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SUN LORD'S WOMAN

Violet Winspear



When they met, Karim el Khalid de Torres calleHate...

Mesmerized by his strong personal magnetism, Libagne had
gone along with the events that followed their nmgg@s if in a
dream. A delicious, romantic dream!

But now that the closeness of their marriage wass,dvinda knew
that Karim had lied to her. She felt betrayed by land by her own
feelings. She'd allowed him to become very prectouser, and the
fact that all along she had been his dupe huringescribably.

Yet she would endure. She would make a new life Herself...
untouched by Karim.



'It is in the half-light of the Bedouin Arab tertat one
must seek the model of true love.'

Stendhal.



CHAPTER ONE

GREY-green agave lined the undulating road and theree w
silver-green terraces of olive trees and brightwotkers. The road
curved round and round, heading towards the rotekg@u where her
destination lay.

Dust rose in a cloud behind the wheels of the cabaasheer drop to

the sea lay on the left side of the vehicle. Whitasne houses hung on
the hillside and the occasional figure in blaclegled dark eyes with

a hand and watched the cab go speeding by in hsofvdust, so that

within seconds those figures vanished out of dightapparitions.

Everything had a dreamlike quality for Linda whosnstill feeling
slightly strange after being high in the air andrtfalmost too soon
down on the ground again. She had enjoyed herfligit but had
been glad to escape the noise and confusion ditpert when the
great jet touched down. Thanks to those many egsrmf Spanish
lessons she had been able to get through the eoofinanding
without any difficulty and when she had steppedaiuhe terminal
into the brilliant sunlight she had simply joindetqueue and waited
her turn for a cab.

Now she could relax and enjoy the scenery throufgithwshe was
being driven along the coastal road way aboveBhia Conchas
which, translated, meant the Bay of Shells. Thevgas a rippling,
dazzling blue and the air that rushed in through dpen window
beside her was laden with the scents of this wdualliestrange land,
old inhistory, warm and passionate, yet with anaulyihg strain of
barbarity.

Not only was this the land of the brilliant oleandad the velvety red
geranium that could reach to the very roof of atevhiouse, it was
where blood was spilled on the sand of the buljranyd the shadow
of the Secret Court of the Holy Cross still lay ottee culture of its



people. The penitents still walked through theettren holy days
and lashed themselves with knotted ropes.

Land of whitegold sun and black shadows intermmggli Of
sensuality and a sombre sadness in its music ahe ithark eyes that
studied a foreign woman so curiously.

Linda felt exhilarated by all she saw and felt,tfovugh it had been a
wrench to leave her aunt and uncle, she had s@tbtggcome here.
Few people suspected that her cool, self-contaimather concealed
a nature which had longed for the brazen sun lgpakwvn on this
bold land of bulls, the flamenco and the languagh® fan. Here in
the south, time had stood still and only the infiexgt car on the
coastal road brought a glimpse of city life to ple®ple working their
fields and vines.

And each spin of the wheel carried Linda a littesarer to another
meeting with Don Ramos who in every way had seaméygpify the
handsome, volatile Latin. She had looked into lyisseand seen a
man who probably took the admiration of women asduie.

He had probably summed her up as an impressiocabigry girl,
and she couldn't help wishing that she was moreldiyorShe
wondered what it would feel like to be the objetcaadent attention
from Don Ramos Gil de Torres. When she briefly etbeer eyes she
seemed to see his darkly handsome face againharige suit like
a second skin covering his agile looking frame. Aidshe
concentrated really hard she seemed to feel theavtawnch of his
hand.

Her heart gave a crazy little lurch when she redathe moment
when he briefly touched her upon returning her bagdo her lap. It
was then she had noticed the ring of heavy plat#d on one of his
fingers.



A little sigh crept from her lips. Whether married single Don

Ramos was as far out of her reach as the Spamshasi but there
was nothing to stop her from romancing about hiost jas she
sometimes did when she sat in the velvety dimnésscmema and
watched a favourite actor. The cinema, so she kad, rhad its
foundations in the dreams of lonely people andsslmposed there
was a certain truth in the belief.

Better to love the unattainable than not to lovallaand a screen idol
could, never break your heart as a living persariccdHe remained
for always the ideal hero whom familiarity couldvee turn into a

fallible human being whose ways might be less petfgan his face
and form. Though his arms could never hold youehes looked out
from the screen and a subtle form of communicabok place.

It was magnetism and Linda had felt the pull ahier since starting
the drive along this coast roadlta Granja VistaHer heart beat fast
with anticipation; she longed for her first siglfittoe house and felt
sure it would live up to her every expectation hade something of a
Moorish look about it.

Suddenly the driver of the cab flung some words dwe shoulder
and even as Linda caught his meaning the cab Idrche an object
on the road and spun out of control. The motioridautinda head
first against the seat in front, she felt a stugnpain as her brow
struck the edge of the seat and then had a semsatidalling
backwards into a black void.

She lay unconscious and unaware on the back séla¢ abhb whose
rear wheels spun in the air above a sheer dropegmtean which
creamed and tumbled over the boulders jutting belwavcliffside.

The obstacle which the cab had struck lay thettencentre of the
road, a large sack of vegetables which had fallemoticed from a
farmer's truck.



Linda's life hung in the balance while the cab elrigrayed to every
holy saint he could think of. But for his considaeabulk and his foot
jammed down hard on the brake they couldn't hawng lom, and even
when a large car rounded the bend with two me@&sie cab driver
continued to beseech the saints to preserve hirthéosake of his
wife, his four children, his mother and an assortheé aunts, uncles
and cousins.

With the utmost speed the cab was roped to the bakk of the
limousine whose engine was kept running by the ftbauwhile the
owner gave the cab driver the order to leap cleanristant he had
hold of the girl.

A terrific crash combined with the sting of cognac her tongue
brought Linda to her senses. She choked as thelifijend ran down
her throat, and weakly she tried to push the ffemk her lips.

‘A little more.' There was something about the gditat made her
submit, and when her eyes fluttered open she foenself gazing up
dazedly at a very brown, intensely strong face,dpes flickering
behind the narrowed eyelids of a man who lived geergly in the
sun. She had the strangest feeling that she kneviblii her head was
pounding so painfully that she couldn't think o hame, or how she
came to be in his arms on the wide and comfortbhtk seat of a
sumptuous car that seemed to be travelling in space

'You have taken a nasty knockenorita. When we arrive at the
castillo you must be put to bed.'

Bed! Linda struggled against the pain and confusioher head.
‘W-why am | here?’

You will remember in a while," he assured her, hacextended the
cognac flask to someone who sat in the front dafteobig car. 'Take
some of thisamigo.You, too, have suffered a nasty shock.'



'Si, senorput for the intervention of your sainted self thglesaand
myself would have crashed into the sea with my pedbicle.’

‘You are insured, | hope?' Linda heard the deeprgnof the voice
above her head and again she had a feeling ofiéaityil

Whatever had happened? She strove to remembémagments of a
broken picture shifted about in her head and they glowly they
began to fit together. 'The cab—it crashed into etbimg!" she
exclaimed.

'So now it all begins to come back to you, eh?'

She searched the dark, strong face above herdiahddd sense of
familiarity began to recede. No, she had never seanet this man
before—who on earth could he be?

And as if he read her thoughts he supplied the anslhham Karim el
Khalid de Torres,' he informed her. 'And do youategour own
name senorita?'

'Yes, I'm Linda Layne.' She gazed at him almostedalously, for

the man who had interviewed her at the Royale Hadlbeen named
Don Ramos Gil de Torres. The two were somehoweéland that
was why she had seen shadings of that other Spémghin the

features of this man.

'I—I'm on my way td_a Granja Vista,5he said, making an attempt tc
withdraw herself from this dark stranger's armsand, mercy, what
muscular arms they were, like bonds of leatherradtder.

