. ‘'No matter what you
may think, | don't find every woman | meet as atikee as you, Emma.’

‘Thank you, again." Emma glanced away, not warttingto think she had
any intentions of considering this a serious datian. No matter how
likeable he was, and he was indeed very likealhemg& knew she could
never become closely associated with any relatidamon's.

After dinner, there was dancing in the ballroomatohythmic all-Negro
band. The music was streamlined and seductive,nandne could have
failed to find their pulses moved by the beat.

Emma danced with Christopher several times, andetwivo older men
approached her and she danced with them, much tast@her's
annoyance. But she had to admit she liked dancitigham best for he was
a good dancer, and his hands were cool and natrftbsweaty. He held her
close, and she could feel his breath on her nedktla faint odour of his
after-shave lotion was pleasant to her nose.

"You dance well," he said once, looking down at her

'‘Well, it's not from practice,’ she said, smiliniglon't attend many dances
back home.’

Patently, he didn't believe her, and she wondereat Wwe would say if she
told him the truth about her relationship with Damd@®bviously their
association had been forgotten by his family. A&krthey had never met
her; she was only a name to them, and that wasgatime ago.

At eleven-thirty they stood on the terrace in tight from the hall behind
them. It was a wonderful evening. The moon hungilyréan a sky as blue as
sapphire velvet, while Emma thought she had nesem so many stars.

'Let's take a Surrey and tour the town at niglaid <hristopher, turning
towards her eagerly.



Emma hesitated, and then shook her head. 'l dunk twe'd better. It's
getting late, and tomorrow is going to be quiteag fbr me. | think I'll go to
bed, if you don't mind.’

Christopher pulled a face. 'Aw, Emma, that meansrgogoing whether |
mind or not." He shrugged, and then capitulatell.right. I'll take you to
your room.'

‘That's not necessary,' she replied.
'l know it's not. But I'm going to do it all thersa," he retorted.

In the elevator, he smiled at her expression. Dwoiry. | don't expect to
come in. | just want to see you get there safeher@ might be some dubious
types roaming the corridors.’

Emma giggled. 'Honestly, Chris!'

At her door, he put a hand on either side of heshas leant against the
doorpost. 'You have enjoyed yourself, haven't you?'

'Enormously,’ nodded Emma, smiling.

'‘Good. Good night, Emma.' He bent his head andhiguhouth to hers. The
touch of his lips was cool and pleasant, and Emespanded almost
involuntarily. His mouth hardened, and then he doagk. He was breathing
rather faster, and he looked a little pale. 'd]'dne murmured huskily, and
squeezing her fingers he walked away along thedwtr

Emma watched him go feeling a pleasant sensatidineainess combined
with a kind of contentment. Her first day in thdairgls had been a
memorable one. Christopher was one of the nicest she had ever met,
and she might, she just might, be going to enjoystey here.



CHAPTER FOUR

SAINTE DOMINIQUE'S bay was a small, peaceful island, situated on the
Windward side of the Abaco Cays. That morninghas taunch cruised its
way towards their destination, Emma had seen doaktiay islands and
atolls, sprouting out of the sea. She had sperjbtireey leaning on the rail
enthralled with her surroundings. Some of the d$awere covered with
houses and resembled villages set in water ingteachongst fields. Others
were quite deserted, their white beaches seemungfisodden by human
foot.

It was another wonderfully clear day, and the eanlgrning mist had
dissipated leaving a vista of blue sea and skgraas the eye could see. Now
that she was nearing her destination, Emma wasbegj to feel twinges of
nervousness. It was all very well for Chris to atfext she would receive a
very warm welcome, but he was not going to be stayhe would be
returning to Sainte Catherine almost immediatehd ahe would be left
alone with strangers.

The launch could not go right in because of thél@lvaess of the water, so
Christopher and the boatman, a dark-skinned Neuited on thigh-length
waders and Christopher carried Emma up on to thd.sé@he boatman
brought her cases, and Christopher took chargeeof t

'‘Come on," he said. 'This way. | should have thoubhk reliable Miss
Meredith would have had Annabel on the beach ta yme'

Emma sighed, and followed him up the incline arrdugh a belt of palm

trees. They came upon a clearing through the tmbese several thatched
huts indicated that this was the native villageemehthe servants who
worked at the house were housed.

Beyond the village, another clump of trees hidhbmestead itself.

Damon Thorne's house was low and modem, withouingathe type of
structure which would be out of place on an islakel this. Shutters were
bolted back from windows which stood wide to thernmog air, while
climbing plants in a glory of colour overhung thells. The gardens in front



of the house were a riot of colour also, and Emacagnized oleanders and
hibiscus, as well as more common varieties sualeses and nasturtiums.
Wide, shallow steps led up to white double doorsciwlat present were
standing open, and Christopher glanced at Emmaakensure she was
behind him before mounting the steps and waitimghér by the door.

'‘Go on,' he said, prodding her into the hall. 'Me's going to bite you.'

The hall was cool with a tiled floor and white plee walls. Doors led off
to the various regions of the house while a hoesstaircase drew
attention to a white-balustraded gallery.

Immediately at their entrance, a tall, slim womame walking towards
them down this beautiful staircase, her eyes coal aloof, appraising
Emma.

Christopher stood down Emma'’s suitcases, and gtinidéell, well! If it
isn't the inestimable Louisa, herself. How are yay,old love?'

Louisa Meredith ignored him, and came towards Em¥au must be Miss
Harding,' she said coldly. "You were expected ydstg'

A->Emma flushed, disconcerted. 'Oh, but | understootimean ... Mr.
Thorne seemed to think ..." She faltered. Thenssiffened her shoulders.
'You are Annabel's governess, are you not?'

The woman nodded faintly. 'It is obviodr. Thorne was thinking only of
himself. Unfortunately, his action had unexpectedsequences.’

Emma stared at her. 'In what way?'

‘The nurse who had charge of Annabel left threes damyp. Yesterday, with
no one to entertain her, Annabel went exploringqi@ldJnfortunately, she
fell in the swimming pool; she can't swim. Had Heone of the servants,
not been nearby, she would have drowned.' She gpeke&ords in a hard,
unfeeling voice, as though she was discussing tediver, and Emma was
terribly shocked.



She did not know what to say. She shook her hBadvery sorry,' she said,
glancing at Christopher, who grunted unintelligibly

'When did this happen?' he asked.

‘Yesterday afternoon. As | said, fortunately Hewvais passing by, and heard
her cries. We thought we had better keep her intbealy, to avoid any ill
effects.’

Christopher grimaced at her. 'And what were youngoat the time?
Polishing your nails?'

‘That remark was uncalled-for!" exclaimed Louisgrdp. Although she was
only in her thirties she seemed much older, and EBriraught glumly that
she had indeed made an inauspicious start to hiessdu

'Well, anyway," said Christopher, shrugging, 'Emawuldn't have arrived
much before tea-time if we had come; yesterdaypsiacan hardly consider
her to blame.'

'Did | say | was blaming Miss Harding?'

"You implied it. Oh, well, shut up about it. Whasethe kid? | may as well
see her before | leave.' He walked towards thesst@ome on, Emma, I'll
introduce you. Leave your cases. Louisa, get somémmake the cases to
Emma's room. If you tell me where she's sleepitigghow her that too.’

'I'm not the housekeeper here,’ retorted Louisajrig away.

Christopher compressed his hps. 'No, ma'am, yoattéBut either you do as
| say, or I'll personally make it my business tpae you to Mr. Thorne.'

Louisa did not look disturbed. In fact, if anythjriger face assumed a rather
smug expression. 'That may not be as difficult as ynay think," she
remarked slyly. 'Naturally, | had to wire Mr. Thernf Annabel's accident. |
sent the cable this morning, and of course | hadlthbim that Miss Harding
had not yet arrived.’



You ..." Christopher bit off an epithet. 'Emmarmoalong. | can't stand any
more of this.’

Emma followed him up the stairs. Her mind was ituanoil. She felt an
acute sense of guilt, no matter how Christopherhintgy to spare her
feelings. She only hoped the rest of the staff weseall going to be as
antagonistic towards her as Louisa Meredith ob\jows:s.

Christopher led the way along a wide, pile-carpetedidor to Annabel's
bedroom. Opening the door, he looked in, and setiagchild, he said:
'Hello, Annabella!

The squeal of laughter this aroused caught Emneagt las she followed
him into the room. Annabel Thorne was sitting ia tentre of an enormous
bed which dominated a room decorated unmistakailg ffoung girl. Pink
roses on the wallpaper were repeated on the satisppead, while one
corner of the room had been taken over by a plagdotine open door of
which revealed a miniature kitchen and dining-roeith a sink and cooker,
tables and chairs. Annabel, herself, was smallvaang dark, like Damon,
with long hair and a small elfinish face. She wessded in blue, brushed-
nylon pyjamas, and was looking straight at her dgsh cousin with
undoubted pleasure in her expression.

Maybe, with her father being away so much, shesteared much of her

affections to Christopher, thought Emma shrewdiyt $he also felt a sense
of relief; after Damon's peremptory demands, sliedoavinced herself his

daughter must be a problem child, requiring spe&dlnursing.

'Chris, Chris,' she was saying now. 'You're backiwHnarvellous! Have
you brought Miss Harding with you?'

'Yes, she's here.' Chris drew Emma forward, ingigathe should sit down
on the bed. 'She's very nice, too, so don't yolbahmave yourself and have
her sent away.'

Annabel giggled, and reached for Emma's hand.dkesle said.

'Hello, Annabel," said Emma gently. 'And how are wfter your dip?'



Annabel's face sobered. 'Wasn't it terribly naughiiss Meredith nearly
had a fit. Tansy was upset too, but she didn't gd,;rand send Daddy a cable
and everything. He'll be furious, and I'll get ittouble.’

'With due cause,' exclaimed Chris severely. 'Gaal/ans, young Annabel,
you could have been drowned!

‘I know. | know. Miss Meredith has told me all abdguAnyway, she makes
me stay in the house all the time now Brenda's gBrenda was nice. She
let me go anywhere.’

'Yes, but she was with you,' Chris reminded harnyi#ay, don't worry about
it any more. Miss Harding will be able to take yout now. As for your
father; he's in Hong Kong. | doubt whether helll$everal thousand miles
just to chastise you.'

' hope not," Annabel sighed.

'Well, chicken, I must go. Got to see Helen, andhéz know I'm back. I'll be
back to see you later. Look after Miss Harding, vgou.'

After he had gone, Emma wondered who Helen washdda't mentioned
her before. Was she his sister, his housekeepgheficShe shook her head.
Doubtless she would find out in good time. She drdged Damon Thorne
did not decide to return to Sainte Dominique. She imoped to be settled in
here before she had to encounter him again. Hsepce aroused too many
memories, and she was afraid of her own feelingspite of the past.

Annabel distracted her by reaching out a questargdhand lifting a huge
doll from the end of die bed. 'This is Patriciag¢ said, breaking the silence
which had fallen since Chris's departure. 'Dontt §funk she's very pretty?'

Emma bit back the words which sprang to her ligse @oll's hair was half
torn out, and matted, its arms and legs scratchddcchipped; its face was
battered and quite ugly.



'l ... why ... of course, Annabel, she's beautilig said, accepting Patricia
when Annabel handed her to her. 'What beautifithel® she's wearing. Is
this your favourite dolly?'

Annabel nodded, satisfied. 'Yes, I've had her sineas three. She was with
me when ... when ..She halted, and Emma silentlypbeted the sentence.
Poor Patricia. No wonder she looked so distres®géitl.| be able to get up
tomorrow? Miss Meredith said | must stay here tot@gause of the shock
| got yesterday, but | won't have to stay here twows, will I? Not now
you'rehere.'

Emma smiled. 'Of course not. Tomorrow morning, ymd | will take a
walk round the island, and you can tell me all @bbu

‘All right." Annabel sounded pleased. 'l used towiit quite well. Before ...
well... before the accident, we came here oftedyand I.’

There was a sound from the doorway, and an elaéesipan came into the
room. She was leaning heavily on a stick, but henkled features were
bright and alert, and she smiled warmly at Emmag vase abruptly to her
feet.

Annabel had an acute sense of presence. 'Is thafamsy?' she asked, and
the old woman answered:

'Yes, I'm here. I've come to show your new nurserbem. | expect she
would like a wash before lunch.’

Emma nodded appreciatively, and Annabel said: ¥@nhave lunch here,
with me? Can she, Tansy, can she?'

'If she wants to, | don't see why not,' replieddlger woman. She turned to
Emma fully. 'As you've heard, everyone calls mesfjamMy real name is

Hester Tansfield, but you can call me Tansy like tast. You're Emma
Harding, is that right?"

'Yes, how do you do?' Emma glanced back at Anndlmelawfully sorry |
didn't get here yesterday. The accident... it rhage been dreadful.'



'‘Ay, away with you. We get over these little troesl don't we, Annabel
love? It was a dreadful thing, but accidents wdippen, and only that
creature Meredith panicked herself silly. Cabling Mhorne indeed! Sure,
he'll think the child was injured in some way. Stesn't in the water above
thirty seconds.'

Emma reserved judgment. Tansy was old, and so &nénnabel had
suffered no physical harm she did not seem to miitmdma was more
concerned with the mental reaction Annabel mighteH®ad. In her state, the
sudden submersion in water, the terrifying paralytbie fall must have
brought upon her, all added up to quite a frightgnexperience. She
determined that at the first opportunity she walgch Annabel to swim.
Then accidents of that type would never happemagai

During lunch Annabel gave Emma a comprehensivergsn of her life
here on Sainte Dominique.

'l usually work with Miss Meredith during the mongss,’ she said, ‘then |
rest after lunch for an hour, and then Brenda, Messon, you know, she
used to take me for walks, and sometimes we halb<take us out in the
launch. Carlos fives here, his wife is Rosa, sheksadn the kitchens. |
expect you'll get to know them all in time.'

Emma smiled. 'l hope | shall. Tell me, Annabel, éstly now, do you see
anything at all? Any shapes, or shades, or colouasy kind?'

Annabel shook her head. 'No, nothing. It's justcklathat's all." She

shrugged. 'I've got used to it now. It was awfuirat, but now | don't mind

so much. Everyone is so kind, and Daddy . . . wellle used to worry about
me a lot. But that was no good, was it? | mearagnit his fault, or anything.
So | decided | might as well accept it.'

Her way of talking was very adult. Her accident lmdaviously cut her off
from relationships with children of her own ageddining constantly with
adults had prematurely increased her vocabulary.



‘Tell me,' said Emma, helping herself to a fresagbe 'are there no other
children on the island, with whom you could beridg/? | mean, what do
you do for playmates?’

Annabel sighed. 'l have none. No one would wamiay with me, anyway.
I'm blind. | can't run after a ball, or swim or lniyng.’'

Emma felt an overwhelming sense of compassion., 'Batling,’ she
exclaimed, unconsciously allying herself with thala's point of view,

'there's no possible reason why you shouldn't svaind, play, like other
children. After all, lots of blind people swim amgater- ski and do all the
things any sighted person can do. There are paojhendon who go about
every day doing exactly as sighted people do. Adlietike you, most blind
people have very acute senses, and they use thgootbeffect. It's good
that you've accepted your condition, but now dgai think you ought to
try to live naturally with it?"

Annabel shrugged, staring at Emma with those valsluet eyes intensely.
'Do you think I could, Miss Harding? Do you reatlynk | could?'

'Yes, | really think you could,” Emma smiled. 'Aticht's why I'm here, to
help you. We'll soon have you swimming like a fils.criminal to live here
and not enjoy the water.'

Annabel nodded. 'lIt sounds marvellous, | know. ¥ see, Brenda didn't
swim, and she couldn't teach me, and Daddy hasyalsaid the water was
dangerous.'

'Well, we'll have to prove him wrong,' said Emnranfiy, unable to prevent a
feeling of compassion for Damon Thorne himselthdfwas afraid for his

daughter's safety to that extent, it proved henaaiss unfeeling as he would
have her believe.

Apart from Louisa Meredith's antagonism, Emma’stfiays at Sainte
Dominique's Cay were quite enjoyable. She haduhef the house, which
was quite large, and apart from Damon's study whiak on the ground



floor, she had complete freedom of movement. Teemmed an enormous
amount of servants, but as they all had their ommiqular duties, they did
not get under each other's feet. Tansy seemed/éotaken over the running
of the house in Damon Thorne's absence, but Louvislaled her authority
as governess to the full.

Emma discovered that the island was a mere haléwwde by two miles in
length, and its whole coastline was edged with besacand coves of
undoubted beauty. Fringed with palm trees, thelieswere pearly white in
places, and in others tinged with the pink of co@alished into tiny
fragments.

Sainte Catherine, across the water, was clearlgleifrom the house, and
like Sainte Dominique had only the one main buidon it; Christopher
Thorne's house.

Further along the beach from where Emma had latiteé was a wooden
wind-break, and several boats were pulled up ahecshingle, and to the
leeward side of the island, a yacht was anchoretinoa small cove, and
Emma discovered from Annabel that that was heefattboat.

'He likes sailing,' she said one morning, as theyewvalking along the
beach before breakfast. 'I've been on the yacht,| thave to wear a
life-jacket and a safety harness, and it's not eemfortable when it's hot.’

Emma squeezed her hand. 'Well," she said, 'we statour swimming
lessons, and then maybe you won't have to weée-glbiket all the time.'

'Oh, yes, please!" Annabel was excited. 'It wowddshper if | could swim
before Daddy comes again. | hope he doesn't cosietbdne cross with me
for falling in the pool. Louisa shouldn't have catbhim.’

'l expect she thought she was doing the right thirgmarked Emma
thoughtfully. 'After all, you could have been hurt.

'If Chris had been here, he wouldn't have let leeit,dsaid Annabel.



'‘No, perhaps not,' Emma agreed. '‘But that's nediyde would be right. You
love Chris, don't you?"

Annabel smiled. 'Oh, yes. | miss Daddy an awfylaoid Chris tries to make
up for it. But Helen doesn't like him coming heften. | think she's jealous
of me. Do you think that's silly?'

Emma frowned. 'l don't know. Who is Helen?'
Annabel shrugged. 'She's Chris's wife. Didn't yoaw?'

Emma was staggered. Not particularly because ofohar feelings, but
because of the casual way Chris had acted. Thehache hadkissedher,
for instance. Was that why Louisa despised himHa® he tried the same
tactics on her and met with a rebuff?

Emma swallowed hard, and mentally stiffened herukless. If Louisa
thought that she, Emma, had known of his marriatesind still condoned
his behaviour it might account for a little of fertagonism. No wonder she
had been so annoyed with them for staying overnigldassau! And as
another thought struck her, Emma flinched. Whatstroiction might
Damon Thorne put on her actions? Despising hereasohobviously did,
was it not probable that he might think the wors® could hardly be
expected to believe that Emma did not know thaiGhias married. Did he
wear a ring? She couldn't remember seeing oneslmitought to have
thought about it, at least maybe even asked hirth& was ludicrous, her
brain ridiculed her reasoning. A girl didn't immattily ask a man whether
he was married, the minute she met him. But wowddhbn Thorne realize
that, and if not would he consider her actions rdisgful, and hardly fitting
for those of the nurse-companion who was takinggghaf his only child?

Emma shrugged. What of it? she argued with heré&lké dismissed her and
sent her home to England, surely that was whatesdlly wanted. She could
easily take up the threads of her life. Johnny Wdé delighted, she was
sure.

And yet she was reluctant now. Whether it was thk @f the islands,
whether she basked in the warmer climate, she tsaswe’, but what she was



sure of was that since meeting Annabel Thorne é&infgs had somehow
changed. No one could know Annabel without beingremely conscious
of her courage in the face of such disability, &wdma knew that she
wanted to stay with her, help her to overcome lifficdlties, and one day
see her completely restored to health. She want&lkt to Damon Thorne
about her blindness, she wanted to learn the tiuthe specialists’ reports,
and most of all she wanted to give her the love affettion of which she
had been deprived on the death of her mother.



CHAPTER FIVE

HONG KONG was hot, very hot, with the kind of damp heat thaps the
energies, and jars the nerves. Damon Thorne pasttbssly about the
spacious departure lounge of the internationabaiyplisregarding the pleas
of the airport officials, who suggested he shoefite to the V.I.P. lounge,
and partake of some tea, or coffee, or whiskyeipheferred it. But Damon
was in no mood to be placated, and more than oné@eobfficials had
suffered the knife edge of his sarcasm. Even Paulirf} his personal
assistant who accompanied him, couldn't persuadetdirelax. They had
been waiting at the airport for the best part ab tvours now, their Boeing
having developed a fault at take-off, and no stldstiyet available.

His personal assistant approached him again. PauhRwas a tall slim
young ltalian, with the dark hair of his race, anaeptionally good looks.
He accompanied Damon everywhere, and they were fgeods. He knew
Damon was impatient to leave for personal reasamgsthe prolonged delay
infuriated him.

'Say, | could use a drink, sir," he said. '‘Couldtfind a bar.’

Damon rounded on him. He knew the fact that hehfeliand that his clothes
felt as though they were clinging to him in thimmasphere, was responsible
in part for his ill-humour, but it didn't prevenishrritability.

‘Alcohol! Is that all you think about?' he snappedrily. He unbuttoned his
shirt beneath his tie and ran a raking hand thrdugthick hair. 'Hell, sorry,
Paul. | know it's not your fault, but when are wely to get out of this
sweltering place?'

Paul grinned amiably. Fortunately, he knew Damono teell to be
concerned about his moods. 'I'll go see if thearis news," he said. 'Then
maybe we'll have a drink, hmm?'

'All right. Go see what these creeps are doing."'

A young Chinese girl was watching him across thdthvof the lounge. She
was seated, legs crossed, on one of the low coubbesheongsam slit to



thigh level. Damon was aware of her scrutiny, ahthe fact that she was
attracted to him. He had not lived so long withlbeing aware of his charm
so far as women were concerned, but his interebieim was only fleeting.
There had only been one woman he had really waatedrry, and that was
Emma Harding. Although that was in the past nowstilt infuriated him
when he recalled her refusal.

He shrugged these thoughts away, concentratingttaation on the tip of
his cigar between his fingers. It was no use rensemd his association
with Emma in that way. She was now again, just laodf his employees,
and it ought to please him that she had at last babjugated to his wishes.
But it didn't somehow. He despised himself for kiaailing her as he had
done, even if she deserved his contempt.

The Chinese girl had risen to her feet and walkedtds him, stopping in
front of him. She held an un- lighted cigarettdér fingers.

'Please,’ she said, indicating the cigarette, anddh shrugged, and feeling
in his pocket, produced his gold lighter. He allover dark eyes to hold his
as she lit the cigarette, cupping his hand momiytand then smiling her

thanks. 'l am afraid | have mislaid my lightergsxclaimed, her voice light
and tinged with an accent.

'My pleasure,’ returned Damon smoothly, and glameadd impatiently for
Paul. Where had he got to?

"You are flying to San Francisco?' she asked caati@nally.
'Eventually,’ agreed Damon heavily.

'So am |." She smiled wider. 'Maybe you would let buy you a drink to
show my appreciation.' She laughed softly. 'Foritid, of course.’

Damon's eyes narrowed. 'l don't think that's a ged idea,' he said coolly.
'My assistant and | are going to the bar.'

She would not be snubbed. 'So am I," she saidyeasil



Damon drew on his cigar. He could quite simplyunderto her and get rid of
her that way, but it was not in his nature to offgeople indiscriminately.
He saw Paul returning, and gave him a derisivelgkimy glance over the
girl's head. Paul half-smiled, and joined themws used to his employer's
magnetism attracting all kinds of females.

'My assistant,’ remarked Damon, omitting purposelgsk the girl's name.
'Paul, have you any news?'

'Yes, some. They reckon another fifteen minuted the plane will be ready
for take-off. It was only a minor fault, after all.

'It's taken them long enough to discover that,'terad Damon, with some
sarcasm. 'However, | guess “we do have time fdardhak now. Will you
excuse us?' He bowed his head politely toward<thieese girl, and saw
that at last she seemed to have realized he didiglobme her company.

He walked across the lounge with Paul, who glarzack pointedly and
said: 'Obviously, she didn't want you to be boreg langer.’

Damon grinned. 'Obviously. Unfortunately, I'm not the mood for
seductive oriental females.’