'You are feeling a little stronger?' he asked.

She nodded. 'W-what happened to the cab?



'It went over the cliffside and you almost wenthwiit My driver and
| came along and we were able to be of assistance.’

Linda shuddered as she recalled the sound of théatlang with a
resounding crash over the cliffside.

‘Then you saved our livesenor.'
'l expect we did.’
‘Thank you.'

‘A legend of my father's country says that if a reanes a life or two
he obtains keys into the innermost regions of Rsedd

It was impossible for Linda to tell if he was amdis®y the legend or
not, for his half-lowered eyelids made his gazenasrutable as she
had heard it said of Eastern eyes. As she agaie araéffort to draw
away from him, he relaxed his hold and she was &blkhift her
proximity to him.

She allowed her head to rest against the softdeaftthe car seat and
when the pounding quietened a little she voicedgtirestion which
had been clamouring for an answer ever since hetdidcher his
name.

‘Are you related to Senora Valcarel Novalis?'

'‘We are cousins,' he replied. 'And you, | realigetoLa Granja Vista
to be thecompaneraof her daughter. Is this not so, Senorita Layne

'Yes—it was fortunate you were travelling the saoed,senor.’

'Was it fortune or was it fate?' he murmured.



In view of his obvious mixed parentage Linda deditleat he would
take the latter word to be the most fitting. Kisma$ the Arabs
termed it. 'Are you on your way to visit tsenora,your cousin?' she
asked.

'‘Not exactly." A dry note of humour had enteredvage. 'lt would
seem that you are unaware of the layout oftfamja.’

‘Yes,' she admitted, and wondered what other sagdate held in
store for her today.

‘The granja,' he explained, 'is a property on my land in whiamB
Domaya lives with her child. When she became widbuve the
appalling uprisings that swept Latin America, whéer husband
Luis a much- respected physician was taken withynathers and
never seen again, | did for her in some respect Wiid for you a
short while ago, | pulled her out of a situatiorriek and she came to
live on my estate. Yousenorita,will be living on my estate, the
British companion who, | understand, will be teachimusic to
Pepita as well as English."'

'Yes, senor.'She sat absorbing his words, for during her inésvv
with Don Ramos she had been told none of this.&had been no
indication that Pepita and her mother had beemessfrom a terrible
situation . . . and Linda realised from newspapsgoants what
shocking things had occurred during the militaryg® which had
taken place in certain Latin countries.

With her head still aching and in a whirl, Lindastd her eyes and
let her thoughts drift back to her meeting with Deamos Gil de
Torres. The evening before the interview in Longdbe had made it
plain to Aunt Doris that she meant to accept theifche proved to
be a suitable applicant. Always there had been sippo to any
plans she made for herself, and this time she¥itoitl her aunt that
at the age of twenty-three she was entitled toogoaal if she wished.



She didn't want to marry Larry Nevins, the son tdraily friend; she
yearned to see something of the world and Spain dadys
beckoned her.

Of course, there had been the usual recriminationsla had been
reminded of all her aunt and uncle had done foshwe at the age of
ten she had been sent to live with them following tbreakdown of
her parents' marriage. And on her side there hash blee usual
repetition of how grateful she would always betfer upbringing and
her education which because of her uncle's gréseist in music had
resulted in her own scholarship to the London @allef Music.

Linda had loved being a student there but therfamiained that she
didn't wish to take up the offer to join what shdméited was a
renowned orchestra. Her secret dream had been hievacthe

perfection of a soloist but as it turned out shesad by a hair's
breadth that perfect control over the cello. Predes.indiscarne told
her again and again that she was more highly stthag the

instrument and it had to be the other way arouhd;tsad to be in
absolute control of the cello, a very temperamentitument for all

its size.

So she had refused the orchestral offer and repfisigad to an
advertisement which she had actually come-' adro3$ie Lady,a
magazine her aunt subscribed to. She had writtémetdox number
stated in the advertisement and a few days |laterved a reply from
a London hotel requesting that she attend for &arview the next
Friday—which happened to be a Friday the thirteenth

'l hope it turns out unlucky for you," Aunt Doraig, a woman always
torn between bursts of affection and a sudden,eqappalling
bitchiness. Linda had endured this seesaw liféhfioteen years and
when she held in her hand the letter from Senoteav@a Novalis she
prayed that she would achieve this chance to gonamki in Spain.



When Friday came and the cab set her down in fsbiite Royale

Hotel in Mayfair she braced her spine as she wewartds the

swing-doors where a doorman in a beige and browinramgave her

a look that took her in from her ankles to hertighld hair fringed

above eyes of an almost startlingly, clear honégwsoBeneath those
eyes her nose had a slight tilt to it, and benbathnose her mouth
was wide and generous.

Linda entered the foyer where the carpet felt adkkep, and she tried
to look as if she walked into hotels in Mayfair gveay of her life.
The clerk behind the imposing desk eyed the sulousibde of her
suit and seemed to know better.

''ve an appointment with Senora Valcarel Novak$é informed
him. 'My name is Linda Layne and I'm to see hehiede o'clock.’

The rather effete young man checked with the ctocthe wall of the
reception area, then he picked up the telephoneesneksted a room
number of the switchboard operator. As he spokéd:siname into
the mouthpiece he continued to look at her witlaiawf superiority.

'‘Miss Layne?' He arched an eyebrow which she cbalce sworn
was plucked. 'Will you please wait in reception awineone will
arrive shortly to confer with you.'

‘Thank you.' She moved away from the desk and®ahdn one of
the deep couches placed within reach of low tablgth
smoked-glass surfaces. Her legs felt trembly,gast she were about
to play a piece of music for the examiners at tbikege. She had
arrived right on time and had expected to be imergd almost at
once, but when she again glanced at the clocksttwanty minutes
past three and she began to wonder ifgbrorahad decided on
someone else for the job.



Linda's heart sank. She had painted bright pictafeSpain in her
mind and now they were fading and losing their goldt had been
stupid of her to imagine that she was the onlyiappt . . . and there
her thoughts broke off as she noticed a very adsla@king man

approaching the reception desk where he pausgeadk $o the clerk,
who gestured in her direction.

The man was noticeable in every way and Linda fdwerceyes fixed
upon him as he came towards the couch where shélsatore a
superbly cut suit which fitted him like a glovepsting every supple
line of his body. He looked and walked like a matachinus the
cloak and when he paused in front of Linda shedelhned by his
good looks.

‘You are Senorita Layne?'

'Y-yes.' She felt she ought to stand up but thehdepf the couch
were holding her like a quicksand and when she rtiagattempt her
handbag slid from her lap and she felt overwhelfgigauche as he
bent and picked it up for her.

'‘Don't be nervous.' He spoke English but it waglawe by his Latin

accent, and as he returned her bag to her laptltdowa beside her.
'‘My sister is indisposed so | came to conduct titerview in her
place. | am Don Ramos Gil de Torres and you are yihieng

Englishwoman from Essex who wrote Domaya such g sensible
letter.'

Something in the way he spoke the word, some indbfe thread of
mockery, instantly warned Linda that she must paliself together.
She had written a sensible letter but her gaucheypdied that she
was lacking in the composure required by a Spadfaishly when it
came to choosing a companion.



'You state in your letter, Senorita Layne, that y@awe no previous
experience of being@mpanera—why would you suddenly wish to
take up such an occupation?'

How deep his voice, how seductive and yet stiltiletmocking.
Linda felt compelled to look at him and found hehisuous gaze on
her lips.

‘The idea strikes me as interesting,' she regli@shuld like to give it
atry.

‘Then allow me to inform yousenoritg that my sister was very
impressed by your letter and | was told that if yoatched its
sensibility | was to offer you the position.’

Linda controlled her rising sense of excitement aegiarded him
with a look of gravity. 'What have you decideénor?'

'You speak well," he replied. 'You dress neatly godr hair and
fingernails are speckless—what more could any datnether want
in a companion for her daughter?"

‘Are you saying that I'm hiredgenor} Linda felt a fluttering inside
her as if her heart grew a pair of wings.

'‘By all means consider yourself hiresnorita.'
‘And can you tell me when | start my job?'

'l shall give you all the details over coffee ardes.' He rose to his
feet and extended a hand in order to assist hertine couch. '‘Come,
we shall go into the lounge where in a very fewurtes they will start

to serve afternoon refreshments.’

An hour later Linda emerged from the Royale Hotekidaze of
delight. And as her train sped through Essex theelghseemed to



hammer out the refrain: 'Linda Layne, you are gdmgspain . . .
going to Spain ... to Spain.’

And there in Spain she would see Don Ramos agaiim every way
he had imprinted himself upon her mind. He was a,rahe secretly
thought, who could hurt a woman and yet make afntemory worth
every ounce of heartache.

She stirred out of her thoughts and as her eyeseahéher gaze
locked with that of the man who just a short wiaige had saved her
life. His gaze was intent and now she had regdmeedenses she saw
how very much of an Arab he was, with heavy brohade:g the
slope of very dark eyes, his detailed cheekboradxbst by sideburns
on a level with the bold outline of his lips. He ieed an air of
ruthless authority which the modern cut of his didtnothing to tone
down. His resemblance to the handsome Don Ramosostais the
brooding set of his features as he contemplatedsher figure,
languid and still slightly in shock there agairrst ielding leather of
the seat they shared.

‘You appear very young to be a companion,’ he shidiptly.
‘Companeras the household when | was a boy were dumpy wom
on the wrong side of forty, either fussing or ppbn. Times change,
eh?'

'Yes,' she agreed, feeling uncertain about a manmédwe her think

of black tents low against the burning sand ofdégert. She thought
he should be wearing a cloak that wrapped him fineck to booted

heel, and realised that in just a matter of hohestged travelled from
the pastoral green fields of home into a land wimeysticism went

hand in hand with cruelty; where a man's courtesyccdisguise an

attitude towards women that was one of master ve s

Instinctively she wanted to draw as far away frams tman as she
possibly could. Although he had saved her life, @ something in



his eyes that was almost speculative, as if he tugtthinking that
she owed him a favour in return for what he hadedon

Her gaze fell to his shoulders, then to his hankishveven in repose
had a dark look of power in keeping with his facel dorm. He
glanced at the golden face of his watch on a desakhker strap that
contrasted with the crisp white cuff of his shir.just a few minutes,
senorita,we reach the gates of theastillo. | take into account the
shock of your experience but | have the feeling goysin Ramos
skated over certain details and left you to imaginesier domain
than the one you now approach.’

Abruptly he leaned close to Linda and she breathsttiong fragrant
tobacco and a whiff of equally strong soap. Thodatk, his skin was
burnished and she saw the white edge of his tegmst the bold
curve of his mouth.

'He never for a moment mentioned me, did he?"

Her heart seemed to thud against her breastbonshendould feel

herself straining back against the leather uphglst&he shook her
head which hurt and swam at the motion. Pain marge megistered

on her face for his gaze lifted to her brow whicaswnottled by a

bruise. "Your welcome to Spain has been one of drintessings, eh?
| hope that neither | nor the misfortune to the lbab made you have
regrets about coming here?'

'‘No,' she said, 'even though I've lost my luggage.'

'‘Ah, now that is a catastrophe in a woman's egstething gleamed
In his eyes, like a tiny comet falling through thdensity. 'You are
thinking to yourself that you are in the depthsSpkin so where on
earth will you acquire a toothbrush, a lipstick amdchange of
clothing. Correct?'



'Yes.' She was distressed by an image of her bielgagcattered in
the wreckage of the cab. She had spent savingsglanaind supple
dresses suitable for a southern climate, and n@&y tere ruined

before she even had a chance to wear them. Teamméd in her

eyes, for it seemed as if her aunt's predictiongha was making the
biggest mistake of her life was starting to conue tr

'You mark my words," Aunt Doris had said, 'youdlnee running
home to us from that land of barbarians! They'rebatier than the
Romans who used to watch the Christians beinglitmim from limb
by lions!

‘Tears?' A hard thumb grazed her skin as Karimhellid wiped a
teardrop from her cheek. 'l should not have takam fpr a young
woman who puts all her stock in possessions.’

The feel of him touching her face didn't thrill harthe same way
Don Ramos had thrilled her. This was a totallyeti#ht feeling . . .
there was fear in it.

'I—I haven't so many possessions that | can atimtdse them,' she
rejoined. "You live in a castle and drive abou&isumptuous car so
you wouldn't understand what it means to spend ofogiur savings
on clothes suitable for your new job only to hawen ruined. | don't
suppose you have any idea what it's like to demend salary—I
expect the suit you're wearing cost more tharhalthings I've lost!'

'l expect you are right in your assumption, Seadréayne.' He leaned
away from her and his shaded mouth and jaw seeortael to have a
touch of cruelty about them. "Your wardrobe willreplaced, | assure
you. Dona Domaya will probably take a trip to Sapéz in the near
future, but in the meantime you need not feel herfediny essentials.
When the military coups in Latin America were atithheight my

home was a refuge for those in flight, people whd hothing with

them but their battered lives. Clothing of all kindas kept in stock at



the castillo so | feel sure Adoracion will be able to supplyyeith
most of what you need.'

‘Thank you,senor.'Linda had reached the point of an almost nun
acceptance of this man's ability to take charge. I&d a vision of
being kitted out in a hodge-podge of clothing, mitglwondered who
Adoracion was. It was one of those beautiful Sganesmes derived
from their religion so the woman was probably hifew

Behind the shield of her lashes Linda studied hadilp ... to look at

he seemed more Arab than Spanish so he probabtyatiber his

father though he chose to live in Spain. Rich asdévil, no doubt,
who in the way of the feudal lord of the localitgchthrown open his
castle doors to those who had escaped the reitgrrof which the
military had let loose in countries such as Child Argentina.

He looked, she thought, like a man who enjoyed daiagd Linda
realised that risk had been involved when he haticked her from
the back seat of a vehicle which was on the vefgdumging down
the cliffs into the sea. The thought of what she éscaped made her
toes curl inside her shoes, but a maddening litiiee whispered in
her mind that she was beholden to Karim el Khatid lae looked as if
he collected his debts even if he could be genenatisshis courage
and his castle.

He was unlike any other man she had ever met ihfeethere were
alien forces in his face, and the very sands ofdémert seemed to
grate in his throat when he spoke to her.

'‘We arrive at theastillo.' He gestured with a sunburned hand as t
big car swept between towering iron gates into eméndous
forecourt where a fountain held a shimmering imafjhe castle in
its archway of sunlit water.



CHAPTER TWO

THE castle against the sky was the most romanticisdtie Linda had
ever seen and she gazed in fascination at theasbmtrheight of the
roofs and turrets.

It was a wonderfully evocative skyline in honeylawoed stone, the
curving walls of the barbican as beautiful as tiveye powerful, the
arched bridge having been made for horsemen rathmem a

limousine.

She could hardly believe in the reality of the plaget there it stood
and the man who assisted her from the car wasridsand master. It
wasn't until she stepped from the car and stoddomt of Karim el
Khalid that she realised how tall he was, his sthexd seeming to
strain at the dark suit jacket that covered th€uanie!' He gripped
her by the elbow and she mounted the wide flardtegs beside him,
to where the great arch of a door stood open irttmla-roofed hall
rich with panelling, stained glass and massiveiture.

The place and the man suddenly overpowered Lindashe felt her
legs giving way beneath her. Even as she saggail affstrong arms
caught hold of her and she was lifted into theraassly as if she had
been a child.