The cable caught up with them in Los Angeles. Theye staying at the
Royal Bay Hotel while Damon visited the Thorne CheahPlant out at
Thorneville, the township which had grown up arouth@& enormous
scientific laboratory. It arrived on their seconeering, when they were
sitting at the bar, having pre-dinner aperitifs.

Damon opened it casually, expecting to find some méormation about

one of his companies. It was a complete surpriskirto to find Louisa

Meredith's name at its foot. He read her remarksfalyy, then tossed the
cable to Paul, who had been studying Damon's mectturiously. Paxil

read the cable and grimaced.

'Serious, do you suppose?' he asked.



Damon swallowed his drink, and ordered anotherc®cdthen he read the
cable again, more slowly. Louisa's comments weagpshnd to the point.
Annabel had fallen into the pool, had almost dradyne fact, and his new
nurse-companion had not as yet arrived.

He accepted a cigarette from Paul, then shruggedroiad shoulders. 'l
guess it's possible Louisa's histrionics are ovayequl,’ he remarked.
‘Nevertheless, Annabel did fall into the pool, @odld have been seriously
hurt.' He drew on his cigarette deeply, and foltedicable again.

Inside, he felt coldly angry. Why hadn't Emma Hagdarrived? The cable
was dated the day after she had been expectedeviieehell was she? He
was angry, too, to know that her absence distunibadntensely, quite apart
from Annabel's accident. She was the only woman tdmb ever had this
effect on him, and because of it he felt he coultingly crush her. His life
had taught him many things; the power of money;gbeer of his own
attraction; the power of intelligence above alintfjs. Before the mighty
Thorne Chemical Corporation developed into the domlit was today,
Damon himself had been just a research chemidt,amthonours degree in
physics. He had known all types of women, from mady typists who
worked for him, to highly specialized and inteligevomen in his own
field, but only one had ever held any power oven.hAlways he had held
the upper hand, always he had called the tunea#t soul-destroying to
know that the only woman he had ever loved didgn a thought for his
feelings.

Paul broke into his reverie. 'What are you goinda®'
Damon glanced at him. '‘What do you mean?'

Paul half-smiled. 'l can guess what's going throygir head. You're the
child's father, after all. And where is this nuysel employed?'

Damon stubbed out the cigarette. 'That is the guresstill, | guess she'll be
there by now. It's possible she was delayed.' Heamaling his temper.



Paul laughed. 'Did you say Chris was meeting har@uldn't put it past our
fair gallant to delay her in Nassau. After all,deesn't have much of a life
with that jealous wife of his.’'

Damon swallowed his Scotch. 'l hope you're wromg,' said harshly.
'Whatever Helen is like, Chris is married, and 'thttat.’

Paul stared at him. 'So what! You didn't give a damhen he made the
running with Louisa last year, and the year betbet, come to think of it.'

'Mind your own blasted business,” muttered Damoragay. 'Get me
another drink, and then ring the airport. We'recloimig the next available
flight to Florida. | guess we can pick up the Besdihlere, can't we?'

Paul looked astonished. 'l guess we could. If | endke necessary
arrangements.’

'‘Good. Then do it." Damon lit another cigaretteulFaished his drink,
shrugged, and walked through to make the phoneSathething had upset
Damon, something he said, but what? Surely this Biarding, whatever
her name was, meant nothing to him. In the six syéwr had been with
Damon, he had never known him take more than aitoay interest in any
woman, and there had been plenty, since Elizabeth killed. Not that
theirs had ever been a happy marriage, and onlghté had prevented a
break-up within a few months of the actual weddifgdizabeth was
beautiful, yes, but cold and hard, and Paul ha@&mnkegen able to figure out
why Damon married her.

Damon was alone when the slim figure of a womathislio the seat beside
him. She allowed her fingers to trail along theesk of his jacket, and
Damon, absorbed in his thoughts, gave an involyrsizart.

'Hello,' she said. 'Remember me?"

Damon sighed. Dressed tonight in a cheongsam @il tdye figured silk,
she was very attractive, her straight hair longgmdoth down her back. He
half- turned towards her, diverted from the aby$sis thoughts. She
smiled, her lips very red, her eyes heavily madeTuge triple string of



pearls around her throat could be real, he thouftiiey were, she wasn't
interested in him for his money.

'l remember,' he replied lazily. 'Can | buy yourenkl?'

She nodded. ‘A cocktail, but please, I'll pay.’

'When I'm with a lady, | pay,' remarked Damon albgygeckoning the
bartender. He ordered her a cocktail and a whiskyhimself. "'Who am |
buying a drink for?"

She seemed to hesitate for a moment, and them:P&sa_ung.’

He glanced at the rings on her fingers. 'Madame Hea Lung?'

She agreed. 'And you?'

‘Thorne. Damon Thorne,' he replied, offering hergarette.

'What are you doing in San Francisco, Mr. Thorne?'

Damon shrugged. 'Business,' he replied vaguely.

"You own the chemical plant out at Thorneville¢ siaid slowly.

Damon frowned. 'Not exactly, | own a piece ofHie wondered how she had
found that out. If she had not known his name, Wwhag she immediately
associated him with the plant? Thorne was not @oemmon name.

She. was looking round the bar, studying the atbetomers. Her eyes were
shrewd, and this close he could distinguish tingdi about her eyes which
despite her youthful figure belied her age.

'Why are you in San Francisco?' he asked, attigabtien attention.

She shrugged. 'l live here," she replied smootnhy that was all. Damon

felt piqued. She seemed interested in his movenirritbad obviously no
intention of divulging her own affairs. She mustaweare that he wanted to



ask what she had been doing in Hong Kong, but silenteered no
information, nor did she encourage him to ask.

She looked at him smilingly. 'You are leaving Saan€isco soon?"'

Damon hunched his shoulders. This direct questgpmnias annoying him.
'Maybe,' he said coolly. 'Maybe not.’

'‘But you are an American,' she said firmly. "Yoacent is unmistakable.'
'l was born in the States,' he agreed. 'Were you?'

'‘No." That was all. Again the brick wall, he thoughitably, looking round
to see whether Paul was returning yet. If she tvdant to talk, why had she
approached him in the first place? Then, as thoatgmting, she went on: 'l
was born in Peking. My family still live there.’

'l see.' Damon nodded. 'Tough.’

She shrugged. 'For some. Don't you believe in tbm@unist state, Mr.
Thorne?' She laughed. 'Of course, you wouldn't.'

'Why, of course? Because | am a capitalist, | seppAnd yet | can see the
advantages of equality. My one concern is thattlsan never be complete
equality, and so, as in George Orwell's book, wbre® government lapses,
another takes over. Better the devil you know, ysapinion.’

She chuckled. 'Are you a fatalist, Mr. Thorne?"

'Maybe.' He grinned. 'This is a strange converadbo us to be having.' He
looked round, a little restlessly, and rose tofééet as he saw Paul returning.
Paul raised his eyebrows when he saw who Damomgaoion was, but
Damon did not introduce them. Instead, he excuseddif, and drew Paul
half out of the bar before asking him what he haueved.

Paul sighed. 'We leave in approximately forty masufor the airport,’ he
said, grimacing. 'There were two cancellationshanflight, so | took them.
Did | do right?'



Damon nodded, and Paul smiled. 'What about Lotas€8Iim?"

Damon grinned. Tsai Pen Lung,' he murmured modkinigdon't know. |
guess she just recognized a familiar face.'

Paul looked sceptical. 'lt's more likely she's beembing every expensive
bar in 'Frisco to find you," he remarked. 'It wasious you would be staying
somewhere like this.’'

Damon shrugged. 'So what? There's no law agaihst it

'‘Are you interested?"

Damon tightened the knot of his tie. 'What do ylonk?"'

'l don't know. She's very attractive.'

Damon walked towards the exit, followed by Pauésy he said lazily. 'Her,
and a million like her.'



CHAPTER SIX
EMMA took her hand gently away from Annabel's middle said:
'‘Go on, keep going, you're doing marvellously!

Annabel's tanned little arms moved rhythmicallyd &er legs followed the
pattern. She was swimming, actually swimming, ferfirst time in her life.
And it was wonderful!

Then she felt Emma’s hands round her waist, dippéndegs down until she
was standing again, her feet on the tiled floathefpool.

'Was | swimming?' she gasped excitedly. 'Was | bitbyf&

Emma laughed. 'You were, darling, and all on yonn.oYou did twelve
strokes completely alone.’

Annabel hugged herself. 'Oh, Emma,' she gasped;t'@addy be surprised
when he comes? | mean, he wouldn't even let ma gaei pool at all. He

said it was too deep. | had to paddle at the vgagelge, and only if he was
with me.’

Emma helped her out to sit on the side, their ftgling in the water.

Emma was wearing a white two- piece bathing cosfuand already her
skin had acquired a light tan. With her dark heawas very attractive, and
she knew the climate agreed with her. She hadeartivice to Johnny, but
had received no reply as yet, but that didn't yeslirprise her. He was a
terrible correspondent. She had settled down veslj, wnd even Louisa
Meredith seemed less of a dragon than she hadaldingt.Perhaps that was
due in part to Emma's annoyance with Chris. Hedoaade over on her third

morning, and, as casually as could be, had anndutheg he was taking

Emma and Annabel out for the day. He had skin-dgivequipment, and a
huge picnic basket in the launch, which he wagsisigdimself today, and

he obviously saw nothing for Emma to object about.

But Emma had been angry with him. She asked him wéyhad not
bothered to tell her he was married, and he hathgied and said:



'Helen and | don't have a normal marriage. She bawé any kids, you see.'

Emma was horrified at this cold dismissal of higewiBut surely you could
adopt a child, if that's all that's wrong,' shelaixoed.

Chris had shrugged again. 'l don't want anybody®lsds. | want my own,’
he replied. Then catching her hand, he said: "éauuch too attractive for
me to be able to leave you alone. Don't play harget too long. | may get
impatient.'

Emma was outraged. She told him in vituperativeesotinat she despised
him for his attitude towards his wife, and that s\wuldn't dream of going
out with him.

Annabel, who had barely understood half of it, @i@sppointed, but Emma
made it up to her by spending more time than usitalher in the pool, and
gaining the child's complete confidence.

Chris had gone away in a rare ill-humour, and Enmoged he would not
find excuses for reporting her behaviour to Dantbwas unlikely, she was
sure, for he could, hardly say anything to Damotheut incriminating

himself, and somehow she didn't think he wouldrda.tThat night she had
felt a little remorseful that their brief friendghishould be so roundly
shattered, but she also knew that simple friendsiagpnot all Chris wanted.

And so Louisa had softened a little, and they nbseoved a kind of armed
truce, and Emma thought they might, conceivablygnévally become
friends. Apart from Louisa, and Tansy of courser¢hwas no one else to
talk to, and Annabel's conversation, although aidusome ways, could not
take the place of the friendships she had madeeitospital in England.

The sun was hot on their shoulders as they sdtesitle of the pool. It was
late afternoon; Annabel had had her rest, andsherand Emma had sought
the refreshing coolness of the pool. Annabel'sibgthostume had been a
yellow one-piece affair which had revealed little heer young body, so
Emma had obtained some pieces of towelling fromsyaleft over from a
pair of bathroom curtains, and made Annabel a bikimch suited her much



better. Already she was much browner, and the eeio the water was
strengthening the muscles of her legs.

Annabel lay back lazily, turning her face up to sum. ‘Do you think I'll be
able to see again one day?' she asked unexpectedly.

Emma hesitated. She didn't want to raise false hopthe child's mind, but
on the other hand she was aware that Annabeldr@ss could be due to a
mental block, as much as a physical defect. Whersheetried to talk to the
child about her mother, she came up against a fratk as though Annabel
was hiding something, and was afraid to say angtfon fear of exposing
her secret. It was this, combined with a positaeklof facial scars, which
led Emma to wonder whether it might be possiblysgcpological form of
blindness. It was possible, but so little was knoabout these kind of
blockages that one could never be certain.

The sound of a helicopter overhead startled theth, lamd Annabel sat up
excitedly. 'Emma, Emma,' she squealed excitedly.Diaddy, | know it is!"

Emma's nerves jangled unreasonably. Could it dgtbal Damon Thorne?

Had he come back sooner than expected becausenabAls accident?

And what interpretation would be put on the nigme fiad spent in Nassau
with Chris? For inevitably this would be brought cuto the open.

'Does your father usually arrive in a helicoptst® asked, as the noise of
the craft, and the whirring blades, came irrevogaliser.

Annabel smiled. 'Sometimes,’ she said, grasping &mihand. '‘Could we go
to meet him?'

Emma looked down at their scanty attire. There m@asme now to go and
change, and they could hardly go to meet Damon fighodressed like
water-nymphs. 'l think we'll wait here,' she saehtly. 'After all, he'll be
surprised to find you in the pool.’

Annabel nodded eagerly. 'Of course. | forgot. Do ffonk he'll like my new
bathing suit?’



'Oh, I'm sure he will,' said Emma, leaning back hiftihg a red and white

striped towelling jacket from off one of the loumgéy the pool. She slid her
arms into the wide sleeves and drew it over hewulsleos, wrapping it

closely about her. She had no desire for Damon riéhtw think she was
flaunting herself in front of him.

The noise abated, and then there was silence, thetbound of footsteps
heralded Annabel's father's arrival. For it coutdno one else.

The pool was at the rear of the building, but tekdopter had landed in a
clearing just along the beach from the house, amthd and another man
came walking through the belt of palms, up towdhdshouse. Damon was
dressed in a dark blue lounge suit, and carriededchse in his hand. The
other man, who was younger, wore a light grey sand carried a light
suitcase. Damon, to Emma, seemed bigger than @averher heart seemed
to leap into her throat, making her breathless.

Annabel sprang up, holding Emma's hand, and daatls'meet him, Emma,
please!

Emma directed her towards her father, and Annateettlingly sure-footed,
sped across the grass and coral sand to whereatar fwas emerging
through the trees.

Damon caught his daughter in his strong arms, iéed lher easily into the
air. 'Hello, Annabella," he said, using the sammador her as Chris had
done. 'You're looking very pretty today.'

'‘Am |, am |, Daddy?' Annabel's voice was high ardited. 'Paul, Paul, it is
you, isn't it? Do you think I'm pretty?'

'‘Gorgeous!" agreed the other man, laughing. 'Anikio less. Where did
you get that?'

'Emma made it for me,’ said Annabel, settling Hérea her father's
shoulder where he had seated her. 'And guess Wwbat?swim!'



Emma watched Damon's face register this. His ay@eed to Emma for the
first time, and she was intensely conscious obiaee legs and face, and the
damp tendrils of hair clinging to her cheeks.

'Is this so0?' he asked sharply. 'Annabel can swim?"

'‘Almost,' said Emma defensively. 'l didn't see whg shouldn't learn. After
all, it will prevent any more dangerous accidendsrf occurring.’

Damon glanced at Paul. He was staring at Emma fratikly admiring
eyes, and Emma couldn't help but smile at his esgpva. Damon saw that
smile, and felt infuriated suddenly. He ought newdnave brought her here;
it was too much! He had acted like a fool!

Annabel wriggled to the ground and caught her fahend.

'Will you swim with me?' she asked impatiently. IMyou see what | can
do?’

Damon wrenched his eyes from Emma. 'Of course, yhohe said softly.
'‘But Daddy has been travelling for some time. Ichaaice cool bath, and a
couple of hours' rest just now, but tomorrow .méorow you can miss
lessons and spend the whole day with me, hmmm?'

Annabel nodded. 'Oh, yes. And Emma, too?'

Damon did not look up. 'Miss Harding may have othergs to do," he said
slowly. Then he did look up. 'But | want to talkMiss Harding tonight, if
she has no objection.’

Emma shrugged, aware that Paul was waiting to speaker. ‘'None
whatsoever,' she replied, and turned away. 'lflyextuse us, it's time for
Annabel's tea. Will you come and see her befor@bHus was addressed to
Damon.

Damon nodded. 'Of course. I'll have a drink anti@\®r in the meantime.'
He looked at Paul. 'Paul, I'd like you to meet Missma Harding, Annabel's
new nurse-companion.’



Paul smiled warmly at her, and Emma managed toedaitk. 'She's an
improvement on Brenda Lawson,' he remarked to DarmsrEmma and
Annabel disappeared into the house.

Damon lit a cigarette moodily. 'Yes,' he said thatfigly. Then: 'Don't get
involved, will you?"

Paul frowned. 'What's with this girl?' he askedausly, but Damon ignored
him and walked away into the house.

Emma dressed carefully for her interview with Damidmorne. Usually, in
the evenings, she, Louisa and Tansy ate dinnetttegm one of the smaller
rooms on the ground floor which opened out onteri@ace overlooking the
beach at the back of the house, and they did mstsdormally for the meal.
Often, Emma had worn slacks and a sweater, antdahenjoyed the quiet
relaxation of it all.

But tonight there was to be no relaxation. She lbeeh informed by the
maid, Ruby, that she and Louisa were expectedrte uh the main salon
with Mr. Thorne and Mr. Rimini. But that would bdtex her proposed
conversation with Damon. And that was what was uppst in her mind at
the moment.

Eventually, she donned a dark blue hostess gowseudrely, with a high

round neckline, wide three-quarter-length sleeaad, dozens of tiny pleats
flaring from her hips. It was not really an evenuingss, or even a cocktail
dress, for that matter, but it seemed suitableeattir a nurse-companion.
Her hair she left loose in its usual curving sweepdarkness showing tiny
chestnut lights in the depths. Had she but knowmreisimplicity of the style

of her dress, combined with heavy, almost straightr, accentuated the
vivid colour in her cheeks, making her look mucluyger than her twenty-
five years.

She had bathed Annabel beforehand, attended te&eand then seen her
tucked up in bed to wait for the promised visitnfraer father, so when she
was ready she descended the stairs feeling whofisehensive.



When she walked into the wide lounge, which wad®al used in Damon
Thorne's absence, she found Paul Rimini loungiraniarmchair, studying
one of Annabel's schoolbooks which had been le# side table. He sprang
up at her entrance and said:

'Hello again. I'm afraid Mr. Thorne isn't down y@{ould you like a drink?
A cigarette?'

Emma smiled and accepted a cigarette, but sheecfuslrink, despite the
fact that he poured himself a generous measureat®’. Then she walked
restlessly over to the open french windows, anddstooking out over the
formal gardens at the front of the house. The lewag the full width of the
house, and the windows at the opposite end opeméd thhe terrace at the
back.

Paul took his drink and joined her. 'Have you sdttdown?' he asked
casually. 'l expect you find the climate agreeable.

Emma nodded. 'Oh, | do. It's certainly a wondepfate.' She turned to look
at him. 'Have you worked for Mr. Thorne long? Anektells me you're her
father's closest personal assistant.'

‘That's right." Paul shrugged. 'I've worked for @anfor about six years
now.' He grinned. 'lt's a great job; we travebakr the world. And Damon's
a great, man to work for. You don't know him verglhyet, but believe
me...'

'Please.' Emma broke in. '‘Don't let's discuss Marme.' She hesitated. "You
must have known Mrs. Thorne, then.'

'Yes, | did." Paul frowned. 'She was killed almwgt years ago.’

'How tragic!" Emma shook her head, and Paul swatbhalf his drink at a
gulp. He seemed unsympathetic, and Emma was curisat had
Elizabeth Thorne really been like? Surely Damontrhase loved her very
much to marry her, and Annabel had been born withipear of their
marriage. She felt a tightening of her stomach mess@nd changed the
subject.



'Do you spend much time here on the island?' skedas

Paul lifted his shoulders in a careless gestummé&imes we come and
spend a few months, at others only a few weeks.eBoras Damon comes
alone for a holiday, and I return to my home inaviib.'

'You speak very good English,’ said Emma, smiliggi@, as the tension
relaxed.

Paul grinned. 'My mother was brought up in Englasthough she was
Italian, and when she was old enough she went toeltkly and married one
of her own countrymen, but she taught me to speaki€h from a very
early age. She is of the opinion that English exéntually become the most
universally spoken language.’

| think she was right,’ replied Emma, glancing et Wwatch. It was a little
after seven-thirty. Dinner was usually served ghei

Paul raised his dark eyebrowShe,l am boring you!

'‘No, you're not.' Emma was contrite. 'l just woredkewhen Mr. Thorne will
arrive.'

'He's here, remarked a laconic voice, and thenetilito find Damon leaning
negligently against the lounge door. He straighder@ad said: 'Will you
come along to my study, Miss Harding?'Emma tremlaelittle as she
stubbed out her cigarette and followed him aloregdbrridor to the study
which as yet she had not entered. He allowed hergoede him into the
room, and then closed the door behind them.

Emma forced herself to concentrate on the decasasgta comfortable room,
the walls lined with bookshelves filled with eveknd of literature
imaginable. There was a desk under a wide windoih & swing black
leather chair, and several comfortable armchairsasmind. There was a
filing cabinet, and a tape-recorder, and a hugetraetypewriter on a
smaller desk pushed against the wall. The polidloent was strewn with
rugs, and the heavy curtains at the windows weleep@ orange in colour.



Damon crossed to his desk, and indicated that Eatnmald sit down on one
of the armchairs. She shook her head.

'l stand, if you don't mind,' she said, foldihgr hands together. ‘And will
you tell me what you want to say at once, becatnsed this suspense.’

He looked sardonic. 'How unfortunate,' he remarked,helped himselfto a
cigar before continuing. Then he leaned back aghiaglesk, with his arms
folded, and said: 'Why didn't you arrive here omday you were expected?’

Emma swallowed hard. "Your cousin met me in Nasaauou know. He
suggested it might be a good idea to stay overraghtsee something of
New Providence.' She sighed. Put like that it sedndreadful. She should
have insisted that Chris brought her straight tgt8a&bominique's Cay.

'You weren't being paid to stay in Nassau to seetdbrist attractions,’ he
snapped angrily.

Emma compressed her lips. 'Oh, what's the usedl Yeever understand,
will you? When | arrived Chris had already bookled tooms at the hotel.
He seemed to take it for granted we were stayirggroght.' She sighed. 'l
know | should have insisted, but... oh, it's impagsto explain just how it
was.'

Damon stared at her piercingly. 'Didn't the fagtthe was married mean
anything to you?'

Emma gasped. 'l didn't know he was married. Youn'tigll me, and he
certainly didn't. How was | supposed to guess thdidn't act as though
he was married!

'l can believe that!" Damon straightened up. 'Arthivabout Annabel? |
gather she likes you very much. It's unfortunate @y not be staying.'

Emma stared at him now, completely stunned. Hedediube serious. He
wasn't going to dismiss her just because she hiaairneed on the exact day
he had stipulated. She was quite prepared to lat®y'a salary if he was
concerned about the ethics of the affair.



'What am | supposed to glean from that remark?'asked incredulously.
‘That you're going to fire me? That I'm to be seatk to England, and
Johnny's discrepancy discarded?"

She deliberately brought up her brother's involveinreall this. After all, it
was for this reason he had sought to humiliate her.

Damon shrugged his broad shoulders, and Emmadeitsmall beside him.
His hands could practically span her waist, andséemed, despite his
antagonism, wonderfully dependable. And yet shenkhe spared little
thought for anyone, or anything, and went ruthlesdter that which he
desired.

'With any other employee, without the entanglenaénjour brother in this
affair, that is exactly what | would do," he sagdidty. ‘Unfortunately, in your
position you're inviolable, unless | were to indnate your brother again.'

"You wouldn't' Emma’s eyes were wide and anxious.

Damon frowned. 'No, | wouldn't,” he agreed heaviBo we'll forget this
incident with Chris.'

'‘And I'm to stay?'

Damon studied her animated expression. His sagiegldrain warned him

that he ought to get rid of her now, while he stiuld do so, but for once he
did not react to its bidding.

'l suppose so," he said, nodding, and Emma smiled.

He frowned again. 'lt seems," he said, 'that ositjpms are now reversed. |
was under the impression that you wanted to st&ngiand; that your work

was there; your promotion to Ward Sister, for examp

Emma flushed scarlet. 'That was before | met Anhalsée replied
defensively. 'She's an adorable child!

'Is she?' He looked thoughtful. 'Despite the faat she'snydaughter?’



Emma looked at him. 'Why should you imagine thaittmakes any
difference?"

Damon stubbed out his cigar savagely. 'It sholidukin't it? | mean, that's
what all this is about, isn't it?' He swung roundce her. 'There were times
when | could have killed you for what you did to!me

Emma clenched her hands tightly. This was deeprwate, and she was
losing her composure. Why had he h”d to introduperaonal note?