Oh Lord, she thought weakly. What a way to beginjble. She had
come to take care of a child and instead was bmanged into one of
the castillo rooms because she needed some care and atter
herself. 'l—I'm sorry to be such a bother,' shd sagakly.

'You have been admirably controlled.' EI Khalid &ved her into the
velvet arms of a high-backed chair. ‘'Many wouldéhbgen in quite a
state after such an experience. Lean back your, lseadrita.Rest
and recover while | ring for coffee and have a bedr prepared for
you.'



'‘But I--' Linda gazed at him with a trapped lookhier eyes. 'l can't
stay here! Dona Domaya expects me at her house!'

'l shall send a message to Dona Domaya explainihgt vinas
happened.' He strode across the room to wherehalquiton was set
in the wall beside an arching fireplace made frdabs of stone.
Linda hadn't expected to see fireplaces in a Shamsise but she
realised that in the wintertime it would be colasthigh above the
sea. She watched helplessly as her host proddedethevith his

finger, then with an almost silken control of hisdy he turned to
confront her.

‘A cup of coffee will help to restore you, but | amondering if a
doctor should take a look at you. My driver couddch themedico
from the village in half an hour--'

'‘No,' Linda shook her head, 'the dizziness hasspessand | truly feel
all right apart from a headache. Can't your driaie me to Dona
Domaya's house? It would save you the bother ahlgane here.’

‘Do | appear to be botheredenorit®' He stood tall against the
arching fireplace, the thumbs of his hands restirige pockets of the
waistcoast that was matt- black in contrast topimestriping of his
suit. "The responsibility of a single young Enghgman isn't likely
to thread my hair with grey.'

A remark which drew her gaze to his hair which wask and black
above his observant eyes. For a brief, heart-ramogient Linda
stared into the unfathomable darkness of his egydssaw in them a
look of mastery that made her want to take to leefhand run.

If only Don Ramos would walk in and take charg@er. . . instead a
maid in a discreet uniform entered and was givenatfder to fetch
coffee to thesala.



'Si, patron.'A swift look was cast in Linda's direction as theman
withdrew, and Linda was left with the distinct inegsion that when
the patron gave orders in his deep and vigorous voice thosend
him lost no time carrying them out.

'l am aware that the British are addicted to tloeip of tea,' he
remarked, 'but you will enjoy our coffee, and iredwurse | hope you
will enjoy Spain. Is this the first time you havavelled to a foreign
land?’

‘Yes,senor.'
*You had the sudden wish to spread your wings, eh?'

Linda nodded and thought of past tussles with Admris whenever
she had voiced this wish to travel beyond the &naf her aunt's
suburban world, neatly encompassed by the privegéeof the
mock-Tudor house with the coach-lamp hanging in gbech. A

house that was a twin to every other dwelling ire thuiet,

self-contained neighbourhood where the offspriagried to ride and
play tennis at the Kings- wood Country Club anceimtarried with

each other.

A pattern of life which Linda could no longer endunce she left
college, especially when she felt pressure beingumpon her to
become engaged to Larry *Nevins. Lanky Larry asvas called at
the club, a young man who paled into total insigaifice the day Don
Ramos walked into her life.

From that moment Linda had felt that her fate vesdesd, that she had
to go to Spain and dismiss the hurtful words flatdher by Aunt
Doris the evening before her departure. Accusatibasshe was no
better than her selfish, runaway mother who woegget ever setting
foot on foreign soil where she would be at the mest a lot of



strangers whose ways were entirely different frowsé of English
people.

‘That, senorita,was a very deep sigh.' The voice broke in upon f
thoughts. 'Are you thinking that your first few hieun Spain have
been traumatic ones?’

'Yes,' she admitted. 'My relatives didn't want roetake work in
Spain—they were very opposed to it.'

'‘Because you are quite young, eh?"
'I'm twenty-threesenor.'

'‘Ah, what a very advanced age,' he mocked. 'Wail yau are
thirty-six when no doubt you will feel very anciént

'Of course not,' she said, and secretly thougheteelf that El Khalid
looked every year of his age, as if responsibditynbined with the
hot sun had etched those lines that framed higrestHe wasn't just
a man with a tan; she could see that his skin vaagrally that deep
shade of brown and she could feel herself follovhirgmovements
as he sat down in a large chair of cardinal-rethtga On the wall
beyond his chair there was an immense El Grecanspminting
which seemed to blend in with El Khalid's air oftlaarity. An
authority which boded trouble for anyone who oppldsien when he
believed himself to be in the right.

She felt the strangest of thoughts as she watdhgedhman tinged by
a certain dark and distant loneliness. He coulc lieeen one of those
monks of theauto da fewhich she had read about when Spain beg
to take a grip on her imagination. Or perhaps @eser who cast
spells in this castle which was so remote fromlaugoan existence
with its routines and its conventional attitudes.



'It was the way you spoke,’ she said, breakingsp&ech because his
silence unnerved her, 'as if you thought me a ggama

'‘My humble apologies.' His lips curled amusedIytethd to forget
how easy it is to prick young skin which has nad biene to harden.'

As his eyes flicked her skin Linda put a hand ®liase of her throat
where the beat of her heart could be felt beneatHihgertips. She
felt a stab of intense relief when the door opearatithe maid carried
a silver tray to an oval table whose carved woodvwad a deep-red
gleam to it. Linda could see that the coffee set @faold and lustrous
silver and the instant the coffee was poured ihtodups of fluted
bone- china the aroma filled her with longing. $ek brown sugar
and just a dash of cream in her cup and was awakd Khalid
speaking in his grating Spanish to the maid asesh@yed the best
cup of coffee she had ever tasted.

‘Muy fino, senorita?'

His voice broke in on her sense of enjoyment arel\@ntured a
Spanish word in respons¥aya, senor.’

He quirked an eyebrow. 'You speak a little Spanish?

''ve been taking lessons,’ she admitted. 'I'm toot sure of my
pronunciation but | hope to improve on that.'

'So you are quite determined to be the thoroughlycient
companera.He strolled across with the coffee pot and refilleer
cup. 'Did you understand anything of what | saithieservidora?’

‘Yes, | think you mentioned myermiso de residentia.'

'‘Quite so.' He hoisted a well-clad foot upon aHeaffootstool near
Linda's chair. 'When | retrieved you from the dadére was no time to
save your handbag and | guess that your permédiole, with your



work visa and passport were in the bag. It maydssiple to recover
them and | have given orders that some men goca tmnsearch the
wreckage. The rest of your luggage was in the k&,

She nodded and gave him a hopeful look. 'Do yauktk?'

'l am not too optimistic as the cab plunged frome thiffs in a

backward motion but your handbag was with you @ititerior and it
may have survived. We must hope so. Spanish lawtanflexible

about these matters and if the permit and visaregeoverable then
applications will have to be made again.'

Linda's look turned to one of anxiety. 'Do you méfaat | shan't be
allowed to stay if my papers can't be found?'

‘You will not be allowed to work, so instead youllvgtay as my
guest.’

‘But I--'

‘You are a little too fond of arguing with a maflthough he spoke
jestingly there was a look in his eyes which warheédla that he
wasn't in the habit of being opposed by any wortgurely it would
be of interest to you to be a guest in a Spanistiea

'You don't seem to understand--' Agitation was mglkier head ache
again. 'l have no moneggenor.l need to work so | can be paid my
wages!'

'‘Ah, so it's the thought gfesetaswvhich puts that look of alarm in
your eyes. You see yourself as a penniless persanyihouse, eh?
Your sense of pride is affronted by the idea?"

'‘Can you wonder at it?' She felt close to tearsnagiad had to fight
against them ... a few hours ago she had stepped thhe great



aircraft with such high hopes and now she was enhtbuse of a
stranger and all she had in the world were théhelobn her back.

‘Let me point something out to yosenorita.'He stood to his full
height, making her feel more than ever in his powesnatched you
from the brink of death and that imposes upon ywudbligation of
accepting my hospitality. A graceful acceptanceldid»e more to my
liking but you are obviously an independent femaleo reacts
against male authority. Even at this moment | krloat if you could
summon the strength you would dash from my house.'

He shook his head at her as if quizzically intrdmy a penniless
female who dared to show him pride and resistance.

'I—I barely know you,' she breathed. 'You couldilgaarrange for
me to be taken to Dona Domeya's house but you—ysigtithat |
stay here.'

'l do insist." He snapped back the lid of a carlrachidor and took
from it a leaf-wrapped cigar which crackled in figgers. 'Do you
mind if | smoke senorita?'

'It's your house,’ she rejoined.

His eyes fixed themselves upon her pale but defad. 'l told you,
did I not, that Dona Domaya and her daughter wevadht to Spain
in painful circumstances. She has not yet recovdrech the

experience and, quite frankly, is not the best efspns to have
charge of a young woman in your present state oftkshand

confusion. Tomorrow all may be well.’

He paused and took his time lighting his cigathasair filled with its
aroma he paced about the room, across the befutifed floor
where soft rugs were scattered. Above his head avasiling of
carved wood from which hung a set of Moorish lamdsere were



cabinets of honey-coloured wood heavily inlaid vétiiver and pearl,
and inside them Linda could see antique books amaheents.

‘Tomorrow," he resumed, *you may be in possessigoor papers
and therefore free to do as you wish. But in thengéwhat your
handbag and its contents are beyond recoveryythewill stay here
at thecastillo as my guest.’

It was the positive way he spoke the words thatenaalda sit up and
react with defiance. 'l don't see the need--'

'l do.' He cut straight across her statement. hatgdresent time my
cousin Ramos is sharing tlgganja with his sister and there is a
certain protocol attached to these matters. Younake in Spain,
remember.’

'‘How could | possibly forget?' Linda pressed a hinlder brow and
wondered why she defied this arrogant man whenag a0 much
easier to let him have his way. 'l—I don't quitederstand your
reasoning,senor. What difference does it make if Don Ramos |
staying with his sister? In the event that my psjaee recovered, then
| shall be working and living at thggranjg."'

‘As a respectableompanera.'

Linda stared at El Khalid through the smoke thatatined his dark
head and realised with a jolt what he was infetrifagingle girl in
Spain had to be careful of her reputation, antlbecame necessary
for her to reapply for a permit to work and resitlee authorities
might refuse her application if they felt dubiolmat her.

'‘Why does it make a difference if | stay under ymof?' she asked.
'Is it because you are a married man and Don R&y@bachelor?’



Smoke slid from his lips in a deliberate way. dthecause | hold a
position of authority,senorita,and because Ramos is the marrie
man—albeit one who lives apart from his wife.’

Linda absorbed in silence the painful impact ofwards ... it was
something she had suspected but to have it cordigeemed to seal
her doom, as it were. She either accepted El Kkaldfer of
hospitality or she asked him to buy her a retucketi to England
where her aunt would insist that she put out ofrhied now and for
always the idea of working for foreigners.

In the silence that hung on the air with the ritlelsmoke, a silence
strangely unbroken by the revolving ceiling fanei@tter end of the
room, Linda formed a mental picture of her aurdsefif she were
ever to see Karim el Khalid de Torres, who looked &e could wipe

off the tennis court every member of the Kingsw@mintry Club.

‘Very well," she said, her voice husky with nerveéi§do as you say.'

He went at once to the bell on the wall and stalibedh his finger.

‘You look exhausted and by now Adoracion will hdnael a room
prepared for you. | recommend that you sleep timslevening when
you may feel like coming downstairs for dinner. ire quite late,
when the cool of the evening sets in.’

For now, Linda thought wearily, she would allow hicorder her
life, but she would hope and pray that his seascHeund her
handbag and made it possible for her to take upatenf companion
to Dona Domaya's daughter. He seemed to her t@lieng hairs

over this matter of Spanish protocol, for in every Linda felt him

to be far more dangerous to a woman's reputatiam tine charming
Latin whom she had met at the Royale Hotel.



Not for a moment had Don Ramos made her feel afekhreght now,
as if a dark hawk had swooped upon her and helgtheggling in his
talons.

She gave a little gasp and came back to hersdlhdoEl Khalid
leaning over her with his hands upon her should€é@ne, you are
falling off to sleep. Adoracion will lead the way your room." And
even as she braced herself against his touch hegsker up into his
arms, making her catch her breath at the thouglsoaihuch easy
strength ... so much masculine power.

As he strode with her to the door she saw the wontenstood there,
dark hair drawn back severely from an unsmilingefaeer hands
clasped against the dark material of her dresssBbwed no reaction
at all to the sight of thpatroncarrying towards a huge flight of stairs
a young woman who was so obviously English.

Linda felt the oddest mixture of sensations aswhe carried up
those kingly stairs that branched into a galleryoyi a large round
window rich with colour. The stately woman in blacklicated the
mahogany double-doors of a room about halfway atbeggallery,
and thepatron paused while the doors were opened, and he firn
carried Linda into a high, wide and handsome bedrdib for a
princess rather than someone who had come to Spdmnthe
intention of being a companion.

As he slid her to her feet Linda tried to be unaathat the curves of
her body had brushed the hardness of his chestieBHas eyes on
her face, and then he turned to Adoracion. '"Youevadle to find
suitable bed attire for theenoritaVand he spoke in English as if tc
inform Linda that she would have no difficulty commcating with
the woman who had such a beguiling name and yetladieed so
unemotional.



Adoracion indicated the garments laid upon the gougly patterned
throwover which had a lavish fringe that reachedhts carpet. He
moved to the bedside and picked up the nightdnedsta matching

wrap, and Linda watched in a kind of fascinated &sahe slid one of
his strong dark hands beneath the filmy fabricjfase might be

visualising the shape of her beneath the apriaostucence.

It is like something out of a harem,' he mused.

'l was told nightwear for a young woman,' Adoracreplied. 'l can
find replacements if thpatronis displeased.'

'l am wondering if thesenoritais displeased?' He looked directly a
Linda who assumed what she hoped was a look oftdisist.

'I'm grateful that you found something for me tcawe

"You are rocking on your feet.' He replaced théntdgess on the bed.
‘After you have rested you will feel better abdungs, and if when
you awake you feel like dining downstairs, thenagke inform
Adoracion and she will find you a suitable dress.'

He crossed the room to the twin doors where he gava polite and
imperturbable bow. 'Sleep and mend,' he said, laadioors closed
almost silently behind his departure.

Linda wished that Adoracion had followed tegtron but instead she
stood there in a chilling silence, as if resentfiuihe fact that she had
been given orders to wait on a mem@mpaneraln a mood of quiet
desperation Linda glanced around the room; werth@liooms in the
castle as grand as this one? She felt quite coadifrom the Spanish
woman's manner that she would have been givertiataasleep in if
Adoracion could have got away with it. No doubt shied the staff
with a rod of iron but in her turn she was overduby El Khalid.



Linda's gaze took in the sheer net ready to beedrapound the bed
and attached to a decorative coronet high agdiegpainted ceiling.
The throw- over was all the colours in a peacotdisand never in
her life had she seen so enormous a wardrobe,wiike& long oval
mirror carved around the rim with imps and sat@anlight was
made into patterns by the filigreed ironwork of thmdow grilles,
and the warmth seemed to intensify the scent efidray leaves that
hung in the air.

The sunlight sent a dart of pain to Linda's brow ahe stroked her
fingers across her forehead. She wasn't askingyfopathy but the
gesture seemed to have an effect on Adoracion.

'l will fetch agua de colonidor the headache,' she said, and the bla
fabric of her dress made a rustling sound as dhehie room. A
sound, Linda thought, as if she walked through fi§en leaves.