'It was for the best,' she said, through clencketht She walked resolutely
towards the door, but his voice halted her.

‘You've never married; have you never had any te@rddis voice was
husky now.

She turned round. 'Regrets about marrying?'

He reached her in a stride. '"You know damn welltwinaean.' His eyes ran
appraisingly down the length of her body almosbiestly.

Emma shivered nervously. Damon this close was aowvezpng. She had
only to move slightly to feel his body against hargl she felt a kind of
agonized awareness that he was waiting for herotqudt that. In that
paralysing moment she remembered minutely eveityg titing about him;
the hard strength of his body, the mat of darkshaiir his chest, the caressing
touch of his hands, and the passionate violenbesahouth on hers when he
could no longer control his emotions. All this sted given up, but for his
sake, although he was unaware of it. Even at tlisent, she could hear
plainly Lady Masterham's voice as she said:

'Oh, but Emma, | do think Damon is being terribbpicageous, don't you? |
mean, a man of his age and affluence, and a pitdycreature like yourself
with no money at all' | mean, my dear, people arertl to talk, they're just
bound to. And | wonder whether it might make ratlwemnpleasant impact
on the corporation when his competitors learn thakmess he has for you.
After all, it's completely out of character, isittt’ And her eyes added: One
can't possibly see what he finds interesting irlaoaly like you. But even



Lady Masterham had not dared to voice so openpaigement. But the
seeds had been laid, insidiously, and Emma haddhksten to many such
comments, each one more pointed than the last slnatiwas convinced she
was doing nothing short of ruining his career, higdife.

She looked up at him now, and shook her head, artabpeak. Damon
stared down at her intensely for a moment, and, tveen she felt her legs
would give out under her, he turned away, and medtéGet out!' in a taut,
angry voice.

Emma complied, closing the door softly behind bed closing her eyes for
a moment as she relived those seconds of precagimosonalism. Then,
with a stiffening of her shoulders, she walked balckg the corridor to the
lounge.



CHAPTER SEVEN

THE next morning, after Emma had breakfasted in hemroshe came
downstairs to find that her employer and her chéma already gone out
together. Louisa gave her the news.

‘They've gone out on the yacht,' she said lacdgjdajhting a cigarette, 'so
you and | are superfluous today. Mr. Thorne paldidy stated that they
wouldn't be back before this evening. | think haken her to Aldoro.’

Aldoro was a nearby larger island where most optloeluce used on Sainte
Dominique's Cay was bought. A daily launch took of¢he boys to the
market there, and the mail, too, was collected fittn Post Office. In
addition to this, Aldoro had some superb beachéh, facilities for surfing
and water-skiing. It had been where Chris had whtddake them several
days ago.

Emma shrugged now, and wondered what she shouidrdbe rest of the

day. She had books to read, which she had brouighther, but she didn't
feel like reading, and she had not as yet beentald® to Aldoro market

herself and buy some material to make herself aleaaf summer dresses.
She had bought some clothes in London, but everytivias so expensive,
and besides, she enjoyed making her own clothes.

Louisa looked up at her, and smiled derisivelyefes the launch, which
Joseph can handle, if you should fancy a trip tedda,’ she said. Then she
rose to her feet. 'Actually, in all seriousnessouldn't mind a trip there
myself, and as we have nothing else to do..Herevwailed away.

Emma’'s ready smile showed her even white teethsdilinds quite
interesting,’ she agreed. 'And | was wishing | Bathe material to make
myself some dresses. But what about Mr. Rimini? Wuaexpect us to be
around?'

'If you're concerned about him, don't be." Louisalesd naturally now. 'Mr.
Thorne dropped him off at Sainte Catherine's Cégrbéhe left. Paul's gone
to spend a day with Chris and Helen. He and Clan® lknown one another
for years. They were at university together.’



'Oh!" Emma felt relieved. 'Then | guess we miglduilge ourselves, don't
you?'

It turned out to be a very enjoyable day. Theylbadh in one of the smaller
restaurants overlooking the harbour in Nassautlzemwalked lazily along
Bay Street, admiring the shop windows. In the bunsyket place, Emma
bought three lengths of material in vivid shadesatfon, and Louisa treated
herself to some new pants and an evening overhlddtsewards they hired
bicycles and visited some of the ruined forts db&eund the coastline, and
finished up at the Ardastra Gardens. Louisa knesvttwn quite well,
having lived on Sainte Dominique's Cay for the tasi years, and she was
less of a demanding companion than Chris had been.

Joseph took them back to the Cay after an alfreseal of shellfish and
salad in the open air, and they felt rather gddtyabsenting themselves for
so long. As they neared the lights of the islahdytsaw the silhouette of the
yacht lying out in the cove, and knew their empldyad returned.

When the two girls entered the house, carrying fh#ichases, there was no
sign of anybody. It was still a little before eighb they went to change and
freshen up for dinner.

'Don't worry about Annabel," Louisa whispered asytmounted the stairs.
‘Tansy always takes charge if there's no one else.’

Emma felt relieved. She had been quite willingginim to the island earlier,
but Louisa had insisted there was no need. IndEetna argued with
herself, in the week she had been here, she haddadtual time off, and
although her evenings were her own after Annabsliwéed, it was not the
same as getting completely away as they had daiag to

She bathed, and changed into a plain dress of disguinen, with no

sleeves, and a straight skirt. Then she went dowviinet lounge. Damon was
seated at the low bar which occupied one cometingesn a high stool,

swirling the liquid of his drink round and roundhrs glass. Tonight he was
wearing a charcoal grey lounge suit, and looked d@aud attractive. He

raised his eyebrows as the only indication thatalbknowledged her
entrance, and she stood uncertainly, unsure of teld or say.



'Ha ... have you had a good day?' she asked tatifaBng her voice.
Damon shrugged. 'l guess so. Have you?'

'Yes. Louisa and | went to Nassau. We did somephgp

He bowed his head slightly. 'Tansy told me.’

Emma smoothed the skirt of her dress, and Damonlatbdo the stool
beside him. '‘Come on. I'll get you a drink. How ab& champagne cocktail?
You used to like them.'

He stood up and walked lazily behind the bar, amzbtked a bottle. Emma
walked nervously across, and seated herself ordge of the stool, and
accepted her drink gratefully. It would help torodier nerves.

A sound behind them heralded Louisa's entrance, arfdw minutes
afterwards dinner was served.

'Paul is staying over on Sainte Catherine,’ saith@g as they seated
themselves at the table. 'He'll be back later.’

Louisa asked about his trip on the yacht, and asWeete they had been.
Emma wanted to ask how Annabel had enjoyed herbatf,her voice

refused to obey her commands, and she would riotafisng a lot until she

was more in control of herself. After dinner, Damexctused himself and
retired to his study, and Louisa grinned at Emma.

'l rather think our presence is wasted, don't ysb& remarked laughingly.
'Let's take a walk. It's a wonderful night.'

Emma agreed. It was a beautiful night, and it wakame to stay indoors.
She collected a wrap and they strolled along trechbeén the moonlight.
Louisa was in the mood for confidences.

| want to apologize,’ she said seriously. 'When goived | behaved very
badly, but I'll try and explain why..



'‘Really," exclaimed Emma in surprise, 'there's @edd

'l know. But I'll tell you just the same. When Inca here, a couple of years
ago, to give Annabel elementary lessons, and eatyto teach her Braille,

| got involved with Chris Thorne. It was stupidkmow, and | was old
enough to know better, but he is very attractivie] Bsuppose | was getting
a bit desperate.' She sighed. 'Anyway, | had @raftiolent affair with him. |
knew all about Helen, unlike you as | realize nbwt | didn't care. I'd met
her, you see, and she's cold and rather heartladsChris seemed warm,
and tender, and in love with me." She grimacedw'lfmlish | was! Chris
only played with me because there was no one Bteada certainly wasn't
his type, and he's a restless creature, always ringanew experiences,
new sensations.

It didn't last. About nine months later he wasdiof me, and seeking new
ground to conquer. That's the whole rotten stosgldpose you think what |
did to Helen was pretty selfish.’

Emma sighed. 'I'm not in a position to make judgmmerhe said softly. '‘But
| hope we can be friends now.’

'Of course.' Louisa smiled warmly. 'I've realizdiké you, Emma.’

After that first day when Damon took Annabel oife resumed its usual
routine. Damon spent most of his time either inshigly, or out with Paul on
the yacht, or over at Sainte Catherine's Cay. Aehséw him for a while
every evening, before she went to bed, but EmmagthtoDamon ought to
make more of an effort to spend time with his daeghAlthough Annabel
didn't say much, Emma could tell that she was ¢hieeged that he had not
shown more interest in her feat of learning to syamd had not even swum
in the pool with her.

On the fifth evening, Emma felt she must speakambn before it was too
late. She had no idea how long he intended to atayapart from Annabel's
needs, she wanted to talk to him herself about Belrscondition.



After dinner was over, and Damon had retired testusly, she walked along
the corridor and tapped on his door. It was a fewn@nts before he called:
'Yes?'

She opened the door and went in, closing it firb@hind her. He was seated
at his desk, studying some papers, and looked raétauwhen he saw who it
was. He pushed away the sheaf of papers, and tkyibais chair.

'‘Well, well," he said sardonically. 'What can Ifdo you?'

Emma twisted her fingers together, seeking for wotd begin the
conversation. 'lt's Annabel,' she said at lashitik you're neglecting her.’

Damon sat up with a jerk. 'Do you now? And whahatity are you on my
shortcomings?'

Emma sighed. 'Well, it's true. You've spent one\dly her out of the five
you've been here. She doesn't say much, but | @ant sn her face, she
thinks you don't care.’

Damon rose angrily to his feet. 'Miss Harding,5hél, his voice heavy with
sarcasm, 'you carry out your duties admirably. Gaigtit!"

Emma stared at him, her own anger aroused by titigcke. ‘Don't you care
whether she has any love and affection?' she aesperately. 'Is the
company of your cousin and friends more importaahtone blind child?’

Her cruel words struck home, and he paled slighdlgn't you dare to speak
to me like that!" he muttered furiously. 'Annabekdn’'t need me, not while
she has Louisa Meredith, and Tansy and you, ofseour

‘That's ridiculous! She does need you. You're &igrelr!’ Emma felt her eyes
filling with hot tears, so frustrated did she feel.

Damon strode round the desk, and his fingers gdppe soft flesh of her
upper arms, bruising her by their hardness. His ayere blazing, their
black depths flashing fire. He had removed histédier, and the opened
neck of his shirt revealed the beginnings of tleeklhair which grew on his



broad chest. Emma felt her traitorous body wealgasmhe held her there,
lashing her with his tongue, telling her that shdit the faintest idea of the
needs of any human being.

She struggled unsuccessfully to free herself, lmutMas too strong and
merely seemed to derive a sardonic amusement femefforts. He had

stopped talking now, and although his eyes stidlzbltl it was with a

different kind of fire. The intensity of his gazens a wave of heat over her
body, and she stopped struggling and stared at him.

Slowly and deliberately he pulled her towards hicitgse against the
hardness of his body, and his hands encircledhneat menacingly. Then,
with a kind of groan, he lifted her face and put mouth to hers, with
violent passion. With a superhuman effort, Emmaystad herself from
responding, and she could tell from the increasadrtof his breathing that
he was controlling his temper with difficulty. Shad expected him to let
her go in disgust, but she had reckoned without @e&snpersistence, and
instead he continued to kiss her, allowing his katal caress her back
tormentingly, arousing her against her will. Emmigs parted almost
involuntarily, and she was lost. As she felt hdrdedwning in emotion, she
was thrust savagely away from him, almost fallisghe caught the arm of a
chair to save herself.

She gasped, and stared at him, seeing the naked hahis eyes. His kisses
had shamed and humiliated her, for she had bedneuttahide her feelings.

Damon raked his hands through his hair, and hsstligsted mockingly.

‘Thank you," he said, with derision. 'That's givae much satisfaction.
Despite all your denials, you're not as immune &a% you would have me
believe!

Emma trembled, and smoothed her hair with a shakydh "You're
despicable!" she said, turning away.

'Oh, surely not," he remarked mockingly. 'Merelyrtaun, that's all. Did you
really imagine | might retain some respect for yhier the way you acted?
It amused me to shake that pathetic facade yoeptrés the world.'



Emma clenched her fists. 'May | go?"

'Out of this room, yes. Away from Sainte Dominigu#hink not. You have
a lot to atone for.'

With a stifled sob, Emma wrenched open the doat,ran out of the study,
and up the stairs to her room. She didn't caretigst what anyone thought
of her. She just wanted to hide, away from his tsuamd criticisms, and
most of all, away from the touch of his hands.



CHAPTER EIGHT

IT was only six-thirty when Damon rose the next magniRestless, and
unwilling to explore the reasons for this restless he slid lazily out of
bed, pulling on a dark blue silk dressing gown, arassing to his balcony
doors. Despite the early hour the sun was alraathgrsteadily to its zenith,
and Damon breathed deeply of the pure, clean eemFhis balcony he
could see the greenish blue waters of the cove evtierAnnabellalay,
rocking gently on the waves, her sleek lines andisfp paintwork an
invitation in themselves.

Damon turned back into the room, and took a cigafedbm his case lying
on the dressing table. After the cigarette washi, walked back to the
balcony rail. From the village settlement he cotlkehar the sounds of
communal activity as breakfast was prepared, afldreh began running
about noisily. How uncomplicated their lives wene,thought, broodingly,
his mind unheedingly reaching back to what Emmadaad about Annabel.

He had dismissed her comments the previous evewitigput much
consideration, but now, with the yacht beckoning ko a day's sailing and
skin-diving, he wondered half-guiltily whether, fiact, he was neglecting
Annabel because of the memories she aroused in lhimas easy to
convince himself that the child was quite adeqyalebked after by her
governess and Tansy, and now Emma herself, buttrsigh be secretly
longing for his attention?

He swore angrily, and stubbing out his cigaretée«h ¢lifted the telephone
on the nearby ottoman. He asked for Christopharsber and waited

impatiently for his cousin to answer. The telephseemed to ring for ages
before it was finally lifted and Chris's sleepya®isaid: 'Yes? Who is it?"

Damon frowned to himself. 'Me. Damon. What are gloing?'

'What the hell do you think I'm doing at six a.meXclaimed Chris
indignantly. 'I'm in bed!

'It's six-thirty-five,' remarked Damon laconicalbinyway, how does a day
out on theAnnabellaappeal to you?'



Chris's voice showed interest. 'lt sounds greatdaya'

'Why not?' Damon shrugged his broad shoulders.

'‘Can you be ready in about an hour? I'll arrangel fand so on.’

‘Sure thing!" Chris was eager. 'ls Paul going?"

'l guess so. See you.' Damon replaced his receimdrignored the sensation
of selfishness that prodded at him. He was Annalfather. He'd decide

when and how he would entertain her.

He met Paul in the small morning room where thejallg breakfasted. Paul

was invariably up early, and usually swam beforeakfast. He had

obviously done so this morning, for his hair wak damp, and clung to his

scalp smoothly.

Rosa brought them breakfast, and during the meadddaoutlined his plans
for the day. Paul was willing, but he eyed Damdheracuriously and said:

'What happened last night? Emma disappeared aftaerd Did you see
her? | was going to invite her to come for a walihvime.’

Damon helped himself to some kidneys and bacorré&eéplying.

'She came to see me,' he remarked slowly. 'Thetidve she went to bed.
Did she know you were waiting for her?"

'Well, no. But she doesn't usually go to bed styedte looked concerned.
'Do you think perhaps she's ill?'

Damon grew impatient. 'Of course she's not ill. Nesuen you've finished
breakfast you can go see Joseph about the oxygen.’

‘All right." Paul shrugged his shoulders, a triflewildered. It was the first
time he had felt himself unable to penetrate theskmahich Damon
presented to the world, and he couldn't understdand



Damon was alone when Annabel appeared. He waséinigting his third
cup of coffee when she entered the room, haltisgiriatively, aware of the
presence of another person.

'‘Daddy?’ she said. 'ls that you?'

Damon swung back his chair, and crossing to her tidk her hand. 'Yes,
it's me, sweetheart. I'm just finishing. Have yaul lyour breakfast?'

'Yes, thank you." Annabel nodded, gripping his hagiatly. She and Emma
usually ate in the small dining- room which was the same floor as
Annabel's bedroom. Emma had lunch there with hey, &and only ate
downstairs at dinner time. 'What are you goingddatiay?'

Damon compressed his lips for a moment. Had Emrhagnuup to this?

'I'm going sailing with Paul and Chris," he repli#dow about you? How is
your swimming progressing?'

'l can swim quite well now," said Annabel quietly.

'‘But | don't know what we shall do today. We've swan awful lot, and
sometimes we go beachcombing, and sometimes wathmBut | wish
you could come and see me swim yourself. Couldnlt paddy? | mean, |
hardly ever stay with you.'

Damon sighed, and Annabel, acutely sensitive tontueds, turned a bright
red. 'l know,' she said. 'You're too busy.’

Damon felt terrible. This was his daughter, afteraand she thought he was
too busy to trouble about her. Whether Emma hadwaged her to speak
to him, or whether she had just sensed the idda lvat acute perceptions
was immaterial actually. She wanted his compang,r@ncould not ignore
the unconscious appeal of her small features.

He went down on his haunches beside her and helddteeen his hands.
Looking into her sightless eyes, he said huskily:



'Honey-bunch, just what would you like to do today?

'Go out with you,' replied Annabel guilelessly. Simailed. 'Like we did that
first day you came. Could we, Daddy? Could we? Aodld Emma come,
too?'

'‘Now hold on."' Damon bit his lip. Taking Annabeltltvthem was one thing;
taking Emma too was quite another. '‘Paul and Gimik| were going out on
the yacht, but there's no earthly reason why yowlsim't come too, if that's
what you really want. But Emma would feel uncomdbte with three men.’

Annabel pursed her lips thoughtfully. '‘Maybe shauldoBut I'd be there.'
She frowned. 'Well, you could invite Helen to cowith us. She hasn't met
Emma yet.'

Damon grimaced to himself. 'No, | know she haset Emma. But maybe
she wouldn't want to come. Maybe Emma won't warbtoe.'

'Well, let's ask them. You phone Helen, and 1K Benma. We could have a
real party. We could go to one of those desertgd aad | could show you
how well | swim.'

Damon half wished he hadn't started this. 'Loo&,5&id. "You run and ask
Emma what she thinks, and I'll wait and see whaghswer is.’

‘All right." Annabel turned and was gone almosobehe finished speaking.
Damon rose to his feet feeling a little relievedréy, after last night Emma
would refuse.

But when Annabel came hurrying back to the roonn fhee was beaming
with excitement. 'Emma says she'll come, too,'estdoded boisterously.
'She said if that was what | wanted she couldfiises’

Damon gnawed at his lower lip. 'All right," he sgrdffly. 'I'll ring Chris and
ask if Helen will come, shall 1?7’

'If you think it's really necessary,’ said Annaliek small voice, and Damon
remembered belatedly that despite Annabel's appreslsielen might come



too, secretly she didn't much like Chris's wifelé#etended to treat her like
an invalid, and Annabel wanted nobody's pity. Bairéfused to spend the
day in Emma’'s company, without another woman ptesed so he said:

'l think it's necessary, honey-bunch," and lifteel telephone.

The Annabellawas a thirty-five-foot ketch, with a small cabiapable of
providing all the cooking facilities necessary light meals, and a foldaway
table, between side bunks which could be usedttsgsspace. On deck
there was plenty of room for sunbathing and thétmimyc rise and fall of the
waves was very relaxing.

Emma sat with Annabel, dangling their legs over side of the yacht,
watching the incredibly clear blue sky melting &asbeneath a
strengthening sun. It was a glorious morning, gl lsew that there was
nothing more delightful than the prospect aheatthem: a day's sailing and
swimming and sunbathing. She was wearing kneefermton jeans and a
sleeveless sweater, her two-piece swimsuit condeaiderneath. She was
not even certain she would have the confidenceetoove her outer
garments despite the heat if there was only todogeff and the three men.

Annabel had told her that Paul was going with thanal, Chris, too. She had
mentioned Chris's wife, Helen, and said that hégreiawas inviting her also
but that she doubted whether she would go.

'Helen doesn't much like sailing," she said, makirigce. 'But if she knows
we're going she'll probably come, just out of csiityn'

Emma smiled at Annabel's old-fashioned way of sipggland wished there
were children she could play with. She was too miacthe company of
adults..

So now they were aboard; Paul and Damon were ltaufinthe sails, and
soon they would be sailing across the channel iat&&atherine's Cay.



Emma had not yet met Helen, and she was loath spduarticularly as it
meant meeting Chris again. She had not seen hte #ie morning she had
told him what she thought of him, and she doubthkdther the day could be
a success with so many undercurrents lying jusivbéhe surface.

Unwillingly her eyes turned to Damon. He was drdssebrief shorts and a

thin knitted courtelle jersey, with short sleevkattrevealed the muscular
brown length of his arms, so thickly covered wititidhairs. His gold watch

glinted on his wrist, while he wore a thin gold ghabout his neck on which

was a tiny medallion of Saint Christopher. She kradout the medallion;

she had used to tease him about it in the good days

Paul Rimini was dressed in like manner, lookinghstier and younger but
no more attractive than his employer. Emma coutdetp but be impressed
by the relationship between these two. They weoh giowod friends and it
was obvious Paul respected and admired the older ma

Annabel, wearing a rubber ring which was secura$tdned to the yacht's
rail, slid her fingers into Emma's confidingly.

'It's wonderful, isn't it?' she said, sniffing appiatively. 'Oh, | wish every
day could be like today!'

Emma squeezed her fingers in return, but did n@wan She was
wondering just how much of a fiasco it was goin¢p¢o It had been obvious
from the start, from Damon's attitude, that he hadwanted her to go with
them, and had only asked her because AnnabeladsiBut Emma refused
to disappoint the child, merely because of Damitirtssimour.

The yacht was moving now, slowly and smoothly, lees wind filled her
sails, and gave her freedom. Out of the cove,ghenss calm as a millpond,
with only gentle waves lifted by the breeze.

Emma felt the breeze ruffle its way through her,bemnd was glad she had
secured it back from her face with a wide blue b&ie slid her sunglasses
on to her nose, and rested back on her elbowsldzilvas impossible to
remain indifferent to the day and her surroundiragg] she smiled in pure
enjoyment.



Paul flung his length beside her, grinning into faee cheekily.
'Hi! Did anyone tell you you're quite a dish?'

Emma chuckled. 'No one ever did. And | don't bedigou. You're just one
of those amorous Italians | am always reading about

'No, really!" Paul protested laughingly. 'It wotdke us long to reach Sainte
Catherine's. | wonder if Helen will be with Chris.’

'She will'" said Annabel gloomily. 'l expect shellant to see Emma, if
nothing else. After all, Emma hasn't been oveh&island yet.'

'‘No, she hasn't, has she?' Paul frowned. 'WhyEmma?'
Emma shrugged, flushing. 'No reason. I've neven lreated.’
Paul looked sceptical. 'l can guess. Chris!’

'Whatever do you mean?'

'Don't tell me you don't know about Chris's affalrsuisa, for example.' He
studied her appraisingly for a moment. That wasg idlamon was so
damned mad, wasn't it? You didn't arrive on thetayshould, and cousin
Chris was meeting you. Put two and two together ...

... and make five," said Emma dryly. 'I'm sorrydisappoint you, but | only
met Chris that one time, and we certainly didmitehan affair!’

'No. But he made a pass at you," said Paul shrewdtgn tell from your
expression that I'm right, but you, having a litthere sense than Louisa,
must have sent him back with his tail between &gs Iwhen you found he
was married. Right?'

‘That's right," said Annabel, joining in. 'Chrisnoa a couple of days after
Emma arrived, and he asked us to go out with humhBmma wouldn't go,
would you, Emma? And she wasmsad?



'Oh, Annabel! exclaimed Emma, feeling embarrassedeing discussed
this way.

Paul looked pleased with himself. ‘Good," he saighing. 'Good!

Emma became conscious of a fourth presence, andeglaround to find
Damon leaning against the hatch, watching themh&te obviously been
able to listen to their conversation, and she woegtlevhat he would make
of it.

'‘Come and give me a hand," he said, his voice ambldisinterested.