L'inda waited a few moments, then she approacheditlors and
glanced outside, wondering which door along thiegabave access
to the bathroom. As tired as she felt she wantethke a shower,
feeling certain that it would ease her aching haadnore than the
rather sickly tang of cologne water.

She decided to risk an investigation and crosseddif the rainbow
glow of the big round window and tried one of tivegée doors. The
handle turned and a glance inside revealed shefvesatly arranged
bed linen and blankets, and she breathed agaitatigabf bay leaves.
At the next turn of a handle she was relievednd fierself in a large
bathroom tiled not in white but in the pale ememlden of the sea
above which theastillowas lodged in its bedrock.

With a sigh of pleasure Linda closed the door beier and saw
large, fluffy white bath-towels arranged near ahbtat was sunk
below the level of the floor. Along a tiled shelbad jars of bath salts
in a variety of colour and Linda chose the greem, drer nostrils



guivering to the aroma of pine when she removedtibygper. Oh yes,
she would take a plunge in this sunken tub angthe salts would
refresh her body and her mind and she'd be abiewothis overnight
stay in a castle in a realistic way.

As she turned the mixer taps, shaped from cryktiafja tried to
believe that it was only imagination which made fleet as if she had
fallen into the power of the man who owned all tiHe had an air of
dominance she was unused to, for her contact weh had been
limited to professors of music, fellow studentstlte# college, and
Larry Nevins who wouldn't hurt a moth. For one bheur she had
been charmed by Don Ramos, but the meeting hagpaped her for
someone like Karim el Khalid de Torres.

In a haze of pine and steam Linda removed heretofimd slid into
the water; the tub was deep but she wasn't affagdiag under. She
could swim and it really was a pleasure not to befined to the
narrow white limits of the bathtub at home where shghtest splash
caused the water to slop over on to the floor.

Here she could kick about to her heart's conterwater that felt
divinely soft and fragrant.

How very rich the man must be, she thought. Did\Wwa oil wells in
Arabia, or was he a merchant prince whose merchamnadas carried
across the desert not upon the swaying back oflsaaaén days gone
by, but in huge trucks?

Lost in speculations Linda didn't notice when treghiboom door
opened to frame the tall, dark figure who filledr lleoughts. 'So,
there you are! Adoracion came to tell me that yad hun away!

Linda went as still as a marble nymph in a grditr, eyes fixed upon
him beneath the wet tangle of her hair. The pireegmwater swayed
around her pale figure, a hazy mirror that reve&beldim every inch



of her nudity. It was for Linda the second mostastating moment
of her life but this time she didn't sink into méutunconsciousness.

'I—I'm taking a bath,' she said nervously, her hakihg around for
the big green sponge which had bounced out ofdeatr but would
have been a belated shield from those penetrayes) e

'So | see.’

'Y-you shouldn't be in here--' Linda could feeldedf shrinking back

against the marble surround of the bath, not kngwimether to

conceal her front or her rear from his scrutiny.offly the pine

crystals had been of the foaming sort then at Iglas'd have some
cover from his gaze ... he was, after all, a sieeang her.

'l think you have bathed sufficiently for a youngman who has a
multi-coloured bruise on her brow.' He took firmichof one of the
big white towels and came to the side of the surtdbrwith it. 'Out
with you, bint, before you come over dizzy again. You are in de«
water!’

There was something in those words . . . some detpof warning
that almost turned Linda faint again. 'l—I can n@mavithout your
assistance,' she rejoined. 'If you think I'm conooig:-'

‘You are coming out!" He quite deliberately pulldw chain that

released the plug and the water began to gush atwsyrapid a pace
that in less than a minute Linda knew she wouléri@ely revealed

to him, without even a layer of translucent bathtevdao hide the

shape of her. Rapidly she climbed the steps ir@atimcealing folds
of the extended towel and felt him wrap those faldsely about her
wet body.

‘There, was that so painful?’ he murmured, and agsn she
seemed to hear desert gravel in his voice.



'I—I'm not used to having an audience while | takdvath,' she
rejoined.

‘That was immediately obvious.' His eyes were intgron her face
whose pallor was now flushed by his invasion of bahroom.
'‘When Adoracion returned to the bedroom and yowewer longer
there, it didn't occur to her as it occurred to tfm&t you would be
taking a bath. You had been travelling and youleltand grubby,
eh?'

She nodded and wished he would leave her alonettdrgssed. She
had never in her life felt so unbearably awareasgélf in relation to a
man, and her toes curled into the wool of the nugnuwhich she was
standing. She was absolutely in his hands and r® ionthis
household would question his behaviour, and aftetl her thoughts
might show in her eyes Linda turned her head s@aee fell upon
his left hand, dark-skinned, strongly made, thagho crest of his
ring catching her gaze ... a falcon in ebony omigol

‘You are different,’ he said, 'from many of the ¢pgan women who
come to sun their bodies on Spanish beaches. Ténay Very little
modesty and allow themselves to be used by lset@idorsas if it is
somecache. Yal think you are very unlike them.’

He released her with those words and walked away fier to the

door. 'l will see you later on." As the door clodehind him Linda

gave a shiver of reaction. The thick texture oftthweel had dried her
body and it certainly wasn't cold in the bathrooen lyere she stood
with her knees trembling. It was no use deludingé&lé. . . from the

moment she had looked into the desert eyes of Blikshe had felt

threatened. Despite his vagrant resemblance tcRaomos he was an
entirely different sort of man, the Latin side afnhalmost overruled

by the Arabian.



It was there in the hard-boned sculpture of hisejfabere in the
inscrutable depths of his eyes shaded by browssashés dark as jet.
He was a mixture of power, breeding and barbarisna despite
Linda's lack of sophistication it was the antenhder femaleness
which had searched him out.

She thought of the ring he wore, a falcon engraysah gold. She
almost felt again the firm grip of his capable loakhands. When he
moved it was with a supple resilience she had nsgen before in
any human being, as if every joint and sinew oflarge body was
perfectly co-ordinated.

Anyway, she couldn't stay in here for the rest loé day, dnd
discarding the bathtowel she quickly dressed hiensel her fingers
through her hair in an attempt to tidy it, theruratd to the bedroom
where the net curtains had been released to faeolavhite pavilion
around the bed.

Linda removed her shoes and lay on the bed inkntiasid blouse, as
if hopeful that her English bought clothes wouldtpct her from the
strange and alarming sense of having been depoivedr freedom.
The cobweb-fine nightwear still lay across the fobthe bed and try
as she might Linda couldn't rid herself of the méminage of a
masculine hand outlined beneath the pastel fabric.

With a fretful, weary restlessness Linda twistedkoand forth on the
bed, seeking the oblivion of sleep yet afraid &f fielplessness of it.
What if while she slept he came and stood at tlolside and let his
eyes roam all over her? Oh God, her heart gaveragrat the very
thought and for at least another half an hour aliestaring up at the
white drapery, feeling not unlike a moth trappeda imet.

When sleep lays its touch across the eyes theesleepnaware and
curled on her side Linda slept until the nettinghiched into a dusky
veil, the lightness of her breathing the only soumdhe big room



where the long oval mirror reflected the moonlig¥tten it came
stealing through the window grilles.

A touch on the shoulder brought Linda awake frosugprisingly
dreamless night, and dazedly she noticed that ¢tteng no longer
surrounded her and radiant sunlight was in the randflickering on
the coffee service which had been placed on thenetbeside the
bed. She glanced downwards feeling a weight adresdody and
found that the throwover covered her.

'La senorita inglesas feeling much restored?"

Linda pushed herself into a sitting position and walieved to find

that she was still clad in her blouse and skiresYthank you," she
replied, and glanced around her in a surprisedodevay. 'Did | sleep

all night?'

Adoracion inclined her severely groomed head whete dark hair
was out of place. 'Shall | pour tkenoritaa cup of coffee?’

'Yes, please!' Linda breathed the appetizing ar@amd,as the details
of her arrival here fell into place she smiled la sunshine and
thought how absurd she had been to suppose thabkehad other
than hospitable intentions towards her. Her heaglaghs gone and
today she would be able to go and see Dona Domaya.

'Did the men find my handbag?' she asked eagerly.

‘Your coffee, senorita’ Adoracion placed the cup and saucer |
Linda's hands and there was no telling from hee fabat thoughts
were passing through her mind.

'Please tell me!' Linda felt suddenly afraid frdme Spanish woman's
demeanour that the news wasn't good.



'l think | must leave theatron to speak to you on the matter.
Adoracion moved away from the bedside. "Your clstaes crumpled

from sleeping in them so | will go and find replaents. The

senoritais very slender so | would assume an Englishteiz@'

'Yes.' Linda wasn't bothered about clothing; shg wauch needed to
know if her passport and official documents hadnbescovered.
'Please, you must have some idea—he won't minoLiftgll me!

‘£l excelenciawould mind very much if | exceeded my orders
Adoracion had a silent, almost gliding walk, andda had to watch
her departure with a sense of frustration. His bswcey was a tyrant,
and as soon as she finished her coffee and vigiethathroom she
would go and confront him. Oh yes, decidedly a méuo liked to
crack the whip over people, but she wasn't a memwidas staff who
had to be subservient to his orders.

She had finished her coffee and was on the poirgooig to the
bathroom when Adoracion came back into the bedrocamying
garments over her arm. 'l hope these will meet wathr approval,
senorita."They were displayed on the bed, a crisp whitenlideess
with a thin leather belt, a white slip edged wdlod, a matching pair
of briefs, and casual white shoes.

‘Very nice,' Linda said gratefully. 'l was informbed yourpatronthat
clothing was kept in stock for people in transitnfr South America.
Have there been many of them?’

‘A considerable numbersenorita but now the troubles have
guietened down we receive very few visitors—you @ first in
guite some time.'

Linda picked up the white dress which had a crigpdated skirt. It
reminded her of sunny afternoons on the courts wigéivood
Country Club, the smack of tennis balls against tdngly strung



rackets, and cool iced orange-juice in betweenstts. 'Have you
worked her at theastillo for a long time?' she found herself askin
Adoracion.

'l was personal maid to thgatron'smother,’ came the reply. 'l was
attendant upon her until the sad day she died.nBkier recovered,
you see, from that dreadful day which became knasnBlack
Saturday throughout the East. There was looting @lnddering
around the hotel where she and the Sheikh Khalm@ w&ying for a
while. A mob of men broke into their suite and tBkeikh was
clubbed to death in front of that poor woman's daew eyes; she
was but a shadow of herself for many weeks aftatsvand she died
in giving birth to her son, Karim el Khalid. In higvourite room in
the castillo there hangs a portrait of her; a very beautifumaa
whose memory he reveres by helping others as shéhelped that
terrible day of the riots in Palestine.'

It was a tragic story but for Linda it didn't altezr own impression of
El Khalid. His hospitality was faultless, even dotena brand new
toothbrush, but each time in his company she falitaange disquiet. It
was as if he touched upon instincts which she lesh lunaware of
until that moment in his car when she found hereelking up at a
brown face where distinction was at war with a de#@in of

ruthlessness.

Perhaps something had entered into him that feddylwhen his
mother had been left amidst the wreckage of thenrednere her
husband had been murdered in front of her. Sherazhbly rocked
the dead body in her arms, holding him crusheetdbdy where she
carried his child.

Linda secured the slim leather belt of the whitesdrand studied her
image in the oval mirror of the vast mahogany walbér Apart from
being a few inches too long it was a good fit, tjflothe shoes were
hopelessly too large. 'Here goes!' she thoughtsémo#ed her fringe



so that it almost concealed the bruise on her btow, much a
reminder that she was in the debt of this man wbamfa child had
been heir not only to wealth but to the knowledgeraelty. It had
robbed him of both parents, and there seemed waltim be nothing
remotely gentle left in the nature of Karim el Kidadle Torres.

Inexperienced as she was where men of the worle w@ncerned,
Linda sensed in her host a distinct lack of conesal behaviour. He
lived by his own set of rules and probably snappesdingers at the
kind which had governed Linda's upbringing.

She fingered the tiny gold heart that was attadioeder bracelet,
which was inscribed with her mother's name, tharttiiriam who
had run away all those years ago in order to lith wn American
who played the clarinet in a dance band. Linda'therohad been a
singer with a London-based ensemble before givmger career to
become a wife and mother.

Linda felt sure that her own musical ability wakented from her
mother, a lively person so very different from Audoris, with a

vivaciousness Linda still remembered. Her abandonrhad left a

shattered man in charge of Linda and finally he ¢&en in to his

sister Doris and sent Linda to live with her and Imesband in their
perfectly run home where everything smelled of Mamgolish and

always there were seasonal flowers on the glistetoips of veneered
furniture.

By the time Linda was thirteen both her parentsvaudshed out of
her life, but it was her mother with the sparklimpwn eyes whom
she missed the most. She, too, had lived by herrales, and such
rules didn't take into account the feelings of ofople who might
have their lives turned upside down.

It was true that Linda remembered her mother wifdtncion but that
didn't alter the fact that Miriam had chosen taapkeherself and in so



doing had disrupted not only the life of her daegliut had left her
devoted husband in total despair. Aunt Doris hacenérgiven her
and had tried her utmost to rid Linda of any foaughts relating to
Miriam.

But love, as Linda realised, was a strange andrapimotion, and
often so strong that it could survive the cruelle$tblows. It
sometimes made Linda feel guilty that she stillbloared affection
for her truant mother and failed to feel anything fratitude and a
sense of duty towards Aunt Doris.

Her brow wrinkled as she gazed around this handsSpanish
bedroom in which she had spent the night. The teowith Aunt
Doris was that everything shocked her if it wasngidly
conventional . . . how unutterably shocked she dWdd to see her
niece in this strange situation . . . beholden toam who hadn't a
predictable bone in his body.

Unpredictable like the desert, Linda told hersetiere an unruffled
surface was no indication of a gathering storm.iAdeer fingers

clenched the hard little heart as she made heralamg the sunshot
gallery to the stairs.



CHAPTER THREE

THE moment Linda set foot in the hall she was takea $grvidorto
where thepatron was taking breakfast on a sunlit patio beyond «
archway framed in a mass of mauve bougainvillaeards$e to his
feet as she approached the table, clad in blagkgriskeeches and a
white silk shirt through which the darkness of¢hest could be seen.

'‘Buenos dias, senoritaHe waited until she was seated then sat do\
again. 'You look as if a good night's sleep hasedaonders for
you—your head is quite clear and without pain th@ning?'

‘Yes,senorsleep is a great healer.' Linda sat there terasebhe was
served with an English breakfast of bacon, sausage grilled
tomatoes. The toast was golden and crisp, and loteeay gleamed in
a jar. Everything looked appetising and part of ¢mrldn't help but
respond to such charming surroundings. As the aromeoffee
mingled with fresh toast and bacon Linda felt tieechto satisfy her
hunger.

After she had taken the edge off her hunger shecgthup from her
plate and found thpatrondrinking coffee and frankly appraising her
'l notice that Adoracion found you a suitable dydss remarked.

'Yes.' His remark seemed to invite the questionrgmgeclamouring to
ask. 'Did your men manage to salvage my belongisgspr,in
particular my handbag?'

‘Unfortunately the sea is greedy," he replied."¢an't mean--?' Her
heart seemed to sink into her midriff.

'I'm afraid | do mean isenorita."He spread his hands in a gesture «
fatalism. '‘But what is a handbag, what are a fefwciaf papers, you
have your life ahead of you, have you not?'