Paul sprang up, and winking at Emma followed Datmaxck along the deck.
Emma sighed, and stared out across the waterwRauah nice boy; nice and
uncomplicated. How pleasant it would be, she thgughfall in love with
someone like that. Someone who would be gentle&kimal] and respect you,
instead of loving a man who hated her for whathoeight she had done to
him seven years ago, and who only wanted to hutrthamiliate her.

Helen Thorne was the complete antithesis of angtBimma had expected.
Emma had thought Chris's wife would be tall anchsnd soignee, but she
couldn't have been more wrong. Helen Thorne wadl sa@ost as small as

Emma herself, but very plump, with fair hair whiekas cut short and

straight to her head, and wearing shorts and a $gleater, which drew

attention to the thickness of her legs, and thieofdlesh round her middle.

She wore plimsolls and white socks instead of danead carried a knitting

bag.

Damon and Paul greeted her casually, but it waarappthat her eyes were
seeking the other female member of the adult p&viyen she saw Emma
looking slim and attractive in her jeans and sweatpe- soled sandals on
her bare feet, her eyes narrowed angrily and st Ghris a killing glance.
Perhaps, thought Emma, he had been passing h&r bi$ wife as some
middle-aged spinster nurse, in the hope they waeiger actually meet. It
was the kind of thing he would do, she thought.



Introductions were brief, and Annabel was unusualient. Emma
understood why when Helen squatted down besidehiheg a few minutes
later, and said:

'Hello, darling. How are you? Are you feeling dlditbetter today? This fresh
air will do you the world of good.’

Annabel sighed. 'I'm perfectly all right, thank ydtelen,’ she said. 'And |
never felt better.'

'What a brave girl you are,' said Helen unheedin@lgming aboard a boat
like this, and you unable to see or swim.'

Emma gritted her teeth. '‘Annabel can swim,' sharted. 'l taught her.'

Helen looked coldly at her. 'Did you, indeed? | ersfiood that you were her
nurse, not her playmate.'

Emma retained her composure with difficulty. 'Anebdénd | are the best of
friends,’ she said. 'We enjoy each other's compamgl as | enjoy
swimming, | felt sure she would, too.’

'Don't you think that's rather a dangerous occopator a blind child?’
Helen was annoyed, and her pale cheeks were flushed

'l think Emma knows rather more about that thandouHelen,' said a quiet
voice behind them.

Emma's nerves tingled. Damon was actually defentligrg She couldn't
believe it.

'Oh, Damon,' exclaimed Helen pettishly. 'You'ressom here anyway, |
hardly think you know the child's feelings abouythaing.’

Damon went down on his haunches beside them, andeEfalt his knee
brush against her bare arm. The touch sent shoe&saaong her veins, and
she moved her arm quickly away.



'‘Maybe not,’ he said huskily, 'but if | know littlgou know less, so let's not
get embroiled in an argument on a day like this. glad you decided to
come Helen. The change will do you good.’

The yacht was anchored at lunch time just off allsatall which seemed to
be composed almost entirely of rock, a tall clifimg steeply into the sky
above a deep water cove.

'Minerva's Stone,' remarked Chris, talking to Enmfiorathe first time that
morning. '‘Curious formation, isn't it? But a splehdlace to swim from; a
readymade diving board.’

Emma was staring at the island. 'No one actualgslirom the top?' she
exclaimed.

'‘Well, people have, but very few, I'll admit, andiInot one of them,’
admitted Chris. He forced her to look at him. 'Aforgiven?'

Emma half smiled. "You shouldn't be.’

'‘But | am,' he grinned.

'Oh, | suppose so.' She looked away. 'Have you besried long?'
‘Ten years. | married Helen when | was twenty. 8as twenty-five.'
'Oh!" Emma nodded.

‘After lunch Paul and Damon are going snorkelling.

Do you want to come?' Chris's eyes were caressing.

Emma shivered. 'l don't know how. Besides, thekalsabel.'

'‘Annabel rests after lunch. And I'll teach you.’



'l don't know ..." Emma was reluctant. She was tethfo learn to snorkel
but she was troubled about going with Chris. Alsebigélen was watching
them again, and Emma was no husband-stealer.

Damon came across to them at that moment. 'Theresanpers of food and
beer in the cabin. Do you want it up here?"

Emma knew he wasn't talking to her, and bent hadhe avoid his eyes.
Chris was saying: 'Oh, up here, Damon. I'll géaitd then they were alone
for a moment.

'What was Chris saying to you?' he asked, his Momweand commanding.

'He ... well ... he asked me whether | would gorlsaling with him after
lunch, while Annabel rests." Emma flushed. '‘Domtny. | haven't agreed. |
don't suppose you want me along. That's perfetithgat with me.’

Damon stared angrily at her. 'You've a damned neneeswore furiously.
'Don't treat me like some petty schoolboy!" He kedlout across the water
towards Minerva's Stone. 'Can you snorkel?'

'‘No.' Emma turned away, but he turned her bacKjrigers hard on her arm.
'Do you want to learn?"
Emma sighed. 'What do you think?'

‘All right. I'll teach you myself. You can tell théo cousin Chris when he
asks you again."'

Emma wasn't hungry at lunch time, her mind toovactiith the prospect of
spending some time with Damon that afternoon. & amexciting prospect,
and her nerves were as taut as violin strings.

When Annabel was settled in the cabin for her rasil Helen had

announced her intention of staying aboard the yatlet three men and
Emma climbed into the dingy and using the outb@aotor sped across the
surface of the water to the sandy beach of thadsl®nce there, the three



men stripped off their outer clothes revealing thelves in swimming
trunks. Gathering all her courage together, Emnedegeoff her jeans and
sweater, and ignored the admiring glances Paul @mads cast in her
direction.

Flippers and masks with breathing tubes were hauted the dinghy, and
Paul and Chris put on their tackle at once. Emmiziveal them wade into
the water, and then with a twist they disappearedehth the sparkling
surface of the waves.

'Easy, isn't it?' remarked Damon, half smiling atr&a's surprised reaction.
‘There's nothing to it actually, so long as you'tdga too deep. Come on, I'll
help you on with your things.'

Emma was shivering as she pulled the flippers dretdeet.
‘Are you cold?' asked Damon, frowning. 'Don't gaf iyou're cold.’

Emma looked up at him awkwardly, as she sat osdhd. 'I'm not cold,' she
said. 'Just apprehensive, that's all.'

'With me?'
'Who else?'

Damon shook his head, then removed his sandalspaleld a pair of
flippers on to his own feet. 'l won't let you drowaurself, if that's what
you're afraid of," he said mockingly.

Emma staggered to her feet, unsteady in the ruieleér She watched him
until he had finished, and felt that disturbing aeveess of him increasing.
She had never seen him in swimwear before, andvsinelered what he
would say if he knew how much she wanted to fegldady close to hers.
He despised and humiliated her, but because heghihahe was almost
indifferent to him. She wondered idly why he shoiddl so angry, when he
had married Elizabeth so speedily after their sspar.



Damon handed her the mask and the mouth tube, andmpthe same
equipment for himself.

'Flight," he said, 'are you ready?'

Emma had to smile. 'As I'll ever be," she remarllegly, and stepped
gingerly into the water.

Afterwards she wondered at her apprehension, itswa&asy. It opened up a
whole new world for her, a world of waving frondmd multi-coloured
fish-life, of fantastically shaped coral, and datee shells. The flippers
propelled her forward steadily, and she found thelped her to remain
under the water once she got used to them. To batfinit was difficult not
to surface every few minutes, but soon she wasoexgl deeper, and
coming upon the dark shapes of Paul and Chris winoed encouragingly
at her, removing their mouthpieces to demonsttede ability.

After a while, her legs began to tire, and afraicciamp, she sought the
shallower water, and the warm silkiness of the s&he sank down wearily,

lifting off the mask, and pulling the flippers froner feet. Then she lay back
and closed her eyes.

She must have drowsed in the warm sun for a whieause when she
opened her eyes again it was to find Damon sitiimghe sand beside her
tinkering with an oxygen cylinder which he had takem the boat.

Paul and Chris were diving from a plateau of ramks thirty feet above the
pool below Minerva's Stone. They had shed theiripgent, and it was
lying on the sand near her feet.

She sat up abruptly, shading her eyes with her ,haatthing Damon. A
cigarette between his lips, he was tightening thigevof the cylinder, and
seemed unaware that she had woken.

'Did | sleep long?' she asked, self-consciously.

He glanced at her indifferently, she thought. &&ft, maybe twenty minutes,
that's all. | guess you were exhausted. It tak@sesgetting used to." He



thrust the cylinder to one side, and removed higrettte from his lips.
'Would you like a cigarette?"

Emma nodded. 'Please.’ To her surprise he litifeatte before handing it
to her, and she drew on it gratefully. 'What timé?'

‘A little after three. Relax! If Annabel wakes uglen can take care of her
for a while. | guess you haven't had much free tinee you arrived.’

'l have every evening,' said Emma.

'Yes, but that's hardly the same, is it? | meaaryegmployee is entitled to at
least one day off every week.'

‘All right. Thank you." Emma drew up her legs, danegged her knees,
staring out towards the yacht unseeingly. It wae nshe thought, relaxing
like this without verbally sparring with Damon eyesentence she spoke.
Damon had pulled on his light jersey again, anéédoidbroad and muscular.
She noticed he had not removed his watch for swirgmi

He lay back, drawing dark glasses out of his pqakad sliding them on to
his nose. Then he said, surprisingly:

‘Tell me something, Emma; exactly why did you brigalp?'

Emma was startled by the unexpectedness of théigueShe was off guard
and vulnerable. "You know why," she replied stiffly

'l know whatyou said,” he corrected her. 'That there was somelsee e
someone you'd just realized you were in love with.'

Emma felt her whole body was bright red with eméssment. 'Must we
talk about it?' she asked. 'l mean, it's such g tome ago ..."' She wished she
could see his eyes, read their expression; sheswashe had put on dark
glasses deliberately so that she was at a disaaty@ant

'Yes, | think so," he murmured derisively. 'Aftél, #m the one who was
jilted?



'Oh, stop it!" she exclaimed. 'You were so badlyt toy it all that you
married Elizabeth Kingsford ten weeks after we gudiit

At last she had got under his skin, and he wrentihedlasses off his nose
and stared at her with cold, angry eyes.

'l want the truth, Emma,' he muttered furiousind'dy God, | mean to get
it!"

'l don't know what you mean,’ she cried, puttingpalms of her hands over
her ears. But that did not cut out the sound of/bise; the icy derision that
was worse than any hot temper could have been.

'Yes, you do," he said. 'There was no other man,thexe? Or if there was,
where is he? No, Emma, you had second thoughts't gmu? After all, you
were eighteen, | was thirty-seven, more than twimer age! Why couldn't
you have admitted that you thought | was too otdyfu? Old enough to be
your father, in fact!'

‘No!' The word was wrenched from her and she statddm with tortured
eyes. 'No, nono! That isn't true!

Damon's eyes showed their disbelief, and she tuamead/ helplessly. He
would never believe her!

Paul and Chris came strolling along the beach tdsvirem, and Emma was
relieved. At least it prevented any further conaéo of this kind.

'‘Coming for a swim, Emma?’ asked Paul, and shangprp gratefully.

''d love to," she replied, managing a light smaed let Paul chase her
through the shallows before they both plunged théodeep pool and swam
across it swiftly.

The water was refreshing to Emma’s hot body, andldP@bvious pleasure
in her company almost made up for Damon's angei. sb@wed her where
they could climb out of the water, on to a ledged ap a kind of winding
rock stairway to the plateau where he and Chrisbesh diving from.



'‘Can you dive from here?' asked Paul doubtfullpnDattempt it if you'd
rather not.' He smiled. 'You can wait here for me.’

'Oh, no,' exclaimed Emma. 'l don't want to waltate done a lot of diving at
home, in swimming baths and so on, so I'm sured'lbkay.'

‘All right." Paul grinned and squeezed her hanl {@u know that Damon
used to dive from the top? When he was youngespofse.’

Emma looked up, shaking her head; it seemed &letang way. 'Wasn't
that dangerous?' she asked.

‘Not really. If you're an expert you can do it. Tdenger comes during the
actual dive, maintaining your balance. If you ltis&t you could break your
back ...

or your neck!'

Emma swallowed hard. Picturing Damon injured fgtadir crippled, was

terrifying. She spent almost an hour with Paulngai later by Chris while

from their ledge they saw Damon take the dinghykkacthe yacht and

return with Annabel in her swimsuit. They playedtbe beach, and in the
shallows, Annabel demonstrating her swimming sKiér squeals of
laughter coining clearly to them across the water.

Later they all went back to thennabellaand after drinks turned for home.

Helen insinuated herself between Annabel and Emm#he homeward
journey, and said:

'How did you come to get this job, Miss HardingZeArou a children's
nurse?’

Emma shook her head. 'No. | was a nurse in a taspit.ondon, but the
prospect of several months in the Bahamas wasdod tp miss.'

Really, thought Emma as she said this, it was easy to say. What had
started as a painful chore had become unreasoeajuyable, despite her



encounters with Damon. She knew she would rathdrebbe, than back in
London, with Damon only a heart-stirring memontioé past.

‘Then how did Damon come to choose you?' Helenstasurious.
... 1... applied for the post when it was adised.’

'Was it advertised? That's unusual for Damon. Hmllshires an agent to
secure his staff for him.’

Emma flushed. 'Well, in this instance he didnttg said shortly.

Helen shrugged, and looked at Emma disbelievinggr. suspicious mind
was already creating situations that didn't eXist. an employee who had
only known her employer a very short time she agty familiarly, and
Helen was prepared to believe the worst of anyone was as attractive as
Emma.



CHAPTER NINE

FOR the next couple of days Damon devoted the wholdisftime to
Annabel. Emma felt quite superfluous, for Damorktower the tasks she
had been used to doing, and she managed to stayeeatly in the
background. Paul took her to Nassau one afterresahwould have stayed
until after dinner, but she insisted on being beckase she was needed.
Besides, she had the feeling that Paul wanted e hacloser relationship
than friendship with her, but much as she liked kime had no personal
interest in him and did not wish to act otherwise.

She had a letter from Johnny which disturbed Hétle. He seemed to be

finding it difficult caring for himself, and she ped he was getting enough
to eat. London seemed such a long way away fromté&Biominique's Cay,

and her life there in retrospect seemed coloudadsvholly concerned with

her work.

Then, three days later, Damon departed early ormaingin the helicopter
with Paul, and Emma learned, through Tansy, thatdtereturned to the
States to complete his business there.

After he had gone, nothing was quite the same hisigresence in the house
had added a kind of vitality to the days, and navhlad gone the place
seemed empty. Annabel was regretful, but contebirhuse her father had
shown such interest in her during the last couptiags. He had swum with
her, played with her, read to her, and generallysad her. Emma found it
difficult to take the place of Damon, even thoughnAbel obviously had
grown fond of her.

A week later they were invited to Sainte Cathesii@@ay for the afternoon.
Annabel grumbled when Emma said they ought to dcaspHelen had
issued the invitation, but she finally agreed dral/twent.

Helen's home was not a bit as Emma would have &xqgbelt was far from
clean, as though the servants were not observegdthv@roughly, and piles
of books and magazines littered the living-roomri€imad shut himself
away in his study, and the click, click of his typ#er was all that could be
heard of him. Helen put herself out to be morenfitlg towards Emma, but



Emma thought she must be a lazy creature to léwv/kduse in such a state.
Helen was dressed sloppily in slacks and a sweatet,her hair needed
washing. She knitted interminably, and Emma wordlesdat she was
making, but didn't like to ask. Both she and Annabere relieved when the
time came for them to leave, and Emma hoped shé&dwai have to repeat
that experience.

The days slid slowly by. She wrote to Johnny redyland received casual
notes from him from time to time. Worries about hirare her only concern;
she refused to admit to the continual ache shewhké&n she thought of
Damon.

Damon was restless.

It was exactly three weeks since he had return&htoFrancisco, and now
all his work was completed and he and Paul werarigafor London the
following day. But this was not why he was restld3sspite his intensive
concentration on the job in hand he had been untablget thoughts of
Emma Harding out of his mind, and consequently ks short-tempered
and irritable, and even Paul was unable to getutyirgo him.

His evenings had been taken up with invitationanfrearious of his
colleagues and friends, who all wanted to see hintevhe was there. He
attended the cocktail parties, the lunches, thaais) but although he was
polite and charming when spoken to, when left todalf he was morose
and withdrawn, and he knew Paul could not undedstahy. He was
tempted to tell the younger man of his earliertrefeship with Emma and
thus reveal his reasons for his attitude, but he m@ a man to seek the
sympathy of anyone, much less in a situation wheréelt he had made a
fool of himself.

He had admitted to himself that he was still ateedldo Emma even though
it might only be the physical attraction which Hadught them together in
the first place before her personality and warnat énslaved him, making
him desire her more than he had ever desired anyano

He cursed himself angrily as he paced about thefsgwd carpet of his
bedroom at the Royal Bay Hotel. Why did his mindsgs in trying to find



reasons for Emma's defection seven years ago? @hgrct he accept what
she had told him? But there were too many pointa/oich his calculating
brain seized again and again. When she had fo&ebrtheir engagement he
had been so hurt and angry that he had hired atproletective to report to
him on her movements. There had been ,no other heavgver much she
protested that there had, and his feelings had toaepled when he had had
to assume the reasons for her withdrawal had belety sconcerned with
himself; his age, his appearance, his personality.

And now, to his intense disgust, despite her astinrthe past, he found his
traitorous senses stirring at the memory of heramdithe body lying
relaxed in slumber on the sands below Minerva's&to

He lit a cigar, drawing on it violently, and statte@hen there was a knock at
his door. 'Come!" he called, peremptorily, gladtioé respite from his
thoughts.

Paul entered, closing the door behind him, grinmingably. Reaching into
his slacks' pocket for his cigarette case, he said:

"You have a visitor!" He fit a cigarette. '"MadanmsailPen Lung!

Damon stared at Paul incredulously. "You must kangd'

'Sorry, but I'm not. | was in the bar just now,tipet some cigarettes, when
she came up to me. She asked whether we were gtaytown long, and
naturally | told her we were leaving in the morning

'Naturally,’ remarked Damon laconically. 'So what?'

'So she invited us for a farewell drink.’'

Damon grimaced. 'Damn! Is she in the bar now?'

‘Yes, and likely to stay that way.'

Damon flung himself down into an armchair. 'Jusewh feel like getting
good and drunk!'



Paul shrugged. "You could have it sent up,' he astgd. 'l might join you
myself.'

Damon shook his head. 'l don't feel in the moodshiitary parties. | need
company; my own depresses me.'

Paul stared at him. 'Honestly, Damon, what's wieitly you? You've been
practically unapproachable since we left the isfand

‘There's nothing wrong with me that a good bingen'tvoure,’ remarked
Damon. 'Come on, Paul. We'll go down. | can thifkvorse females I've
known.'

Paul sighed, unable to pierce the mask that Daradrsbmehow assumed.
Stretching, he left the room for his own where barted a tie and jacket
before rejoining Damon.

The bar downstairs was crowded, but Madame TsailRag must have
been watching for them, for as they entered sheeqamposefully across to
join them. Tonight she was wearing an orientalestytrouser suit, covered
in red dragons and crescent moons, with a high aranctollar and

close-fitting pants. Her hair was wound on top ef head in a coronet,
while heavy jade hoops hung from her ears.

'‘Ah, Mr. Thorne,' she said, smiling, including Pauher greeting. 'l am so
glad you were able to join me.’

Damon murmured something politely, and then sheHedvay across to a
small table in one corner of the huge, brilliarttysaloon. A waiter attended
to them, and when their drinks were supplied siid&ck studying Damon
intently. There was about her tonight an air ofvoasness, which Damon
had not noticed before. A tautening of her featusesl an awareness,
almost of anxiety. The dark oriental eyes dartatigniand thither as she
spoke to them, as though searching for somethingpmeone.

Damon shrugged, dismissing his deductions as advangrom his own
particular brand of mental anguish, and determinesivallowed the
remainder of his whisky, and ordered another.



'Do you often come to San Francisco, Mr. Thornesai Pen Lung asked,
sipping her cocktail delicately.

Damon shrugged again. ‘It depends. When | havaéssihere sometimes |
stay for many weeks, but at others | may only stasrnight.’

'‘And you commute to London?’
‘I usually spend some time in London," he agreesl,elyes narrowing,
wondering why she was so concerned about his mawsiride had noticed

she divulged very little information about herself.

'What about you?' said Paul, breaking into themvessation. ‘Do you intend
staying in San Francisco now you're here?'

She shook her head. 'Maybe, maybe not. It depehdther | am permitted
to stay.'

'I'm sure no one could refuse to allow such a biedwtoman as yourself
permission to remain here," said Paul gallantlychiag Damon's eyes
mockingly.

'Why, thank you, Mr. Rimini. It is very kind of yoto say so, but | regret
immigration officials are unmoved by appearances.’

'‘Appearances can be so deceptive,' remarked Daaubhy.CAfter all, what
possible attributes can be satisfactorily diagnoasdbeing particularly
undesirable? A priest can look like a devil, amduaderer can have the face
of an angel!

It is the eyes, | think,' replied Tsai Pen Lungughtfully. 'One can usually
discriminate honesty in a person's eyes.’

Damon drew out his cigarette case. 'And when obénd, what then?'
She stared at him. "You are not blind!" Her tons waredulous.

'No."' Damon opened the case and offered her aetigalDid | say | was?"



She swallowed, and shook her head, then took aettga smoothing it
between her fingers in a distracted way. Again Daufedt disturbed. There
was something troubling her; something playing en imind, something
behind this ambiguous conversation.

He shook himself slightly. It must be the amount adéohol he was
consuming, he thought. He was becoming quite fahcifet he was
concerned somehow. He wondered whether if he hax &lene she would
have confided her problem to him. He inwardly chidemself. Hadn't he
enough problems of his own, without pondering thabjems of a Chinese
girl he had met exactly three times?

Realizing she was waiting for a light, he flicked highter hastily and in so
doing dropped it. It slid from his fingers and feith a thud on the soft fitted
carpet beneath their feet.

'I'm sorry," he apologized, looking at Tsai Pen g¢,uand discovering her
face was chalk-white. She seemed to be looking fyam, but when he
turned his head to see what she was staring & tes nothing. He looked
back at her, and then at Paul, who appeared to iati@ed nothing amiss
and was lazily carrying on a conversation abouebalt with a man sitting
at his other side.

He frowned, remembered his lighter, and was almtgttieve it when Tsai
Pen Lung forestalled him. 'Let me," she said, didddewn to the floor in a
lithe, fluid movement.

Damon glanced round again, his heightened sensasea®fi someone
watching him, or Tsai Pen Lung. It was ridiculohs,knew, and yet among
that sea of faces, talking so vibrantly, there s@seone who had frightened
the girl. But why? Who was there in San Francideat tshe could be
frightened of? She had only been in the countryuaiive weeks. Who
could she possibly have made an enemy of in thre2i

His desire to get drunk was fast disappearing.deight that at least she
had lifted a little his shroud of depression. Sl Isack into her seat, but
only momentarily before excusing herself, saying:



'l won't be a moment. The ladies' room, you undeust..'

Damon rose to his feet politely as she left théetednd then subsided again.
What the hell, he thought, irritably, he was behgvas though he cared
what happened to her. And yet he had respect fprhaman being, and
although she did not move him emotionally he waseoned about her just
the same. He thought maybe when she came backfi@iadies' room, he
would take her for a meal in the restaurant, angbmahen she would tell
him what was troubling her.

He lifted his drink, and realized he still held @amlit cigarette between his
fingers. Damn, the lighter, he thought. Tsai Pend.must have taken it
with her. He glanced round moodily, wondering wieetitne had been
completely wrong about her, and her motives. Thktdér was valuable; it
had been given him on his twenty-first birthdayhiy parents, and although
being gold with a jewelled monogram its sentimemtdlie far exceeded its
intrinsic worth. Had she been merely a thief, usamgnhew method of

obtaining her loot? And if so, why hadn't she afiged that kind of trick

earner?

'‘Give me a light, Paul," he said, and Paul learved t oblige.
'‘Where's Tsai Pen Lung?’

‘The ladies' room, | guess,' remarked Damon, uimgilto admit to his
doubts.

Paul frowned. 'What's wrong? Where is your lighteryway? Has it run
out?'

Damon shook his head. 'Later," he said testily, asmallowed his whisky.
‘Let's have a bottle of that stuff, shall we? lesia't seem particularly potent.’

Paul beckoned the waiter and ordered a bottle,Cramdon consulted his
watch. It was exactly six minutes since Tsai Pend.left for the ladies'
room. He would give her five more minutes and therwould take a walk
into the lobby to see whether he could see hehadeno illusions. If she had
stolen his fighter there was not a chance in aghod that he would get it



back. But even so he had no intention of simphingjtthere waiting without
knowing one way or the other.

The minutes elapsed, and Paul, who had given updmisersation about
baseball, said: 'She's a hell of a long time, =mE?’

Damon's temper was rising, and he was in no moptigiat chatter, so he
did not reply, and Paul shrugged, and helped hinselnother drink, idly
studying the women, speculating on their attribtitekimself for his own
satisfaction. They were all smart, most of themyvamart with elegant
hair-do's and sleek gowns. Their companions wetkdressed and mostly
middle-aged, with midriff bulge supplied by too rhualcohol and too little
exercise.

When fifteen minutes had elapsed, Damon rose ttebtsand looked down
at Paul angrily. 'I'm going for a walk. See yolefdt

Paul rose also. 'Now hang on, Damon! What's wrdngfdn't know you
cared!

'l don't. She's got my lighter,' said Damon inwt téurious tone. 'Get it!'
Paul hunched his shoulders. 'I'll come with you.'

‘There's no need.’

'No. But I will, all the same.’

They pressed their way through the thronged bahdéowide exit doors
which opened on, to the equally sumptuous hall re/karious lighted signs
indicated the amenities available for guests.

The ladies' room was to the right, at the foohef $tairs which were seldom
used now with the installation of the lifts. Thexere plenty of women,

coming and going, but no sign of Tsai Pen Lung.

'‘Unfortunate,’ remarked Damon, controlling his tem@dmirably, but
indicating by his tone that heaven help her shbel@éver see her again.



Paul grimaced and turned away. 'She didn't seemnkihd of creature,
really. | thought she was quite likeable.

Damon ran a hand over his hair lazily, his tempdasgling a little as he
tried to find reasons for her actions. There seentegxplanation other than
the one he had already come to.

A hand caught his arm, and the manager of the RBgal Hotel stood
behind him, saying: 'l thought it was you. Mr. Ther A lady left this for
you at reception. Is it yours?' In his hand laydb&l monogrammed lighter,
with his initials inlaid with minute rubies.

Damon's eyebrows ascended in surprise. 'Yes, itig,hhe exclaimed in
bewilderment. 'Where is the lady? Has she left?’

'l believe so, sir. In any event, she asked meakensure and give this to you
personally, and apologize for walking away with it.

Damon shook his head, taking the lighter. 'Wethank you," he said,
glancing in a puzzled fashion at Paul. 'Thank you.’

Much later in the evening, when he was lying in ledhe twilight area
between sleeping and waking, his thoughts retuteeEmma, and he
realized the events of the evening had succesdfaltyshed his boredom.
But his contact with the Chinese girl, beautifubdigh she was, had made
him very aware that his feelings for Emma werd a8l rampant as ever,
despite their differences. He tried to convince seththat his interest was
purely physical, and that it would be a simple eratb make Emma submit
to his demands without disturbing his peace of mie wanted her, and
only the knowledge that she was to be his wifedaged him to control the
passions she aroused in him. But now the situatasiquite, quite different,
and by going to Sainte Dominique's Cay she hacedlaerself at his mercy.
It didn't matter that he had practically blackmaileer into it; if she was
prepared to sacrifice herself for her brother, whyguld he care?

He rolled over restlessly on to his stomach, asrimgl became too active to
allow him to relax completely, automatically lifgrhis lighter with the case.
As he lit the cigarette, he wondered why Tsai Peng_had left like that,



without a word. Somehow it didn't tie up with harleer desire to spend an
evening in his company.

He rolled on to his back, drawing on his cigar&dtaly. Had the reason she
left had anything to do with her earlier nervousnésat shocked expression
he had surprised on her face? Or had she merelysonetone she knew,
someone who might conceivably give her a more yatfyle evening, and
she had been too uneasy about his reactions to bawle and tell him
personally?

His drifting thoughts strayed back inevitably to B and he thought about
the first time he had seen her. She had been s®=reat the time, young and
lovely, as she still was, but with that untoucheokl of youth and vitality.
She was an employee in the typing pool of the Tb@hemical company's
offices in Holland Park Avenue, a less imposingdinog which had been
the London headquarters before the new block had beilt. There was
still a small staff at Holland Park Avenue, but eve those days Damon
himself had had his head office in Cromwell Roadit Bhis particular
afternoon he had gone over to the other buildirgeone of his laboratory
assistants who had evolved a new method of remakimgblemishes, and
by parking his Aston Martin in the car-park he lewhost knocked Emma
down.

It was her own fault, she had freely admitted fte Svas not looking where
she was going, and had not been aware of the pawaaf until it was
almost upon her. Damon smiled as he recalled haaus he had been, and
how astonished when she had turnedhiomand demanded an apology. He
remembered clearly she had been wearing a scanletope dress and a
white blouse with long sleeves, and she was smédltark and fiery as a cat
which is suddenly attacked by a dog. Unwillinglg, liad admired her spirit,
knowing full well that she had no inkling of hiseiatity.

She had remained in his thoughts all afternoon, léad some stupid
lovesick youth he had been unable to get her ohisaiind in the days that
followed. He knew he must see her again and masbeegit inquiries about
her. He discovered her brother worked for him aésaj after that it had
been easy. He had made some excuse to invitedteebto lunch with him,
and insisted he should bring his sister along dobnny had been only too



willing to oblige, and Damon was uncaring of wha tonsequences might
be.

Emma had not been the easiest of persons to dgetoiw. To begin with,
once she knew who he was she fought shy of se@mgamd although he
could sense she was attracted to him, he was alaceaf his reputation,
and of the fact that Emma considered he was oalyimd with her as he had
played with many other women. It took him severahihs to convince her
differently, and then, just as they were being ptax together, Emma
brought his world tumbling about his ears.

He could not believe it at first; would not belieweTheir relationship had

been so close, so passionate, and he was onlygaishort time before he
made her his wife. His public image necessitated e should not reveal
himself as an impulsive man, and he had wanted Etorbacome wholly

orientated with his world before making her a cogtglpart of it. That she
should expect him to accept her dismissal, justtilat, was ludicrous, and
he refused to believe she was serious.

But she was. Damon ground out his cigarette witleweed anger. At least
they had not been officially engaged, or he wowdsiehbeen the laughing
stock of all London. As it was, only his closesemds had known their
relationship was serious, the rest, his acquaie@naccepting their
break-up as just another of his affairs. He hadhdoaut that when Emma
was questioned about it, she had told people hdihiatied with her, thus
satisfying his outraged pride, and disgusting misast feelings.

He switched out the light now, determinedly pungtirs pillow into shape,
and concentrating on other thing?. He had spentrtany nights already
torturing himself about Emma; he would not spenatiaer!



CHAPTER TEN

DURING the flight from San Francisco to New York Damor &waul were
absorbed with paper work which needed to be comgletfore their arrival
in London, and consequently it was not until theeidg left Kennedy
Airport that Damon got around to reading the papieeg had bought in San
Francisco and New York before their departure. fibadlines of the San
Francisco papers were concerned with some new wodts, but beneath
them, in less imposing print he SaBHINESE GIRL BRUTALLY MURDERED
Second killing in four days.

Frowning, he thrust the other papers aside andtreackest of die report. It
briefly outlined that a Chinese girl, as yet nantlfied, had been stabbed to
death. Her body had been found lying on the sideWyla patrolling police
car. There was no indication as to the locationre/tiee body had been
found, and nothing to remotely connect this unknayh with Tsai Pen
Lung, and yet Damon felt an awful premonition tit&tas her, and that this
was what she had been so afraid of.

He handed Paul the paper, pointing to the repod,saying tersely: 'What
do you think of that?'

Paul read it, and then looked at Damon quizziciihat do you mean?
Tsai Pen Lung? Don't be crazy, that would be tochraf a coincidence!

Damon shook his head. 'l don't know about that. e scared last night. |
could sense it, and then disappearing like theie.sighed. 'Well, | guess it's
too late now. If it is Tsai, there's nothing | @'

Paul lit a cigarette. 'No,' he agreed firmly. 'D@®t any mad ideas into your
head of going back to identify the body. If it isal, then you don't want to
be involved in a murder hunt.’

Damon compressed his lips, and studied the regarhanoodily. He knew
Paul was right, and that it was imperative thablan London during the
next couple of days to chair a meeting of the ba&thorne Chemicals, but
in spite of this he felt coldly angry that anyormwsld be struck down and
killed without any apparent motive.



He read on through the report which revealed thdy our days ago

another murder of this nature had taken place. fithis the victim had been
a man in his forties, of British nationality, whigas unusual considering
the enormous American population of San Francishe.police seemed to
be connecting the two crimes, and Damon plaguediiigd with problems

of what the two victims could possibly have haccammon. He was still

remote and dark-browed when the aircraft landddbation Airport, and it

was with an effort he shrugged away these thougidisbegan orientating
himself to his new surroundings.

Emma lay on the beach beside Annabel, idly flickimgpugh a magazine,
while Annabel played with the sand. It was anothlerious day, and a
shady umbrella protected them from fierce glarthefafternoon sun. It was
almost two months since Emma had come to Sainteifdgue, and the
time was slipping away smoothly. Since Damon's depa Emma and
Annabel had resumed their routine, and had gohtmkone another very
well. They talked a lot, mostly about Annabel's Igince the accident;
Emma did not seem able to penetrate Annabel's btodhre time before she
was blind. Whenever she introduced this topic afversation, Annabel
would shy away from it like a startled animal, animediately distract
Emma'’s attention to other things.

But Emma was determined to have it out in the oparticularly as a couple
of days ago she had found Annabel crying in hemrdaring her afternoon
rest. The child had refused to tell her what wasrttatter, but Emma had
heard her murmuring the words 'Mummy, Mummy,' o&ed over again

before she was aware of Emma’s presence.

Emma had gone in search of Tansy, as she was themmwho had known
Elizabeth Thorne, and from what Tansy had said, Bnivad gained a
clearer picture of Damon's wife.

'‘Och, she was a selfish creature,' exclaimed Tamggkling her nose in
disgust. 'Never a minute to spare for the chileessikshe wanted to use her as
a sword to hurt Mr. Damon.’



Emma knew she ought not to listen to this kind itéHen gossip, but she
was sure there must be a key to Annabel's blindisessething which had
either caused, or assisted, the condition she ndfered. The more she
learned about the accident, the less she believéeeichild's injuries, for it
seemed obvious her head had not been severelyltwds puzzling, and
maybe Tansy could provide a clue.

'Where did the accident occur?' Emma asked cusiousl

In Ireland,’ replied Tansy grumpily. ' ‘'Twas a werfdl place Mr. Damon
had there, but Miss Elizabeth never liked it. Taddc and too dull, she
always said.

Nothing to do, no men to amuse herself with, | ©ig8 Emma's eyes
widened. 'Oh, yes, there were men, lots of themritwn Tansy, beginning
to enjoy herself.

'l don't really think..." began Emma awkwardly.

'Och, away with you. It was common knowledge attthree. Mr. Damon
knew that well enough, and I'm not saying he wasaengel either. He didn't
trouble himself being faithful to a bitch like hémd why should he? When
she refused to care for the baby when she was bothtook herself off to
London to enjoy herself.

'l see.' Emma turned away.

'‘Well, would you?' asked Tansy, in disgust. 'Londws why she came back
to Ireland when she did, causing Mr. Damon so nmhedrtbreak over the
child. They were travelling to Dublin when it hapeel. She was always a
careless driver, had dozens of small smashes bihietgig one. So she was
killed, and many a one of us was glad, for Mr. Daresake. She was no
good. It was only a pity Annabel had to sufferllStihe mercy of it is that
she's still alive, for sure she takes after hendgtbless her, and not that
bitch she called mother."’

‘Thank you,' said Emma, half smiling at the old vemm'You've explained a
lot.'



‘That's good then. Now leave me be. I've got aalitmsupervise and time's
pressing.'

So now Emma closed her magazine and took Annaiseid in hers.
'‘Annabel,’ she said softly, 'tell me about Ireland.

Annabel stiffened and drew her hand firmly awaytting to tell,’ she said
abruptly. '‘Can we go in the water, Emma?’

Emma compressed her lips for a moment. 'Annabdindamwe've got to
discuss this some time, so it may as well be now.’

Annabel shook her head. 'l don't want to talk abiputhe said, as she had
done many times before, making Emma feel self-donsty aware of what
she was asking, and usually quelling her deternoinaBut now Emma
said:

'‘Annabel, you can't go on bottling it up. Soonettater you've got to talk
about it, so why not now? Surely you remember yaume there? Did your
father come often to see you? Who looked after you?

Annabel looked mutinous, then she sighed. 'Yes,dpame often," she
admitted quietly. 'And Tansy took care of me, arfthdl children to play
with. It was wonderful,’ she sounded wistful.

Emma twisted her fingers together. '‘And your md2hghe said.

Annabel bent her head. 'Elizabeth?’

'Yes.'

'She told me to call her that. She didn't like geaalled Mummy. She said it
made her feel old.'

Emma crossed her fingers. At last Annabel was \teknmng information.

'Did you see a lot of your mummy?"'



Annabel chewed her lips and shook her head.

Emma tried another approach. 'Did you want hetthlere a lot?'
Annabel rose to her feet. 'Can we go swimming?ashked.
Emma sighed, and rose too, shedding her towellatigrobe.

'l suppose so," she said, realizing it would tak&gér than an overnight
success to get the true story out of Annabel.

After dinner that evening, when Annabel was fas¢egs and Louisa was
sewing in the lounge. Emma went for a walk along beach. It was
wonderful, out in the cool air after the heat of thay. She had showered
before dinner, but her body still felt hot and sheught she would shower
again before she went to bed.

The water lapped invitingly on the sand, soothimgl acented with the
perfumes of the flowers that soaked the atmosptierag the long days.
Clusters of palms rustled in the breeze, and thengé sounds of the
night-waking animals provided a background of ghgkand chattering and
soft whispering among the undergrowth.

A streak of colour on the sand startled her foroemant, until she realized it
was the huge beach towel which she and Annabelbleat using that

afternoon. She shook it out gently, and foldechiier her arm. It was then
that the idea struck her. She would take a difnénsea, instead of waiting
until she got back to the house. The water wasmeld and the prospect of
a solitary swim was very appealing. That she habatbing suit to wear did

not daunt her. The beach was always deserted,lthgevs using the more

shingled beach where the boats were drawn up.dtalv@ays accepted that
the beach below the house was private. It would beanple matter to dry

herself after her swim on the towel, and then dbaek into her underclothes
and the slim-fitting Terylene dress she was wearing

The water creamed over her limbs like liquid saéind as she had never
swum in the nude before it was a tantalizing exgre. It was wonderful to
glide smoothly through the water, the moon gilditge skins of the



multi-coloured fish that swam hastily past hertlamugh afraid of her. She
did not swim out very far. She had no desire toiget difficulties in her
situation, and she smiled to herself at her thaug8he felt relaxed, and
contented, and could even partially convince hétkat without Damon's
presence she could dispel the nagging lonelinessfedh when he was
around.

At last she waded up out of the water, and lifting towel wrapped it right
round her and began to dry herself. She felt mwadiec now and quite
refreshed.

When the undergrowth crunched ominously near heragmost jumped out
of her skin. With trembling fingers she wrapped tbwel tight around her,
sarong- wise, and stared expectantly into the aekn

'Who's there?' she challenged in a shaky voice.

The bushes parted, and a tall, broad, dark mampatemto the clearing,
looking broodingly attractive in the pale lighttbie moon.

You!' she exclaimed in astonishment. "When did gowe?'

Damon shrugged his broad shoulders. 'About fiftegmutes ago. Louisa
told me where you were. She was concerned becaus&gre so long. |
said | would find you.'

Emma clenched her fingers tightly on the top of tiheel, and he looked
annoyed.

'What are you wearing under that thing?' he askedils. 'Good God! You
surely haven't been swimmitige that,alone!’

Emma's face turned a deep red. 'Why not?'

'‘Good heavens, you don't need me to tell you thi!strode across to her
furiously. 'Anyone might have come upon you, do yealize that? And
what possible chance would you have had if somekdmiclod had taken it
into his head to rape you?' His voice was stingingblent.



Emma looked up at him, albeit a little nervoudNo one came. Except you,
of course!

'‘And you trust me,' he muttered savagely.
‘Shouldn't I?* she asked quietly.
'‘No, damn you, you shouldn't!

'Why? What are you going to do? Strip the towelno&? Would that amuse
you?' She was deliberately taunting him, his atiggering off some crazy
provocation inside herself.

‘No, it would notamuseme,’ he said tautly.

Emma felt her senses reeling at the tone of hissv@he had to force herself
to remember that he hated her and despised hethandnything he might
say to her would be said to hurt and humiliate énaan more than he had
done so already.

She turned away to pick up her clothes, and stuintNer the ends of the

towel. It tugged at the insecure fastening sherhade under her arm and by
hastily trying to secure it again, she lost heahaé and fell ignominiously

on the sand at his feet. Feeling ridiculously kechoolgirl, caught out in

some childish prank, she rolled over and lookedtugm. He looked so big

standing over her like that, and she quickly sciachto her feet, tucking the

towel back into place.

'If you'll excuse me, I'll get dressed,’ she mumauself-consciously, aware
that her wet hair must be clinging in strands torfexk, and she must look
an absolute mess. He looked so cool and distastsuit dark blue and
expensively tailored, his shirt contrasting brillily with the darkness of his
neck.

His hard fingers suddenly encircled her wrist, praing her from moving
away. His eyes looked hard and cynical, as he said:

'No. I like you as you are.’



Emma's heart began to thump, and she tried unsfattgsto prise his
fingers from her wrist with her other hand. He sedramused at her paltry
efforts, and it infuriated her.

With deliberately slow movements he pulled her elagainst him, the
fluffiness of the towel clinging to his dark suiEmma thought
inconsequently that he could afford to ruin histlods, no matter now
expensive they might be.

'I'm wet," she protested breathlessly, turningiead to one side, refusing to
look at him.

'Interesting," he murmured lazily, his mouth segkime curve of her neck.
'‘Damon,please,she begged, trying to hold on to her emotions.

'Please what?' he asked mockingly, caressing mersbaulder.

‘Let me go!'

'Why should I? If it amuses me to make love to yehy shouldn't | do so?
Since I've been away I've realized that physicgdly still attract me; you're
a very attractive creature, you always were.'

'‘Damon,’ she pleaded, 'don't be like this!"

He smiled, but it was not a pleasant smile. "'WhyratA\tan you do to stop
me? If | let you go now, there's nothing to stopfreen taking you at some
other time, is there?'

Emma turned to look at him, unable to prevent thme of love and
compassion he aroused in her. If she hadn't kndvautaElizabeth she
would have said she had hurt him more than shehwadht possible. The

expression on her face must have been easy fotohiead, for he said:

'‘Dear God! Don't look at me like that!" His handemped from her, and he
turned away, disgusted with himself.



Emma linked her hands together nervously. Nowghatwas free she found
she didn't want to go. It didn't seem to matter emyre what his reasons
were for touching her, she only knew she needednaow more than at any

other time of her life. The love she had felt fantwhen she was seventeen
had increased instead of dying as she had hopeduld, and today she

loved him as the woman she was.

He brushed his suit down carelessly and said: 'Clome& to the house, as
soon as you're dressed.'

'‘Damon,' she murmured tentatively.

'Don't speak to me," he muttered roughly.

'‘Damon, don't be like that!"

He swung on her savagely, his face pale beneatiaris

'Like what?' he muttered violently. 'Don't be deeel, Emmal! | didn't let
you go because | felt sorry for you. | let you gecéuse | have no intention
of losing my own self-respect over a little chela lyou!"

Emma stepped back a pace, a hand to her mouthrorho

'Does that hurt you?' he taunted mockingly. 'Gdtt hate to think we
misunderstood each other.’

‘There's no danger of that now," said Emma, pickipgher clothes, and
running swiftly away towards the house without wayjtto dress.



CHAPTER ELEVEN

EMMA discovered that Damon was alone this time. He Ie&dPaul in
London to handle his affairs, and had flown to Masand come on from
there by launch instead of by helicopter, and #ftabunted for the fact that
she had not heard him arrive.

Despite their quarrel on the night of his arrivahe found he had no
intention of neglecting Annabel this visit, and Eaisnpresence, insisted
upon by his daughter, was something he and Emmé#ohaut up with.

If Emma had felt any heartache when she came teslidned it was nothing

compared to the way she felt now, and she thoulgat Damon had

succeeded in his mission to make her suffer forao@ons in the past. She
thought he must be feeling very pleased with hifseat he should have
hurt her this way, and she despised herself fonatlg it to happen.

She wondered if she would have the opportunity evhd was here to talk to
him about Annabel's mother. It was not a prospeei@oked forward to, but
she felt it was a necessary adjunct to Annabetevery.

Her chance came one afternoon while Annabel waisige$.ouisa had gone
into Nassau for the day, and apart from Tansy these alone. Not that
Tansy ever intruded. She was usually to be fourtderkitchen knitting or
sewing, making interminable little garments for didldren in the village.

Damon was in his study, working, and when the hauge quiet Emma
made her way there and knocked softly on the door.

At Damon's command she entered, and closed theledind her. Damon
looked up, his eyes showing surprise when he sawiiwlas.

'‘Well?' he said uncompromisingly.
Emma sighed and said: 'l want to talk to you at¥outabel.’

'‘Again?’



'Yes, again. Not about you, though. | want to tallgou about the accident.'

Damon's eyes grew guarded. 'Yes? What about thdesmt@ Surely that
needn't concern you. Your duties here are to Idtek Annabel during the
times when she needs a companion. That you're se nnaurself doesn't
necessarily imply that you should interest yoursethe closer details of her
case history.'

'Yes, I'm a nurse,’ exclaimed Emma hotly, ‘andnkihhave a right to talk to
you about the accident, whatever my duties are. i@@ne | know I'm just a
glorified nanny, and 1 know my qualifications haatmng to do with your
reasons for bringing me here, but now that | ane hérave no intention of
allowing you to treat me like an imbecile. | knoMitde bit about this and |
don't think an operation is what Annabel needsirlk her blindness is a
mental, rather than a physical, blockage.'

Damon lay back in his seat cynically regarding h®h, really? So you
know that, do you?'

'l don'tknowit, | feel it. Damon, for goodness' sake, doct@s only work

on the knowledge that's revealed to them. Surélhely didn't know the
facts of the relationship between you and Annabedther they would have
no idea of the worries and anxieties that childhhlge nursing...'

Damon sprang angrily to his feet. 'Just what tHedweyou mean by that?"
Emma flushed. "You know perfectly well what | méahe asserted firmly.

'Indeed! And who's been regaling you with inforraatabout my relations
with my wife? Tansy, | suppose, the old gossip!"

‘Tansy won't have a word said against you,' redofienma swiftly.
'‘Anything she's told me doesn't in any way impingson your good
character!

'‘And that's supposed to placate me, | suppose!eftsflashed brilliantly.
'Why don't you mind your own business?’



Emma would not be intimidated. 'Annabel is my basm If your marital
relations reflect on her iliness, | think | haveight to try and lift that
blockage whatever it is.'

'My matrital relations, as you call them, couldrétve been worse,' he said
sardonically. 'There; does that answer you?"

Emma's face deepened with colour. This was emlsangaker far more than
it was embarrassing him.

‘Then why...?" Emma had to bite back the questiom,he looked at her
intently, as though aware of what that questionld/tave been.

‘Why did | marry her?' he asked. 'That was what yw@&we going to say,
wasn't it?"

Emma bent her head. 'Am | so transparent?’

‘To me, in some ways, yes.'

She looked up at him. 'Then ... ?' She sighed. 8idw't find it so difficult to
forget me, Damon. You're making me stay here toeafor not marrying
you, and yet as far as | can see | broke no héarts!

Damon's face darkened. 'l loved you, Emma!’ he enedit savagely.

'Did you? Or was it your pride | damaged? You calildelieve that anyone
would turn you, Damon Thorne, down!' Her voice Wéter.

Damon caught her roughly by the shoulders, his fiagkrs bruising the
soft flesh of her shoulders.

'Don't dare speak to me like that!" he exclaimeaiisly. 'l said I loved you,
and | did. You were the only woman | ever lovedewer wanted to marry.'

She stared at him uncomprehendingly. '‘But you redrElizabeth!" she said
incredulously. 'Only ten weeks after...' Her vaiceled away.



'Yes, | married Elizabeth. I'm not denying that, &n
'‘No. But... but... Annabel...’

Damon's eyes narrowed with derision. 'Don't beaahe said cruelly. 'She
was my wife, we shared the same bed!

'‘Oh, Damon!" she whispered achingly, at last urtdedsng why he had
married Elizabeth. He had been hurt, so hurt,ltbdtad done a crazy thing
like that without caring of the consequences.

'Don't pity me," he exclaimed coldly. 'l knew whatas doing.'

Emma shook her head, and pressed the palms ofahdstagainst her hot
cheeks. 'I'm sorry, Damon.'

'‘Are you?' His voice was harsh. 'How touching! @rtaps you see me now
as a meal ticket for life, something which didrées so important seven
years ago!"

Emma's eyes widened in horror at the callousnebsafords, and goaded
beyond endurance she slapped his face, and tumeldygaway towards the

door. But Damon forestalled her, moving swiftly &uch a big man, and he
lay back against the door preventing her from mgkier escape.

She saw the tell-tale line of her fingermarks apipgealong his cheek, and
saw the dangerous expression in his dark eyes.

'‘No one slaps my face and gets away with it," heétered angrily, and
straightening up he pulled her across to him, clagainst the warm
hardness of his body. She felt his hands slidirgsitoop neckline of her
dress from her shoulders, and then the burninggras$ his mouth against
her flesh.

'Oh, God,' he murmured thickly, ‘I want you, Emmal'



Emma tried not to respond, but when his mouth fdues, her lips parted
helplessly, and surrendering to sensual enjoynséetyound her bare arms
about his neck, and kissed him back.

It wasn't like the other time he had kissed hernvhis sole desire had been
to hurt her. This time it was a mutual mountingpagsion, and Emma didn't

want him to stop. At one point Damon would havendrdack as his innate

decency asserted itself, but Emma would not letdwmand his heightened

senses would not let him resist.

And then, without warning, the study door opened &hristopher Thorne
stood in the doorway, staring at them in amazemé&mma came

immediately to her senses, but Damon was sloweeléase her, his eyes
still a little glazed from his emotions.

'Well, well," said Chris dryly. 'I'm afraid I've rda a complete ass of myself,
haven't I? You should hang a "ot disturld notice on the door, Damon.’

Damon pushed Emma reluctantly away from him, amkthis head.

'l need a drink," he muttered, turning towards ttlag of drinks on a side
table.

'Make that two,' remarked Chris amiably, turnindpimk at Emma, who was
smoothing her hair and her dress, and feelingaigrambarrassed.

'‘Calm down, kid," he said kindly. 'l know how yowst feel." He grinned,
and glanced at Damon. ‘No wonder he was so mad Wtetained you in
Nassau!'

Damon came back, and handed Chris a whisky and Emgtass of lime
and lemon. Then he helped himself to a liberal athotiScotch, and flung
himself into a low armchair near his desk. Emma veléed at his

composure. She could hardly believe that less tivenminutes before he
had been at the mercy of his emotions. He lookety atractive in

close-fitting charcoal grey pants and a navy bhigéd nylon shirt, open at
the neck, and she ran a hand up her foreheadndgebbw damp it had
become. Damon's eyes met hers for a moment, theaitheto Chris:



"What brings you here?'

Chris shrugged. 'This and that. We haven't seerhratigou since you got
back, and Helen thought you might like to come a¥yes evening for a
meal.’

Damon shrugged lazily. Thanks, but | don't thinkill,’ he said, 'I'm still
behind with some of this correspondence. | thoughight get some of it
done after dinner.’

Chris glanced pointedly at Emma. 'Is that so?'

Damon's eyes were cynical. 'Please, Chris, skipaneour!

Chris smiled. 'Why? It's all a guy can do in cir@iamces like these. Well,
anyway, if you're too busy how about letting Emmoane with me? I'd see

she got back safely.'

'l think not," said Damon, reaching for a cigaretiefore Emma had the
chance to reply for herself.

Emma sipped her drink, hardly aware of their cosaton. She was glad
Damon was there to make her decisions for herh&thtoment she felt as
though she had no will of her own.

Chris grimaced and finished his drink. 'Okay, ok3w. I've had a wasted
journey.’

Damon roused himself apologetically. 'I'm sorryri€hJust don't ever do
that to me again, will you?'

‘That's a promise,’ remarked Chris sardonicallpnitg to see me off,
Emma?'

Emma shook her head, and shrugging, Chris wentgaiihg them a
regretful smile.

After he had gone, Emma finished her drink hastiig said:



'‘Annabel will be waking up soon. I'd better go @ee her.’

Damon rose to his feet but did not touch her, rigglt," he said moodily. He
ran a hand round the back of his neck. 'l guebsulgl apologize to you too,
shouldn't I?'

Emma shook her head, looking down at the toes ro$dredals.

'What do you mean, no?' he asked, softly but vibletYou know perfectly
well that if Chris hadn't arrived as he did ..." st@ok his head. 'l couldn't
have stopped myself, and | somehow don't thinkgaud have, either.’

Emma flushed.

'l don't usually lose control of myself; in fact &ihwe were... together...
before, 1 never allowed us to reach that point. Ridgt now | didn't
particularly care about your feelings; | guessahinal in me took over.' He
gripped the back of his neck with one hand flexinigy muscles tiredly. 'l
disgust myself!' he muttered angrily. 'l thoughould hurt you that way, but
| was wrong.'

Emma linked her hands together tightly. 'Don't @ayourself,’ she said, 'l
asked for it. | behaved like a bitch, but | didmént you to stop!’

Damon's eyes were enigmatical. 'l can hardly belteat. Once you had the
chance, and turned me doviiat:

'‘Because of you!" she said wearily. 'Only becads®o.'

His eyes narrowed. '‘Because of me?' he echoedt St is this you've
dreamed up?'

'It's no story. It's the truth." Emma turned aw@®h, what's the use? You'll
never believe me.'

‘Try me.'



'It's too hard to explain. It sounds trifling nolyt at the time it seemed the
most important thing in the world.'

‘Go on.'
Emma sighed, casting about in her mind for wordsxalain her actions.

'Do you remember that dinner party you gave, whaun ipvited Lord and
Lady Masterham?’

Damon frowned. 'Well, | remember them, | don't dasemember any
particular dinner party, why?'

'‘Well, after dinner when you and her husband werary drinks, Lady
Masterham and | sat out on the balcony. She staftdaly telling me how
clever you were, and how successful you were ininess, and how
important it was for a man in your position to hake right wife. She said
she thought you were terribly courageous becommrglved with a little
nobody like me, when | had no money or positionwall as being far too
young for you. She said it was completely out @freleter and she hoped our
affair wouldn't have an adverse influence on yasiton and so on.' Emma
hunched her shoulders. "You can guess the rest,yoar? And she wasn't
the only one by any means. All your so-called fadethought | would ruin
your life, spoil everything for you. | knew you widunever believe that.
Besides, | knew we loved one another.' She bentéea. 'But | was young
and afraid that what they said might be true, atavéd you too much to
want to ruin your life. So | pretended there wameone else. | knew if | told
you the truth, you would never let me go, so the weook was the only
way. But when you married Elizabeth Kingsford jtist short while later,
and then produced a daughter, | thought | shdiddShe looked up at him,
hardly daring to face the expression on his facks@e the disbelief in his
eyes.

Damon was standing, as though mesmerized. Withffant éve roused
himself and said:

'Is this true?' His voice was harsh. 'You're net juaking it up?'



Emma shook her head. 'No, I'm not making it up.’'

Damon reached for her hand, and slid his fingergeliingly up her arm.
"You must have been crazy,' he muttered savad@atyyou think I'd give a
damn what anybody thought?"'

'l knew you wouldn't," exclaimed Emma. 'Don't yee8 That's why | had to
he to you or you would never have let me do it.'

‘That's for sure,' he muttered incredulously. '®by wait until now to tell
me?'

Emma lifted her shoulders in a helpless gestumsigpose | couldn't stand
your torturing yourself, and me, any longer. You i@ know the truth.’

Damon shook his head bewilderedly. 'Oh, Emma, \ahétle fool you've
been, wasting all these years!

‘They've not been wasted,' said Emma, attemptimgdain her composure.
'Oh, | know my pride wouldn't let me go on havinguythink me such a
selfish, stupid creature, deserving of your hateedl disgust, but the
situation hasn't really changed. We're older nosth lof us, but I'm still a
nobody without a penny to my name, and you'retsiichairman of Thorne
Chemicals.’

Damon's fingers suddenly hurt her arm. 'What anppssed to glean from
that remark?' he asked tersely.

‘Just what | said,’ replied Emma weatrily. 'l camétrry you, Damon, no more
now than | could then.'

Damon's eyes were incredulous. 'Casting aside theagssary comment
that | haven't asked you, would you mind telling wie/?'

"You know why." Emma moved restlessly. 'Damon, &ieth Kingsford
wasn't like me. She had money, and position inetgcyour marriage to her
was at least a suitable one.’



'‘And look how successful that turned out," Damasugd out angrily. 'We
lived together for exactly three months; all thet reas hell!

'‘Well, maybe she was all wrong for you. From whan3dy has said | should
think she was the complete antithesis of yourself.'

Damon released her abruptly, stubbing out his eitgand picking a cigar
out of the box on his desk. 'What would you suggedsf' he asked bitterly.
'Find a woman | could live with, and have you, @n3y, vet her to see if
she's suitable!"

Emma clenched her fists. 'Are you thinking of margyagain?"

'l may do," he murmured sardonically, his only ceesd hurt her again.

'Oh, Damon!" she cried, and turning, she ran syviftlt of the room as she
had done before.



CHAPTER TWELVE

THE next morning brought a letter from Johnny. It wagyer than the usual
short notes he had been sending her, and Emmattgoktefully, glad of

something to take her mind off Damon, and the axardutcome of their
association.

But when she read the letter she found that thgoreéor its length was
purely a selfish one. Johnny was in trouble agdenneeded money. Could
she let him have a hundred and seventy-five pounds?

Emma shook her head in astonishment. She would thawght Johnny's

experience a short while ago would have taughtahgalutary lesson, but as
it was he seemed to have become more embroiledaeitdthan ever, and
was in an even worse predicament now than before.

She didn't know what to do. It would not be difficito contact her bank in

London and have them make out a cheque for Joloncgver his needs, but
what then? Her bank balance was not a large ongy 88 much as she had
to keep both herself and Johnny in food and clgthitnen she had been
working at the hospital. Johnny had borrowed mocerglessly from her,

and had never made much contribution towards jbieir budget, and if she

were now to be expected to foot all his gamblingtsiehe would soon have
nothing at all. She wished there was someone shiel torn to, someone

with whom she could discuss her problems. But tinag no one. She had
no intention of speaking to Damon about it, fohaitgh she felt sure he
would despise Johnny, nevertheless he would sé¢hdanoney was paid

somehow, perhaps exacting more payment from h&tumn.

Then she shook her head. That was less than hdpeston had proved
himself an honourable man, and she had no caubketootherwise. So the
problem remained hers, and with a sigh of dejecéiom wrote the letter to
the bank in London authorizing them to pay Johnnyumdred and
seventy-five pounds.

London seemed so far away somehow, but Johnnysegons bridged the
gulf between them, enmeshing her in his web ofafisisty. Three or four
months ago she wouldn't have believed Johnny cbalthve in such a



fashion, but it was remarkable how the mind adpigelf, so that now she
accepted it in much the same way she acceptedwreunhappy position
here.

Later the same day, Damon had a telephone call Raagl in London. He
was lying on an airbed beside the swimming podhwihnabel when Rosa
came to call him to the phone. Expecting some prabbver business,
Damon was surprised when Paul said:

‘The apartment was broken into last night!'

Roused fully now from his lethargy, Damon's voicaswcurt. "The
apartment?' he muttered. 'What the hell was Bailoewy?'

Baines was his manservant who lived at the Londanthpuse.

'‘Baines was coshed, and tied up,' replied Paus ihea pretty bad way. |
guess you could say it was touch and go.’

'‘Good God!' Damon was astounded. 'Well... whatluiy take? The Monet?
Or the Renoir?'

‘Neither, curiously enough. Nothing was actuallylest. The whole place
was turned over; what a shambles! But that wasfdld guess I'd say they
were looking for something.’

Damon ran a hand round the back of his neck, frogmeeply. He was
silent for so long that Paul said:

‘Are you still there?'

Sure, sure! | was trying to think, that's all." Damshook his head
incredulously. 'l can't understand it. Can you?"



'‘No. That's for sure." Paul sounded half amusaayWay, I'm ringing from
the apartment now. The police are here, of colisaled them as soon as |
found Baines."

'You found Baines?"

'Yes. | came round early this morning, could geteyay, so | used the key
you left. It was pretty ghastly finding Baines likigat. He'd lost a lot of
blood, but he's had a transfusion now and the d®ctay he should pull
through.’'

‘Thank God for that," said Damon fervently. 'Polor Baines. How did they
get in?'

'l guess he opened the door to them. There wagynata struggle and of
course no windows had been tampered with. Aftethallhad no reason not
to answer the door.’

‘That's right." Damon sighed heavily. 'Still, | Wwisre knew what it was all
about. What took you so long to ring me?'

'Oh, you know, the usual police routine; proving iskntity and so on, and
then actually getting the call. Anyway, is thergthing you want me to do?
I'll get the place straightened out of course,dfter that, what?'

Damon shrugged. 'l don't know. | guess you cowdéslat the apartment if
you wanted to.' He smiled to himself. 'Don't thinkant you to get coshed,
Paul, but if they turned the place over | shouldspme the safest place in
London right now is my apartment, get it?'

"You think they might try my place?' Paul was imttr®us. He had a flat not
far from Damon's apartment.

'Who knows? We don't know what, if anything, thegrevsearching for, but
if it's anything to do with the company, they'reubd to know you're my
personal assistant, and who knows what they might d



'‘Okay, okay,' said Paul hurriedly. 'You've convihaee. I'll sleep at the
apartment, and I'll keep the alarm system on daynaght. You can call me
a coward if you like, but I'm taking no chances.’

Damon's tension released itself a little and hghed. 'Good man! And
don't worry! I'll be back in a few days myself.’

But after Paul had rung off, Damon felt the tensieturning. Who would
want to turn out his apartment? And why should aeydo so without
taking advantage of the small fortune in paintiraged ivory? Even a
common thief who was searching for some particolaject would be
tempted to take something for his trouble. The aldtgrnative was that
whoever had turned over the apartment had beemgaatider orders from
someone else with strict instructions that nothimggiminating should be
taken.

He walked slowly outside, lighting a cigar thougltiif. It was a problem
which defied analysis; a contradiction from starfinish.

Annabel, hearing his approach, said, 'What's wrbagldy?'

Damon stared at her. The child was too sensitivelbyShe could tell in
some strange way that he was disturbed.

'Why, nothing, Annabella,’ he lied smoothly. '‘Coateng. We'll swim for a
while, then Daddy has some work to do.’

Emma spent the day alternately worrying about Jglama worrying about

her own situation here. She did not see Damon &, @voiding the

swimming pool when she knew he was there with Aehabhe weather

didn't help either. It was very warm, and therean@minous black clouds in
the distance which heralded a storm. But the stdidm't come, and

somehow Emma wished it would. At least it wouldegher something else
to think about.



The next day dawned heavy and enervating. Therenwasun and the
clouds were closer now, sharply defined againstydil®w-coloured sky.
Louisa left after breakfast for Nassau. It was day off, and Joseph was
taking her to Nassau for a day's shopping. Sherateéd Emma to go with
her knowing full well that the girl was entitied $ome free time, but Emma
refused to go, making some excuse about the weatfiethe fact that she
had a slight headache. Contrarily, after Louisadr@ate, Emma wished she
had accompanied her, for with Damon at home Annhhdl no time for
anyone else.

However, after breakfast Damon told Annabel he $@te telephoning to
do and consequently the child came in search of &niimey went down to
the beach, taking a story book along, and Emmasgse@gral short stories to
Annabel before Annabel said:

'Let's not read any more, Emma. Tell me about wloenwere a little girl.
Did you have a mummy and a daddy? Did you havéhbretand sisters?’

Emma sighed and closed the book. 'Yes,' she daulys'l had a mummy
and a daddy. But | have only one brother. Thereewysest the four of us. But
we were very happy. We didn't have a lot of moiikey your daddy, but that
didn't seem to matter. We used to be able to afidndliday at the seaside
every year, and really that's all the travellingever did.'

Annabel digested this. 'Was your house big?' skedas

'Oh, no!" Emma smiled. 'There were three bedroonts ane bathroom.
Then a couple of rooms and a kitchen downstairs.'

'Is that all?' Annabel was obviously surprised. ebgverience of houses had
been limited to huge villas and country housestileehouse her father had
owned in Ireland.

'Yes, that's all,’ said Emma, sighing. 'That's ntbes a lot of people have,
Annabel. You're a terribly lucky little girl having lovely home, and a
swimming pool, and anything your heart desires.’



'I'm not lucky,' exclaimed Annabel, at once. 'Olgve Daddy, and I'm sure
he loves me, but I'd give everything else up buld have a real home and a
mummy and daddy who loved one another and babyhér®tand sisters.'
She clasped her hands round her drawn-up kneed:d@ve to have lots of
children in the house, and babies for me to lodkrafinstead of only
Patricia!'

Emma felt a lump in her throat. In her own emotiatate Annabel's words
were too sharp, too piercing, too desirable todresitlered.

'Sometimes it happens,' Emma said slowly, 'thatgeaple who get married
find that they just can't live together. It's nbeir fault, it's not anybody's
fault. They just can't get along. Then when thaipeas, if there are any
children, it makes it unpleasant for them. Whichngortunate!'

'‘But they oughtn't to have children, then," exckimAnnabel, tears
springing to her eyes.’

'Children are not always ..." Emma sought aboutenmind for a way to
describe what she wanted to say; 'Annabel, you itnysind understand,
when your father married your mother they had yetote they realized
their mistake. Do you see?' She bit her hp. 'Bekh#that at least you have
one parent who thinks the world of you.’

Annabel buried her face in her hands suddenly. Evhma,' she sobbed
passionately, 'l was going to hurt Daddy. He loveel, but | was going
away. | was going to leave him.' She sobbed bytterl

Emma frowned, and then, stroking Annabel's headl\geshe said:

'‘Leave him? What on earth are you talking about?’

Annabel raised a tear-stained face. 'You don't gtaied, Emma. It was
when ... when ... when the accident happened!h&hker face again.

'‘Go on.' Emma’s frown deepened.

'l can't. | can't. Oh, I'm so ashamed!



Emma shook her gently. 'Annabel, listen, this is Ex@ma! You can tell
me. | won't be angry, or shocked. Won't you pldelene?’

Annabel raised her face again. 'Do you promise?’
'Of course.’

‘All right, then." Annabel rubbed her cheeks drytmher fingers. '"Mummy
came to the house that day, the day of the accidldradn't seen her for
months, and | hadn't seen Daddy for weeks. Ssée.told me that Daddy
had stopped her coming to see me, that he didaltyrlove me or he
wouldn't leave me like he had. She said she loved3he said she wanted to
take me away and make a home for me in Englaraidireo. | said | didn't
want to leave Daddy anyway, but she said | wasdtup

Emma's fist clenched. Elizabeth's methods of psisnawere heartless
against a four-year-old.

'Well, when | wouldn't go with her she starteddtbme what she would give
me." Annabel's lip trembled. 'For months I'd wardgubny, but Daddy said |
was too young, that it would be dangerous for maelVElizabeth started
telling me what | could have | asked if I could bavpony, and she said of
course, | could have two if | wanted. So | saicblnd go with her. She didn't
let me pack any of my things. She said we wouldaietew ones, so's not to
make anybody suspicious about us going togetheokl Patricia, that's all.'
She stopped, her eyes streaming with tears. Ththen the accident
happened and Elizabeth was killed, and | was sapmh and so ashamed.
l... I couldn't tell Daddy what I'd been going t. dicouldn't tell him that I'd
gone for the pony, you see!" And Annabel lapsed iahcontrollable
sobbing.

But Emma felt a surge of hope inside her. If whahabel had told her was
true then there was every reason to believe thablhmeness was indeed a
mental blockage. Poor Annabel, unable to face lénef; to see the
disappointment in his face when he found out th#hfmot wanting tsee!

But for the present Emma comforted her, and sodtleednd dried her eyes,
then helped her back to the house for lunch.



After lunch when Annabel was settled for her rEshma wandered outside
and seated herself beside the swimming pool muliver in her mind
everything Annabel had said. It was true that she discovered a motive
for Annabel's blockage, and a reason behind hesaéfto talk about the
accident. But was it enough? And now she had fatyrmehat could be done
about it? She doubted whether the fact of Damomwimgpthe truth would
miraculously return Annabel's sight to her.

She lit a cigarette and sighed deeply, her thouginténg to Johnny and his
problems. She had sent him a cable telling himshathad also contacted
her bank and authorized them to pay him the mohat,she wondered

whether she had done the right thing. Even ifsbised Johnny's immediate
problems, the future looked bleak indeed.

And how much longer would she be allowed to rentene? Now that

Damon knew the whole story he had no reason fopikgeher on Sainte
Dominique. She had no positive way of knowing whiatreal feelings were
towards her. He still desired her, she attracted pinysically, but he had
never mentioned love. And even if the miracle haygdeand he did still love
her enough to marry her, she had successfullyheugtound from under his
feet. It was no good; she couldn't bring herseligbeve that their marriage
would work, any more than his marriage with Elizibkead worked. She
knew nothing of his world, of the life he led. ABairman of the Thorne
combine he had duties to perform, social gathertogattend; he needed
someone who was smart and witty, sophisticatedaaottlly, not someone

like herself who really only wanted a home anddrieih. She loved him,

there was no doubt about that, but she could rmvaethat his feelings for

her, strong though they might be at the momentdcsurvive for long after

his complete possession of her physically. She inmereigued him because
she was, as yet, untouched.

She smoothed her cheeks with the palms of her haltisre was it all
going to end?

She heard the soft tread of footsteps across the, land glanced round
nervously. Damon approached her, looking broad attdactive in
narrow-fitting navy blue pants and a dark red leditshirt. He reached her



side, and seated himself in the adjoining lountfer.drew on a cigar, and
then said:

'‘Where have you been the last couple of days?’
Emma shrugged, her cheeks burning. 'Around," sde sa
'‘Avoiding me," he muttered angrily, his eyes flaghi

'No ... that is ... you've been looking after Anfabee been catching up on
some mending.’

'‘Come on, come on! What do you take me for? | ead ryou like a book,
Emma. You've been avoiding me like the plague. \§hhe matter? Are
you afraid | might turn on you? Or do you thinkttimaw that | know the
truth 1 might pester you to marry me?"

'Stop it!"" Emma’s words were torn from her. 'Stibp i

'Why?' Damon studied his cigar moodily, and theublséd it out. 'Anyway,
| have to go back to London tomorrow. Then yolglldble to relax again. Is
there any message you would like me to give JoHnny?

Emma twisted her hands together. 'You ... you hageayed very long.'
'No." Damon shrugged. 'Oh, well, if you must knohad a call from Paul
yesterday. The apartment was searched a couplgtlisrago, and Baines
was coshed and nearly killed.'

Emma's eyes widened. 'Baines,' she echoed. 'Ohatviuy!’

'Yes. Anyway, nothing was stolen, so | supposeough be thankful for
small mercies.'

‘Then why ... ?'



He shrugged. "You know as much as me. We can'trstaohel it and the
police can't understand it, so | guess I'll havgddoack and try and find out
what gives.'

'Oh, Damon!"' Emma stared at him. 'Must you go?hT s though realizing
the betraying tone of her words, she continuedieén, you will be careful,
won't you?"

Damon's fingers encircled her wrist. 'Emma,’ hetenatl, 'please, Emma,
what do you want me to do?' His face was pale utidetan and Emma felt
her bones turning to water at his touch. 'Ddo'this to us!'

'‘Damon—' she began, shaking her head. His eyestiner up, and she felt
the strength of his emotions enveloping her. 'Yasthgo to London ...

'I'm not talking about London," he muttered hegviynd you know it! This
is us! Our lives! And you're destroying me!’

'‘Oh, Damon,' she whispered brokenly.
"You love me, damn you, | know you do!" he swor@ently.

Emma's eyes were drenched with unshed tears decitezl at him. Gone
was the arrogant tycoon she had grown so usedeiogsethis was just
Damon, on his knees beside her chair, his hangpigg her arms, his eyes
tortured with longing which she at last acceptely &ihe could assuage for
some incomprehensible reason.

'Yes, yes, yes,' she cried, unable to deny himhamyt 'Of course | love you,
| always have. Damon, | want to give you your lifief to destroy it!'

‘Then love me," he muttered harshly, ‘just love'ide!bent his head, putting
his mouth to the palms of her hands. 'Because, lt&tl me, | can't live
without you any longer!

Emma could hardly believe that this was actuallpgeming. It was like
coming through a dark tunnel into sunlight, and ishe to shake herself to
assure herself that she wasn't dreaming. Maybe datgbts would return,



but just at this moment there was no one but Daara@hherself, and this
wonderful thing between them.

She slid off the chair into his arms compulsivéalling beside him on the
grass, feeling the warmth of his body engulfing her

'Oh, darling," he groaned, his mouth caressing éges and ears
passionately. Emma's arms were around his neckimydwm closer. It was
no good, she couldn't fight him any longer, not wkbe wanted to give in
so badly.

It seemed aeons later when Damon finally rolletbbdms back, his hand still
holding her wrist so that she could not escape fiomeven had she wanted
to. He sought about for his cigarette case andetag a cigarette he put it
between his lips and drew out his lighter. As hé do his mind
inconsequently sprang back in time to San Franciaod Tsai Pen Lung.
The lighter seemed significant somehow, and a feamin crossed his face.
He ought to have discovered who the Chinese gdllde®en who had been
murdered that last night they were in the States.

Emma, who propped herself up on one elbow, savirtdven, and looked
down at him anxiously.

'‘Damon,’ she murmured questioningly. "You're ngtau're not regretting it
already?'

Damon slid the lighter back into his pocket, andadhhis head, a lazy smile
flickering over his face. He put up his free hand aaressed the nape of her
neck gently.

'‘Now what do you think?' he murmured huskily. 'Emiave you. | adore
you. | worshipyou! I've always loved you, even when | hated yoand
make no mistake about it, | did hate you!'

'And now?"



'‘And now we're going to be married, no matter hoanynprotestations you
can raise. I'm losing the desire to spend my tifa boardroom. | want more
free time, | want children... our children.’

'‘And Annabel?' murmured Emma, allowing him to diaev head down to
his chest, where she lay contentedly, at peacthéofirst time in years.

Damon blew the smoke from his cigarette lazily itite air.

'‘Annabel is fond of you already. She's proved thdbn't think she'll find
the transition from friend to stepmother so hardbéar. Besides, you'll be
more of a mother to her than Elizabeth ever was.'

'Oh, yes!" Emma sat up. That reminds me, | foundething out today.
Elizabeth was taking Annabel away from you whenabedent occurred.’

Damon nodded. 'l guessed that.’

Emma sighed. 'Well, Annabel doesn't know. Sheilbdw&ring some terrible
self-recriminations concerning that day.' She lab#ewn at him seriously.
'l really think it might have something to do whbr blindness.’

Damon's eyes widened a moment, and then he sithéadvhy? | mean ...
she knows | wouldn't blame her for anything thagigened that day.’

'l know. But don't you see, it's you she's conagaisout, not herself.' Emma
spread wide her hands. 'Darling, she blames hdmelflowing Elizabeth to
talk her into going. She feels guilty about leavyog!"

Damon carried one of her hands to his lips thowdjjtf'And you really
think this might cause her condition?'

'Well, it might have something to do with it. If veeuld make her believe
you don't care what she did, and you still love jnst as much as ever in
spite of it... well, she might be on the road toongery. Then the specialists
might be able to shake her muscles out of thentiaé

Damon sat up too now. 'If only they could!" he rated fervently.



Emma suddenly slid her arms round him, hugging tiiose, still hardly
able to believe they were at peace with one another

'Emma,’ he groaned, a little half-heartedly, 'domike me want you any
more than | do at this moment!'

'Why?' she murmured provocatively, and with a nadflexclamation
Damon satisfactorily silenced any further provomadti



CHAPTER THIRTEEN

THAT evening Emma dressed with care for dinner. It twdse Damon's last
evening. He was flying back to London the next nregnand while he was
there he was going to get a special licence. Tatm in the week he would
return and they would all go to London for the wiedd Emma only had
Johnny to consider and Damon wanted to have tleermary over before she
had time to change her mind again.

But this time Emma had no regrets. Damon needecdhleenad proved that
ultimately, and she could no longer face life withbim. If there were any
clouds at all on her horizon they were all conngeteh Johnny, but Damon
could satisfactorily handle him. Johnny had alwagmsn a little in awe of the
older man, and might respond to a touch of disogbetter than she could
imagine.

Annabel had taken their news very calmly. It waargie the perception the
child had, for when they told her, she said:

T always thought Daddy had a soft spot for youlye@mma. | mean, he
never welcomed your company when | asked for yocotoe with us, but
when you came he always wanted to be with youuldcctell.'

Emma felt her cheeks burn. 'And you don't mind?"

'Of course not. At least... | don't think | shalut if - if you have other
children, will I still be the eldest?"

Emma hugged her to her. 'Annabel, yowue daughter now, and if we do
have any other children then they'll look to youdaidance because you're
the eldest, as you say.' She ruffled her hair. "¢aid you would like
brothers and sisters.’

A shadow crossed Annabel's face. 'But | shan'tbeta see them, shall I?"

Emma glanced at Damon. 'Maybe you will,' she skadly. '‘Annabel, I've
told your father about what you told me this mogain



Annabel's sightless eyes sought Damon's. 'Daddiaistrue? Has Emma
told you about me leaving you?'

'l already knew, poppet,' replied Damon, takingrdk@m Emma, and lifting
Annabel on to his lap.

Annabel pressed her head against his shoulder. Kiow? Oh, Daddy, |
was going to do a terrible thing!

'Don't be silly," said Damon softly. "You were ofdyr.'

'l wanted a pony, you see," murmured Annabel, fies a little moist now.
'Elizabeth said she would get me two!" Her voicaker

'Elizabeth was a strange, unhappy woman,' said Daguoetly, and
Annabel hid her face against his neck. Emma leénthalone. The
groundwork had been done. Now only time might cwee

So this evening she dressed in a slim-fitting sifitrimson Crimplene, with
a low gathered neckline, no sleeves and a straigint-like appearance. It
suited her to perfection with her dark hair, theight lines of the dress
drawing attention to the curve of her breast, &eddng smooth lines of her
legs.

Damon was waiting for her in the lounge, seatethatbar, toying with a
drink. He rose at her entrance and came towardsHigreyes were warm
and caressing, and she marvelled that she hadotliergo change him so
completely, taking the strained look from his faaegd making him seem
years younger.

He bent to kiss her, and she said: 'l wish you tilave to go back
tomorrow," in a soft voice.

'So do |," he replied, releasing her and turnincklda the bar. "What will you
drink? A sherry? A cocktail?'

'Sherry, please." Emma followed him to the bai.dsisa back?'



'Yes. Tansy tells me she's changing for dinnersidied. 'It's as well she is
here. | doubt whether I could leave you alone otiss.'

Emma flushed prettily, and then turned as Louidared the room.
Louisa was dressed in a plain white dress, andelda@kol and immaculate.
'Did you have a good day?' asked Emma, seatinglhatshe bar.

Louisa joined her. 'Very good, thank you." She sthill got some lovely
material to make myself a suit. I'll show you later

Emma studied the drink Damon had slid in front @f, lwondering whether
Damon intended telling anyone of their changeducitstances. She did not
have to wait long.

'l think | should tell you, Emma and | are engaygedid Damon, offering
them both cigarettes.

Louisa's astonishment was apparent. 'This is uagen!

'Not really," said Damon smoothly. 'l first met Emmight years ago when
she worked for the Thorne company in the LondonceffBut ..." he
hesitated, 'but it wasn't until today she agreeaiaory me.'

'l see!' Louisa's eyebrows quirked a little. 'Wefhat can | say? | hope you'll
both be very happy.'

Tll drink to that,” said Damon, smiling at Emmand they raised their
glasses.

When dinner was over Louisa tactfully withdrew, Ve Emma and
Damon alone together. Damon switched on the st@adiogram, and soon
the cool strains of dance music flooded the roomstitched out the main
lights and then seated himself beside her on tweclmuch where she was
dreamily relaxing with a liqueur.



‘This is nice,’ he murmured, his smile slightly kiog. 'Now, tell me what
you've been doing these last seven years. | wakidw everything about
your life since we were separated.'

Emma shrugged. There's very little to tell, adtuafter | left Thornes, |
went to Saint Benedict's as a student nurse. Eabytlbecame a staff
nurse, and as you know, | was hoping to becomstarSn due time."'

He lit a couple of cigarettes and handed her @ ybou miss your work?
Do you regret giving it up now?’

Emma snuggled against him. 'No, not really. OHdgin with when 1 first
came here | missed the companionship of havingsdasalk over, but then
somehow it didn't seem to matter any more, and nolwondon seems a
long way away.' She smiled. 'But I'd not mind belingre if you were with
me.’

Damon's eyes were warm and caressing as he lookext.aWhy on earth
did you make us waste so much time?' he murmuiisdnbuth straying
gently over her bare arm.

Emma shivered ecstatically. '‘Oh, Damon, I'm afthid won't last. | love
you so much. | couldn't bear it if anything happkenew.'

‘Nothing's going to happen,' he insisted firmlg, & week's time we'll be
married, and I'll never let you go.' His mouth fdurers passionately. 'l want
to teach you what love is; what lovemaking canike IYou have no idea of
the intricacies of marriage as yet.'

He smiled, amused when he saw the tell-tale flugteping up her tanned
cheeks. 'Don't be shy with me,' he said, one handitohand smoothing the
soft skin of her inner arms. 'l won't hurt you, yaww that.'

'l know,' she answered, thinking how very attraethe really was. There
was something so essentially male about him, aadi#nk suits with their
narrow trousers which he wore drew attention to Hmeadth of his
shoulders, and the muscular length of his legs.



Suddenly there was a diversion, as footsteps pattross the hallway and
into the lounge. Emma glanced round, and saw Arinkhenediately she
slid out of Damon's arms and crossed the roometiid.

'‘Annabel!" she exclaimed, 'What are you doing Here?

Annabel looked a little nervous.<ll wanted to come down and see you
two," she said. 'Something woke me, and | was difrand then |
remembered that you were going to be my new munsmy,thought you
wouldn't mind if | came down to see you.'

Emma glanced laughingly at Damon. 'Of course wetdomd," she said
soothingly 'But what woke you? Was it Louisa?'

'‘No." Annabel shook her head. ‘It wasn't Louisale@st, I'm quite sure it
wasn't. | know her way of walking, | can usually tat's her.' She hesitated.
'I'm not sure what it was. When | sat up it wasegubut | thought there was
someone there.' She clasped Emma's hand. 'l wad,afuly. I'm not just
saying it.'

Emma drew her over to the couch, and Annabel junopetd Damon's knee.
'l heard you two talking,’ she said, 'so | knew yaere here.' She hugged
Damon tightly. 'Daddy, you do love Emma, don't ydufiean, you won't
find you've changed your mind after... after theldiag?’

Emma looked at Damon over Annabel's head, and lsaWook in his eyes.
It told her more clearly than words that there wddog no mistakes this time.

Damon stroked Annabel's hair. 'l love Emma,’ hd sailast. 'And | won't
change my mind. I've loved her for a very long tiseit's very unlikely that
| shall ever change now, don't you think?"'

'‘And does Emma love you like that?"
'Of course | do,' said Emma swiftly. ‘Don't wordarling. You're going to

have a proper home and family, just like any otitie girl, and Daddy and
| will always be there when you need us.'



'Oh, I hope so,' said Annabel fervently, and Eminaaught how wonderful it
would be to make up to the child for all the misging had experienced, first
with her mother, and then with the problems ofdwdition.

They talked for some time, Annabel opening out cletety with her father,
telling him about how she was getting on with Layiand about Rosa being
soon to be a mother again. Emma poured her somenkse, and she
obviously enjoyed being the centre of attraction.

Then, as it grew later, Damon said firmly: 'Time feed, young lady. It's
almost ten o'clock.’

Annabel pulled a face, and Emma thought how unfikielvould be that
anyone would actually know she was blind when sl wo gay and
animated as she was at the moment. Oh, pleast@ight intensely, let her
see again.

'Will you take me?' Annabel turned to Emma. 'Pléase

Emma lifted her on to the rug. 'Of course. Say guigtit to your father, and
let's go.'

Annabel kissed Damon lovingly, then danced gaily oti the room,
followed less exuberantly by Emma.

Emma did not bother to switch on all the lightseThoon illuminated the
stairs ahead, and besides, Annabel required ntsliglsee by.

Sure-footedly, Annabel bounced her way upstairsjrig now and again to

wait for Emma to catch up with her. She was asfieseas Emma had ever
seen her, and that was why Emma did not protespitgethe fact that it

seemed unlikely that Annabel would find it easysteep after so much
excitement.

Her room was in darkness. Annabel had gone ahedd imma, a few yards
behind, could not see her as she reached the bedioor. She lifted a hand
to switch on the light here, and without warninigaand was pressed against
her mouth, successfully preventing the cry of mst®nishment she would



have uttered. She was gripped from behind, andtiiemgth of the man's
arm and elbow bruised her shoulder and side. $hggied, tugging at his
hand with hers futilely, but when the fight waskied on, she saw he held a
gun in his other hand, and it was pointing straggtAnnabel. The child was
crouched beside the bed, at once aware and yetaneaithe danger.

'Emma,’ she said falteringly. 'Emma?"'

Emma struggled wildly, and then the man spoke. ¥&/lath this kid? Can't
she see you?' He removed his hand. 'One sounghaxlhad it"

Emma rubbed her bruised arm, and ran to Annaldks ancaring of the
danger. 'Darling," she whispered, 'it's all rightst don't make a sound.’

Annabel whimpered, and clung to her, and Emma #ogkod look at their
intruder. He was short, and thick-set, very blaak,fand eyes which did not
look wholly European. He wore a thin moustache, muded a ruthless
adversary. He waved the gun now and said:

'Where's Thorne?'
Emma hesitated. 'l... | don't know,' she lied.

The man advanced upon her. 'Don't give me that'obeen with him all
evening. I've heard you. Where is he? Come on, came or the kid gets
hurt.'

Emma swallowed hard, glancing around. Now that Ishe had time to
notice she could see that this room had been tightgpsearched. It was in a
dreadful mess, even the mattress ripped wide qgattering its filling on
the polished wood floor. The playhouse was strippedtoy tables and
chairs tumbled and broken. It was as well Annaleld not see this, she
thought.

'He ... he's in the lounge,’ said Emma now, untabtesk Annabel's life for a
lie. 'But, please, what do you want? We have naalaes here. For
goodness' sake, take whatever you want and gogdlist



The man grunted, 'Shut up!

He turned and glanced along the corridor. All wigsnse, and as though
guessing her thoughts, he said:

‘That blonde won't help you, lady, and | don't sbove think anyone else is
likely to come rushing to your aid.’

'‘Louisa? What have you done to her?'

‘Nothing, nothing. She's okay." He grinned malisigu'She may have a
nasty headache in the morning, but | don't go iirkiting dames!

Emma shook her head. It was like some crazy nigtengut she knew there
would be no awakening from this. Was this what hadkened Annabel?
Surely their lives together were not going to betaged before they had
begun.

The man waved the gun again. '‘Come here,' he'batti, of you.'

Emma got up slowly. Annabel was trembling and hven ¢egs felt terribly
weak. What did he want of them?

'‘Now," he said, 'you two lead the way. And donttaygy funny ideas, lady,
‘cos the kid gets this first, see?"

Emma drew Annabel beside her. '‘Come on, darlinge whispered
encouragingly. 'Let's go and find Daddy.'

Annabel squeezed her hand tightly. 'Is ... isrti® going to kill my daddy?’
Her voice broke on a sob.

Emma shook her head violently. 'No ... No! of ceurst. He wants to talk to
him, that's all.’

'‘But he has a gun, hasn't he?'

Emma started. 'How do you know that?"



'l guessed. How else would he make us do what m¢ed@'

‘You've been listening to too much television,ds€amma shakily, but she
did not deny it.

The lounge looked warm and inviting in the subdligiats. Damon was on
the couch where they had left him, a glass of $ciotdis hand. He was idly
flicking through the pages of a motoring magazeeg glanced round in
surprise at their entrance.

'‘Annabel! | thought... what the hell?" He stoppdxfuatly, as the man
appeared, the small but lethal weapon in his hand.

'‘Oh, Damon," Emma whispered, swaying a little, thhet man grabbed her
arm roughly as Damon leapt to his feet.

'Hold up, lady," he said. 'Me and Mr. Thorne heareehgot some bargaining
to do.’



CHAPTER FOURTEEN

THE soft balmy air of a warm evening drifted in thrbuthe open french
doors, scented with perfumes of the flowers thawgm abundance all
around the house; mimosa, hibiscus, periwinkleas a night for love, for
the coming together of lovers lost in the all-elp@hg world of their own
making. It was certainly not a night for violeneegd yet that was what it had
turned into.

Emma felt a faint breeze fan her hot forehead,dhpdespite the heat, she
was shivering. Annabel was close beside her asitheglled together on the
couch, watching the intruder interrogate Damon. Dalsiface was drawn

with fatigue; it was five hours since their liveachbeen disrupted by the
arrival of this man and his friends, for there ecbbk no doubt that he had
friends assisting him. He would not have come ahsumission alone, they
realized that now that the facts had been revealed.

Emma's mind drifted back over all that had beed,s@amembering the
bewildering truth with difficulty. Damon had unknowly become the
pawn in the game, but this man would not believe. hi

At first the intruder had been persuasive, askiragnbn where the film
might be, but as Damon revealed his ignorance lsarbe more violent,
threatening Damon with a knife, held in his othand, while the gun
remained menacingly pointed at the girls.

'Mr. Thorne,' he said, his face contorted with angi@m-not a patient man.
Do not persist in this or you will find | can beryeersuasive in an entirely
different way. Would you like to see your dauglstéaice scarred for life? Or
perhaps the young lady means more to you.'

Damon had shaken his head, as much in helplessaasagelifference. 'l've
told you,' he said, 'l don't know what the hell yeualking about.’

The man lost his temper, bringing the butt of thm glown heavily on
Damon's shoulder, throwing him off balance so tteatfell, saving himself
against the couch. Emma pressed a hand to her ntougrevent an
involuntary cry, and Annabel said:



'What happened? What did he do? Is Daddy hurt?’

'Shut up!" snarled the man, turning on them, ananBnelasped Annabel
close against her, trying to protect her if sheldou

The man started again, as Damon staggered to étisaled again Damon
denied any knowledge of what he was talking about.

'‘Look," said Damon, trying to reason with him. 'Qorou think if I knew
anything | would tell you? | don't want my daughtermy fiancee to get
hurt.'

The man scoffed. 'Grow up, Thorne. This is commatice for me. I've
met dozens of guys like you, and they all thinkythan get away with that
"I'm telling the truth" routine. It won't work! Takmy word for it. One way
or the other, I'm going to get that film, and wheto...'

He came close to Damon, pressing the blade ofrifie &gainst his throat.
'Feel that?' he asked. 'Cold, isn't it? Well, thatw you'll all be unless you
come to your senses.'

Damon lifted his chin, brushing the sharp blade, atiny spurt of blood ran
down to his collar. 'Oh, God!" groaned Emma, fegbick.

The man took the blade away. It was obvious henaititention of killing
Damon until he told him where the film was. But wiiam? Emma was
puzzled. Was it possible that Damon was workingseme government
organization without her knowledge? It hardly seérfileely. But stranger
things had happened.

The interrogation went on, with Emma and Annabebpless to help

Damon. They were forced to sit and witness Dampersecution, and for
the first time Emma was glad Annabel could not #egould have hurt her,
as it was hurting Emma, to see her father beatdrcaffied, and threatened
with a knife, without the power to retaliate becao$ them.

Once the man knocked Damon unconscious, and ug¢&mma ran to his
side, cradling his head in her lap, and strokirsgdhieek passionately.



"You swine!' she exclaimed, staring up at the mathy don't you go? Can't
you see he doesn't know anything? Can't you se'eeyonly killing him?"

The man wrenched her up, her arm behind her batigr'Get over there,’
he muttered, flinging her across the room. 'Brirgythat water siphon.'

Emma rubbed her wrist, and collected the siphonliendly. She thought of
turning the siphon on him, but she doubted wheéven in his anger he
would drop the gun and when it was over one oofathem might be dead.
She dared not risk it.

She handed him the siphon, and he turned it on Danh@ cold shock
arousing him from unconsciousness. He sat up, d taris head, then
realizing the circumstances, stood up swiftly, dyes going first to Emma
and Annabel to see whether they were still alltrigh

And so it went on, until at last, the man said; 18y fine friend, we will take
the facts, one by one, and then if you can satsfile deny them we will
see what can be done, yes?'

Damon stared at him tiredly. It was already thredook. 'What facts?' he
muttered. 'I've told you, | don't know what thellyelu're talking about. I'm a
businessman, not a spy!"

"It is all the same to me,’ said the man, straddiichair, the gun still pointed
menacingly at the girls. 'Whether you are a paehfgor simply doing this
one operation, it is immaterial to me. You will p&y it, one way or the
other. And your pretty friends will pay also, urdegpu decide to tell the
truth at last. Until now | have concentrated mysp@sive powers on you.
Soon it is their turn. | have wasted enough time vie have all the time in
the world. How convenient, Mr. Thorne, that you wldolive on such a
lonely island! It could not be better for our puses.’

Damon clenched his fists. If he could gain possessf the gun they might
have a chance. Even with a gang of them outsideitlae there was the
telephone. His eyes must have strayed in thattebretor the man said:

'It is dead, Mr. Thorne. Naturally we take all matons.'



Damon's shoulders sagged. They hadn't a chanceheBwbuldn't give up
without a fight, if he had an opportunity.

'So," went on the man. 'Shall | tell you what wewf'
Damon shrugged. 'What can you know? There's notbikgow.'

'‘Be patient, Mr. Thorne. There is plenty to knowsFof all, can you deny
that you knew a very attractive Chinese girl callsdi Pen Lung?’

Damon's eyes narrowed. He had known it all alofig;ooirse. Here was
merely confirmation.

'Yes, | knew her,' he said. 'She's dead, isn't'she?
‘Unfortunately, yes. A most unhappy affair. She wash a beautiful girl!"
"You killed her?"

'We had to. Unfortunately, as it turned out, she slaan. She had guessed
our intention and got rid of the film before shedli

'Ah, | get it," muttered Damon. 'You think she pasg on to me. You think |
was the contact.’'

'We don'tthink, Mr. Thorne. We know. You are the only person slaelen
contact with, and not once, | might add, but sev@rees. It is conceivable
that your ... shall we say... charming manner lgéhter to the dangers she
was running.’

Damon gnawed at his lower lip. 'But don't you sée?xclaimed. 'If | had
been her contact she would have known better thanatw attention to the
fact.'

The man frowned. That thought had crossed our mmast was dismissed
again. After all, she was not aware we were oretahonce. And she did go
to San Francisco to meet an Englishman.'



Damon stared at him angrily. 'The other killing;smaat your doing too?
The Englishman?’

'Yes. We thought we had successfully disposed oétetact. It appears we
were wrong.'

'‘But what if you were right?' cried Emma, breakimgn their conversation.
'What if the other man was her contact? Maybe sir@acted Damon
because she wanted his help. But she didn't get it.

'My dear young lady, you know nothing about thimiaiwhatsoever, of that
| am certain. After all, Tsai Pen Lung was a vetyaative girl. It is hardly
likely that Mr. Thorne would tell you of his inteahs, whatever they might
be.’

Emma's cheeks suffused with colour. 'Don't listehitn, Emma,’ muttered
Damon imploringly, seeing the disturbed expresgidmer eyes.

Emma shook her head, and remained silent.

The man smiled, as though pleased at having fouadhar method of
baiting them. 'So your fiancee did not know abos&iTPen Lung,' he said
mockingly to Damon. 'l guessed she would not. Ted, Mr. Thorne, did
you sleep with her?'

Emma's eyes widened with horror, and Damon felhtense hatred assail
him. How dared this man insinuate such arrantifieflsont of Emma, and
Annabel. It was insufferable!

He did not answer the man's question, but the rpparantly decided to
return to the matter in hand, for he went on:

‘At some time during your relationship with thelgiyou became her
contact. Whether willingly, which I believe, or uithmgly, it is immaterial.
| want that film!'

'What film? Good God, you've searched here, yos@grched my London
apartment; if | had it you would have found it.'



‘Talk sense, Mr. Thorne,' the man ground out fugipuThis film is minute,

a microfilm, no bigger than that." He held his forger and thumb closely
together. He smiled maliciously. 'Make no mistakeud it, Mr. Thorne. | do

not intend to leave here without it.'

Emma gasped, and then went numb again. It could@dtappening; not
really. It must be a nightmare.

But it was not. The man kicked the chair away \ndie and stood up.

"You have the film, Mr. Thorne. Shall I tell youwd know that? Because
our agents in Hong Kong are still safe. If you b&a¢ady handed the film to
the authorities they would have been arrested by. Aidvey would try to
escape, naturally, but it would be no good. Theuld/we known. But as yet
they are not, so you must have it. When we searghed apartment in
London we felt sure we would find it. It was incenable that you should
leave the country again, taking it with you. Thatuld be too stupid! It had
not been handed over, so that was where it mu&uiet was not there. We
are very thorough, you understand. If it had b&éengt we would have found
it. So that leaves you, Mr. Thorne, and this hoBs#.living in the house, |
somehow do not think you would leave it lying ardugo therefore it must
be on your person.' He sighed. 'But this is mogteasant. | have no desire
to search you myself, but if | must, | must.’

"You've already searched me once,’ said Damon lyeari

"You think that was a thorough search?’

'What the hell do you mean?'

'Only that the search you have had was superfiblakt time it will be
necessary to look everywhere; do you understand, Mmorne?
Everywhere!He laughed spitefully. 'l am sure you do not wisése young

ladies to witness such indignities. But they will!"

'Oh, God!" Damon bent his head. 'l can't tell yoything else. | don't know
where it is. | swear to God, | haven't got it.'



The man shrugged. 'Begin to take off your clotivs, Thorne.'
Damon shook his head. 'No.'

'l think you will, Mr. Thorne.' He advanced towafdamon slowly. Then he
laughed and turned aside, approaching insteaavihgitls on the settee. He
produced the knife and put it tantalizingly closeEBmma’s throat. 'l think
you will, Mr. Thorne," he repeated, smiling.

Damon clenched his fists until his knuckles weretevhWith reluctant
fingers he unloosened his tie and drew it off siowle held it momentarily
in his hands weighing his chances. If he did nbhawv, he would never act
at all. What was the use? This man would kill trhanyway. He saw the
naked fear on Emma’s face, the terrified bundlewlaa Annabel, and knew
he could not let this go on.

With a superhuman lunge, he threw himself acrossrélom at the man,
knocking him sideways. He fell across Emma; Annaoetamed and ran
wildly across the room.

Damon wrenched him up, off Emma, and saw the Igtifsking out of her
shoulder where the force of the man's fall acressiad plunged it. She was
mercifully unconscious, but blood was pouring frber shoulder, causing a
brilliant pool of red on the pale rug below.

If anything could have strengthened his resolveas to see Emma'’s injury,
and to know that unless that wound was staunched siee would die.

The intruder still had the gun, and the second Dataok in a dazed way to
study Emma was sufficient for him to turn it on Damagain. Clasping his
hands together Damon brought them down with alfdhee he could muster
on to the man's head before he had time to puliritpger.

But the man was strong, and he merely grunted dsholike some wild
animal, and shaking his head, came on again. Dartased with him,
knowing he hadn't a chance at a distance withdtieal gun in the other
man's hand.



They fought savagely, with no holds barred. But@ligh Damon was taller
than his adversary, the man was thick-set and nrsand much more
used than Damon to fights of this kind.

He kneed Damon in the stomach, sending him flyiagkbagainst the far
wall, where he slumped, then skidded behind thesgeds a bullet flew past,
shattering the window behind him. The standard léwab turned over and
was no use as illumination, but the sun was rigimgj the room was filling
with light.

Damon slid along the floor hastily, before the nted a chance to move,
and caught his legs, bringing him down heavily. téd across him,
imprisoning the hand which held the gun againsfflb@. With his whole
weight he gripped the man's wrist, shaking it vidligso that the gun fell to
the floor sliding across the polished wood to Arelalieet.

'‘Annabel,’ said Damon grimly, trying to keep thenng@wn with difficulty.
‘The gun! It's at your feet; give me the gun!'

Annabel shook her head bewildered. 'Daddy?"' shtk ‘€addy? Where are
you?'

'Here, here!' said Damon, hanging on for grim deathnabel, get the gun!
Hurry, Annabel!

Annabel bent and lifted the gun with trembling féng. 'Daddy? Daddy?
Where are you?"

'I'm here, darling." Damon groaned. If only sheld@ee! 'Annabel, here!’
The man was gradually getting free, rolling fronden Damon, his hand
pressing back Damon's chin. Damon held out a halldssly, and to his

horror, the man held his hand out too.

If Annabel came too close, she might give the guthé wrong man. How
could she know?



'‘Annabel,’ said Damon desperately, 'be careful. gamdness' sake, don't
give it tohim!'

Annabel stared at them sightlessly, a hand to hautim) the other hand
clutching the gun pitifully.

'How ... how will | know?' she cried tearfully. 'Bdy, where are you?'

She came forward falteringly, and the man lungeddod, grabbing her leg,
and throwing her off balance. She fell, hitting head against the lacquered
cabinet of the cocktail bar. Mercifully, the guri fender her, harmlessly.

Damon brought his fist down on the man's templementarily stunning
him, then called:

'‘Annabel, Annabel! Are you all right?"

The little girl was moving again, scrambling to lieet slowly, lifting the
gun again.

'Ye ... yes, I'm all right," she said dazedly, ralgkher eyes. '‘Daddy? Are you
still there?'

'Here... here!' The man was moving again. He masibredibly strong,
thought Damon wearily. ‘Annabel, the gun! But depoine too close.’

Annabel moved towards them and circled them wahe stepped over the
tumbled rug and leaning forward put the gun intorida's hand. With a

superhuman effort he brought the butt down on itke sf the man's head,
hitting a vulnerable spot, and with a groan the slamped unconscious.

His shoulders hunched, Damon got wearily to his, f&ed as he did so two
figures appeared in the french door. He staredeaihf raising the gun, then
saying incredulously:

'Inspector Howard! Good God, man, where did yoingpirom?"



CHAPTER FIFTEEN

INSPECTORHOWARD, a loosely-built man in his early fifties, stralleto the
room, as casually as though it was any routine ¢k sergeant who was
with him bent and clipped handcuffs on the man'stawho was lying
unconscious on the floor, clipping them behind Ibégk to prevent any
escape.

‘Now then, Damon," he said, crossing to the coutlerar Emma lay,
gradually returning to a pained consciousness. t\dthaarth have you been
doing? Throwing a wild party?' He grinned, realgzthe necessity to release
the tension in the room.

Damon slumped, sinking down wearily on to a lowighas hands, one still
holding the gun, hanging loosely between his knégshe all right?' he
asked, looking intently at his friend.

The inspector straightened. 'She's coming rouedsald. 'She's lost a lot of
blood. Phillips, go and use the radio on the lauréend for Doctor

Meredith, and tell him to bring transfusion equipmgist in case. | don't
suppose you know what blood group she is, do yaman?'

Damon shook his head, and the sergeant nodded teuperior and went
out. 'She'll be okay,' said the inspector. 'Howulyou? And you, too, little
Annabella?’

Annabel was standing, leaning against the bacleofdther's chair, a wild,
strained look in her eyes. She did not answer iepactor and her father
swung round.

'‘Annabel," he murmured. 'Honey, are you all right®abel shook her head.
'Daddy,’ she said faintly. 'Didn't you notice? vggouthe gun.’

Damon sprang up, his weariness evaporating. '‘Ahdleeexclaimed. 'So
you did! Can yowsee!'He was incredulous.

Emma, hearing his words, propped herself up, ©an'you?' she asked
weakly. 'Annabel, can you really?"



Annabel gripped the chair very tightly. 'Well.mlbeginning to, I think,' she
said, tears streaming down her cheeks. 'l... t sar’clearly. It's all blurred,
but | could tell which was you, Daddyhadto, didn't 1?'

Damon pulled her to him, hugging her closely. '@imnabel,’ he said,
almost choking with emotion. 'Annabel’

Annabel hugged him, and then, watched intently bymbn and the
inspector, she made her way slowly to Emma on delt Emma slumped
back, unable to hold up any longer, and Annabet beer her, burying her

face in her neck. 'Oh, Emma,' she whispered, '6mgto see again, aren't
1?'

Damon thought tiredly that it was worth the nighterror if it meant that
Annabel should see again. It might take time, bet hlockage had been
broken, and the first light could be seen.

He went down on his knees beside the couch whemabairdrew back, and
said:

'Darling Emma, are you really all right?'

Emma squeezed his hand tightly. 'l will be. It'¢yaalittle painful. I've got
to be, haven't I? There's so much to look forward t

Damon kissed her hand gently, and then rose ttebisagain.

'‘And now,' he said, turning to the inspector, 'argtions, please. Why are
you here? And what about that man's accomplices?’

'He had only one accomplice,’ replied Inspector Bimy'and we dealt with
him on the beach.’

'l see. But how do you come to be here? | mean,doaid you know?'
'We didn't. Oh, at least, we've known these twoewerNassau since their

plane landed, but naturally we didn't connect tiveith you. Why should
we? But they've been kept under surveillance,thessame. No, Damon, it



wasn't them who brought us here, although we heahibt as we neared the
island, and knew something was up. It was your eyues Miss Emma
Harding. Is she here?’

Damon's eyes narrowed. 'I'm Emma Harding," said Bnfmar cheeks paler
than ever. 'What do you want me for?"

The inspector's eyes darkened. 'But | thoughtmelan ..." he looked
helplessly at Damon. 'From your attitude | natyraBsumed that this young
lady was ... well...'

'She is my fiancee,' replied Damon coolly. "We&ahg married at the end of
the week. Why?'

'l see.' The inspector nodded. 'How very unfortehat

Emma gasped as she fell back suddenly, a handrtshioellder. She had
passed out again.

'Oh, God!" said Damon, crossing swiftly to her si@® you think | should
try and take her to the mainland?’

'‘No. Don't move her. You would only do her morerhdnan good.'

The sergeant returned at that moment before ang owrld be said. "The
doctor's on his way,' he said, in answer to thagstjoning glances. 'He's
coming from Aldoro. He should be here in twenty atées.’

Thank heaven’, said Damon fervently. 'But, Bobfuneed to the inspector,
‘what's happened? What do you want Emma for?"

The inspector frowned. 'Unfortunately, in the cir@iances, which you, my
friend, have yet to explain, | have some bad newkér. It would be as well
if we discussed this matter elsewhere, in case sheuld regain

consciousness and overhear our conversation.'

Damon heard footsteps outside, and said: 'Good langisa, and the rest of
the household. No one has been to see if they'riglad.’



'Sergeant.' Inspector Howard indicated that Philliphould go and
investigate, while Tansy, the old housekeeper, agukin the doorway.

'‘Why, Mr. Thorne,' she exclaimed. 'What on eartfjamg on?'

Damon shook his head wearily. 'I'll explain laféansy," he said. 'Are you
all right? Has anyone been to your room?"'

'‘Not that | know of. Why? Has there been troub8#® saw the body on the
floor and gasped, 'Lord help us, what's going on?'

'Later, Tansy, later,” said Damon impatiently. 'ko&emma has been
injured. The doctor is on his way. Could you stayehwith her while | speak
to the Inspector in private?"

'Of course, of course.' Tansy hurried across thenrto Emma'’s side. 'Och,
the poor child! And Annabel, my love, are you faglall right? No one has
harmed you, have they?'

Annabel danced up and down, excitement vying with feeling of
frightened helplessness which was gradually evdipgraDamon and the
inspector left her telling Tansy her good news.

In Damon's study he turned to his friend impatieniVhat bad news?' he
asked.

'She had a brother, is that right? John Harding?'
'Had a brother?’

'I'm afraid so. Did you know, by the way, that hstdlen over two hundred
pounds from your company?'

‘A while ago, yes,' Damon nodded. 'That's beindtagth.'
'No, during the last couple of months. It's thealstiory - debts he couldn't

pay, threatened by thugs hired by the bosses skethambling clubs to
collect their debts for them.'



'‘And?' Damon's eyes had narrowed.

'‘Apparently he wrote to his sister, asking heragndshim authority to draw
some money from her bank. Your ... er ... flanasd kim that authority, but
it wasn't enough. The night before last he was liret in a car chase
through the streets of London; whether intentignat unintentionally we
shall never know, but he crashed. He was killedaimty. The London
police traced his nearest relative to your houskhol

'I see.! Damon ran a tired hand over his foren®&8tat a business! But |
don't think she ought to be told right now. Sheerb through enough
tonight.'

'l agree,’ the inspector nodded. 'Come, we'd betédurn to your
housekeeper. | should hate that man to come ronth@igack her.'

Phillips had returned when they got back to the¢igu He told them that as
only Louisa Meredith slept in this part of the heugpart from Damon,
Annabel and Emma of course, she had been the oelgisturbed. She had
been knocked unconscious, but was recovering nawaruld likely be
examined by Doctor Meredith on his arrival.

Emma was only half conscious now, and Damon swogeils.

'Where the devil is Meredith?' he stormed, stricabgut the room. 'Doesn't
he know this is an emergency?'

Inspector Howard regarded him compassionately. tgrhe said, 'let's try
and pass the time by considering the circumstandesh led up to this
situation. Why were these men here? What was thetive for attacking
you?'

Slowly, and methodically, Damon gave the inspettierwhole story, from
the time he first saw Tsai Pen Lung in Hong KongpArt. He told him
about the killings in San Francisco, and the ultersearch of his apartment.
Finally he described the night which had just pdsse



Sergeant Phillips had written it all down, and timspector frowned
thoughtfully.

'It's very strange,' he said, 'that you should drtacted by the girl if you
weren't involved. Myself, like these men, | wouldmise that you'd agreed
to act as contact, after the death of this otheyliBinman.' He drew out his
cigarette case. 'You must see, Damon, that yowrachave been such as to
arouse suspicion. After all, your home is here, yai return directly to
London after leaving San Francisco.'

'I'm a businessman,’ exclaimed Damon wearily. 'Ivgeere | have to.
Besides, if I'd been the contact, why didn't | eéwe film, if there is such a
thing, in London?"

The inspector shrugged. 'Oh, there'll be suchragthine said definitely. 'It's
possible that you might be considering puttingfilme up for auction. It has
been known.'

‘You mean ... to different governments?’

'Exactly. | can imagine several heads of state wbold like to read what's
on that film.'

'‘Bob! Do you honestly think I mighteally have the film?' Damon was
aghast.

Inspector Howard shook his head. 'No, Damon, Itdéwe known you too
many years to be able to believe that you wouldingily put Miss Harding
and your daughter's life in danger for the sakesahething like this.
Besides, you're not that kind of man."

‘Thank God for that!" muttered Damon fervently.

Footsteps outside heralded the arrival of the do@tamon breathed a sigh
of relief, and while Doctor Meredith examined Emmwg stalwart police
officers who had arrived with the doctor removesl idicovering body of the
intruder from the floor of the lounge.



Things were gradually returning to normal. Tansyktédnnabel away and

tucked her up in bed where Doctor Meredith wouldreie her in due

course, while after an injection and treatmenthfer shoulder, Emma was
carried upstairs by Sergeant Phillips and put th Bamon had wanted to
carry her up, but the inspector had detained haking more questions, and
stating that Damon was in no fit state to carryagyaround.

After the room had been emptied, Damon sank dowrawestedly on the
couch.

‘Not long now," said the inspector, patting hisidter. 'I'm sorry to plague
you like this, but getting rid of those two is rbé end of the affair. So long
as they think you have the film you're in dangersemehow between us
we've got to make sure you haven't, and if you hawehere is it?"

Damon shook his head. 'Hell, Bob, don't you thimkaht to know that? I'm
heartily sick of the whole affair, and | want out!"

'Well, you can't get out, without some difficultygmarked the inspector.
'Once this film is in the authorities' hands, ye@rfree man, but until then...'

... I'm to be hounded!" muttered Damon glumiyneéd a drink!"

Inspector Howard poured him a stiff whisky and rethd to him. Damon
gulped it thirstily, and the inspector poured hinother. Damon felt around
for his cigarettes, sliding one into his mouth, grdducing his lighter
automatically.

Then, like a flash of lightning, a thought strucknh

'I've had an idea," he exclaimed, getting to hes &little unsteadily.

'Well, steady on,’ said Inspector Howard. 'Thinkdg!"

'l can't. God, why didn't | think of it before?

The inspector sighed. Think of what?'



'‘Well, whenever I've thought of Tsal, it's alwayseh about the times | was
with her, and then | knew she'd run out on me beeahe was frightened.
But there's something else | forgot. When we werthis bar in Frisco, she
borrowed my lighter; this lighter. Then, when sl fyightened, as | told
you, she disappeared, but she took my lighter Wwi&h At first | thought
she'd stolen it, but when we went out of the Hae, rhanager of the hotel
gave me the lighter back again, and | thought neenadbout it. | knew by
then she'd left, of course, and | naturally assustesld just returned my
lighter as an afterthought. Don't you see? Thahtrbg the link?'

The inspector looked interested. 'It might indd@dmon, why didn't you
think of this before?’

'It's like | told you. It never really seemed imfzort. But now | see it was the
most important thing of all.’

The inspector took the lighter from him swiftlyicking it expertly. It lit at
once, and there was obviously nothing wrong wghmechanics.

‘The filling," said the inspector, rapidly unscragithe pin at the bottom.
With cool precision he drew out the cottonwool frahe tiny hole, and
Damon envied him his control.

He emptied the contents on to the glass top offeedable, and suddenly
there it was - a minute roll of film, embedded ottonwool.

'Excellent,’ said Inspector Howard, with a mocksmile. 'l shall expect
promotion for this!

Damon smiled also, unable to believe it was alkoWou deserve it, Chief
Inspector,’ he muttered, fighting his cigarettdwatmatch from a box on the
table. 'What a nightyhata night!'



CHAPTER SIXTEEN

ExXACTLY one month later Emma carried a tray of tea intotesband's
bedroom at their London apartment. She was weaairdark blue silk
dressing gown which moulded the full curves of $lan body. With a blue
hairband securing the swathe of dark hair, she ddobout eighteen,
thought Damon, as he lay lazily watching her apgno#@lthough she had
been his wife for two whole weeks he still had hadgt that thrill of

possession he had first felt when he slid the bgmdd band on her finger.

And they were happy, as he had known they would dmel she was
everything he had ever wanted in a woman. Shedsaehow that faint air of
nervousness she had shown the first night they tegether, when she had
been half afraid to release her emotions fully. uadually he had taught
her how to please him and in so doing had openetiwipole new exciting
world for herself. Now she was completely uninkebitvith him, as eager as
he was to climb the heights of passion. He coulbdrstke the hot colour
flood her cheeks if ever he gently mocked her,dhét was getting to know
him all the time so that she knew when he was rigaker, and could
retaliate in kind.

Now she placed the tea tray on a low table besiddéd, and said:
'Did | waken you?'
'Hm, what time is it?'

Emma lifted his watch off the dressing table. 'Asheight,’ she replied,
replacing it. ‘Do you want some tea?'

Damon grinned. 'Do you?'
'Yes." Emma poured herself a cup, adding milk amghs Then seating
herself in a low armchair at the foot of the bed sipped it, eyeing him

covertly over the rim of the cup.

Damon shrugged, and leaning over poured himselfipatoo, which he
drank in two mouthfuls. 'There," he remarked mogkinThank you.'



Emma smiled. 'Well,' she said defensively, 'l wassty.
'‘Come here," he said.

Emma continued to sip her tea, ignoring him.
'‘Come here," he repeated commandingly.

Emma shook her head. 'l want to finish my tea.’

It was a delicious excitement to torment him likest for she knew what
form her punishment would take. Damon's eyes hakedad, and she
thought how utterly he held her in thrall. She knewery fine of his hard
body, had known what it was like to hold him tremglwith passion in her
arms. She loved him completely, and could not bear the thought of life

without him.

She finished her tea, and rose to her feet, sirejdazily. Damon rolled on
to his stomach and closed his eyes. Emma compressdips.

'Damon,’ she said tentatively. 'Damon!'

'Mmn?' he grunted, and Emma kicked off her slippergrily.

Then she walked to die bed, and pulled him rounfh¢e her. He did not
touch her, allowing her to make all the runninganidn,’ she said

appealingly, 'don't be cross with me.’

Damon smiled lazily. 'I'm not cross,' he repli€tb 'and get dressed. I'm not
getting up yet.'

'Oh, you!"Emma stamped her foot with rage, and he laughed.

Temper, temper,’ he said mockingly, and then, wnabltease her any
longer, pulled her down to him, kicking aside thie soverings of the bed so
that she was close against the muscular warmtisdiddy.

'‘Damon,’ she whispered achingly, ‘what if somedmeisl come in?'



‘You're my wife, aren't you?' he murmured thicklis mouth satisfactorily
silencing any further protest she might have fdiier duty to make.

Much, much later Emma reluctantly roused hersafking down on
Damon with adoring eyes. He smiled.

'‘Are you happy?' he asked, carrying the palm ohlaed to his mouth.

'‘Need you ask?' she said, sliding her arms back til¢ sleeves of her
dressing gown. 'l've never been so happy befora.Rnow that.’

'‘And Johnny?' he said deliberately. They had nikiethmuch about her
brother since the funeral.

Emma sighed. 'Oh, darling, you know | miss him stoimes. But | can't help
but be grateful that the inspector came to tellusut him at that particular
moment. Had he not arrived, | don't know what wdwdee happened.'

'‘No," agreed Damon seriously. 'lt was lucky thabBame so early. He
thought I might be using my time in sailing whilevhs home, and he knows
| like to get away early in the morning.'

'It was very lucky,' said Emma, closing her eyesaflmoment, reliving those
hours of horror. She shivered. 'Poor Johnny! Té&ilbed like that, with the
hounds after you! It's an awful thought!'

Damon sighed. 'l wonder sometimes whether it wbalde happened had |
not forced you to go to Sainte Dominique.’

'‘But that's ridiculous!" exclaimed Emma, shakinghmead. 'Johnny has been
in and out of trouble as long as | can rememberwds always wanting
money. Sooner or later the time was bound to cohenwis debts exceeded
his assets.’

Damon looked intently at her. 'Is that what youmesly believe?'

Emma frowned. 'Of course. Why? Did you think | ntigplame you?'



The thought had crossed my mind,' he confessedggimg.

'Oh, Damon,' she whispered, and then slid detewfyredf the bed. 'l must
get dressed. Annabel will be up soon.’

Damon smiled. 'All right.’

She looked back at him suddenly. 'By the way, |tedno ask before but
didn't like to, did you sleep with that Chinesdgir

Damon stared at her in astonishment, and thenf@ladfully out of bed,
pulling on his own silk dressing gown. He caught i the door, pinning
her there with his arms.

'Emma Thorne!" he muttered, with mock-derisionwhiare you even ask
such a thing?'

Emma flushed, her new-found temerity vanishing.

'‘Well... ... | only wondered,' she said hotly.

Damon's eyes softened. 'Okay, okay,' he saidottiive you.'
'And?'

He shook his head. 'Of course not. I've never éveked at another woman
since you came to my office to ask me to help Jghnn

'Oh, thank you, darling,’ she murmured, hugging tliose. 'And now | can
get my bath in peace.' She turned. 'By the wayteygay Annabel read the
first page of her new book, and Doctor McAndrewnksi it will only be a
matter of time before her eyes are completely aeflagain.’

Damon smiled. 'We're very lucky, aren't we, Emma?’

'‘And contented, too," said Emma, looking back at luvingly, before she
walked confidently through the door into the bathmo