'Of course." She flushed, for he had managed toented feel
ungrateful, and for painful moments as she saetkbe seemed to
feel like the child whose aunt had constantly retadh her that she
must always feel grateful for having relatives whok care of her
because her parents had absconded from their dlfieda had
grown up in bondage to the word ingratitude.

'So what it means,’ she took a quick swallow ofemmf'is that | really
have no right to be in Spain— not without my passpnd visa?'

‘You put it in a nutshell." He made no attemptars her feelings. 'At
this precise momensenorita,you are a nomad as we say in th
desert. A waif and stray without a penny to younaa

Linda stared across the table at him, perhaps bdpisee a glimmer
of sympathy in his eyes. Instead they were darkapeénetrable and
they made her desperately aware of her aunt's mgathat she would
find herself among strangers whose ways were uhfami

'‘Dona Domaya knows I'm here,' she said, a thregganic in her
voice. 'She and her brother will vouch for me . .."

'Of a certaintysenorita,if they were here but Don Ramos has bee
obliged to take his sister back to the clinic im®apez from which
she was discharged several weeks ago in the hapshté was cured
of her depression. Alas, it began to reasserf igale they were on
vacation in England where she was seen by a npe@adist, and a
message came from tigeanja yesterday afternoon that Ramos wa
very anxious and thought it best that she undangbér treatment.’'

Linda gave a little shiver of desolation even as 3panish sunlight
stroked her arms with its warmth. Bees buzzedabibugainvillaea
and a brightly coloured bird spun among the tréesas an idyllic

scene and yet she felt as if something sinister mvaging in her

direction.



‘Do have some fruit.'" The deep voice broke in on disstraction.

‘Those nectarines are especially sweet and juicwaya it has

seemed to me that in the garden of Eden it wasitanfiore sensuous
than the apple which tempted Eve to take a biteatW your

opinion, senorita?’

Linda gave him a look with a touch of fear in ith\wdid it seem as if
he could read her mind, or was the ability merefgddl on his
worldliness? Such a man would have known many wosrnt
wouldn't be all that difficult for him to see intbe mind of someone
like herself, who knew the movements of the cetlwlfar better than
she knew the motivations of men.

'‘What has happened about Pepita?' she asked.

‘The child has gone to San Lopez with her mothdrreer uncle. No
doubt Ramos will find there duenafor her.'

'l could take care of her as arranged--'
'‘No!" His voice cut Linda to silence. 'That is afithe question.’

‘But why?' Linda sat very straight in her chair atefied his eyes.
‘You're a man of influence and you could easily laxpto the
authorities why I'm without my working visa.'

'l could,' he agreed, and very carefully he wadipgea redflushed
nectarine with a sharp-bladed silver knife, 'bbhaive no intention of
doing so.'

'‘What an unfair thing to say!" Linda could hardblibve that he had
said it. "You—you're deliberately forcing me toyskeere, aren't you?'

'Yes,' he said, imperturbably, and held towardsonehe blade of the
knife a section of the fruit. "'Take and taste.'



' don't want it.'
'Don't be a child.’

Reluctantly she took the piece of fruit and plaitea her mouth; she
chewed on it with the knowledge that he made harefraid of him.
How did someone like herself fight a man whose klerys stretched
the fabric of his shirt and whose arms were cosligiol muscles that
rippled beneath the hair-shadowed brown skin?

Yesterday she had felt that Don Ramos was withachebut now he
and his sister were no longer at tiranja she was well and truly in
the hands of El Khalid . . . and he knew she wesabdf him, it was
there in his manner, in the way he looked at hén eyes so dark the
pupils were lost in them.

'If you are so set on beingc@mpanerathen you can be mine,' he
said, almost casually. 'l have been in need offoneome time and
you will suit me very well.'

'You—you can't be serious?' Linda looked at hinredalously. 'l
came here to work as a companion to a child noa'm

*Your duties would be much the same.' He lounget bahis chair
and slid a thin dark cigar between his lips. Adited the tip from a
gold lighter he studied Linda through the leapitgrie, then the
lighter clicked shut and was returned to his packéke someone to
read to me and | enjoy music—you were to teacht®éeipe piano, |
believe?'

‘Yes, it's my favourite instrument next to the aelhd | was informed
by Don Ramos that there's a piano atgrenja.'

'So you also play the cello?’

'Yes.'



‘You are quite an accomplished young woman.'
'‘When it comes to music.'

'‘And when it comes to other things?' He smokeccigar in a lazy
manner, as if the matter of her employment wasdirsettled and he
had no intention of arguing with her. 'What othengjs are you good
at, senorita?'

'I'm no good at being the kind of female compamnyoii have in
mind,' she retorted. 'Y-you have the most colossale!

'My intentions | assure you are strictly honourdb{&gar smoke
wreathed the dark, sardonic angles of his faceu 'Mmeak of nerve
and | say this to you, if you were chicken-heattezh you wouldn't
be in my house at alDios mio,you would not sit facing me across
this table, a rebellious woman | can deal withfmitone with water
in her veinscomprende?’

Yet her nerves were quivering like water when gglowind passes
over it and she felt her hands clench togetheemdp, for there was
something so adamant about the set of his featasehe didn't even
hear the word 'no' from a woman.

'First let me tell you a little about myself." Haudied for a brief
moment the sharply burning point of his cigar.m solterowhich
means that | have never felt the inclination toriaeried. On the other
hand | am a man of property both here in Spainrmatite Middle East
and this means that | owe it to myself to haveravgloo will carry on
my name and inherit my estate. This in every maa lgsic desire
and one | now wish to satisfy. So far as I'm c9nedrthe emotions
have nothing to do with my proposition. | am a msenorita,who
was born without any love in him. | have never innay years met
anyone who has filled my heart with boundless jogt &have very
little interest in the phenomenon called love.'



He paused and allowed his eyes to play over Lifdas. 'l see in
you, la senorita inglesaa look of character, coolness and the need
fulfil an obligation, and so | am going to propdkat you become the
wife who will give me a child. | should prefer thettild to be a son
because in many ways the world is kinder to theeroéthe species,
but it isn't an essential requirement. If the chddorn a daughter
then | shall be happy enough; there will be somexfrmay blood to
inherit what is mine, but if | die a bachelor myags will be divided
up among relatives who will immediately start tguwe about their
share in case it yields a little less petroleum."

Again he was looking at Linda with eyes that willeel submission
to him. 'There are advantages to being the witerath man; you will

never need to take orders from an employer, youbeibble to wear
the very best clothes and jewellery, and bestlgfoair marriage will

be arranged by the head rather than the foolish dach so often
leads people astray so they find themselves orpé#tie of thorns
rather than the path of primroses.’

He raised his cigar to the ironic curve of his lgmsl drew on it until
the end glowed fiercely.

Out of all those words one sentence seemed toitsethinto Linda's
mind. Without a flicker of emotion on his face hedhold her that he
was a man who had been born without any love in, laind her
reaction to these words had been strange anduneteected . .. she
had felt a thrill of compassion which had seemeditofrom the nape
of her neck all the way down her spine to her thighwas a feeling
she had never experienced before, and her miredljalivay from the
sexual aspects of it.

No, she didn't want to believe that she was exdiethe thought of
being this man's wife ... a man who freely admitieat he had no
love to give anyone and whose wish for parenthoas Based on his
need to pass on his worldly goods to a child oblogy.



'Is a man who can't feel love a fit person to lmaeent?' she asked
quietly.

He shrugged his wide shoulders and flicked ash fhosncigar, a
gesture that seemed to underline his attitude.siBlgs not in
sentimental terms, but we live in a commercial @a@mhd wealth has
its compensations. | can give a wife every luxung a child every
advantage and who is to say that these assetscdomt in a world
where adultery and divorce have become commonpl8c#f? in
Spain and the Arab states the arranged marriagled®as- proved to
have its advantages.'

‘Then why,senor,don't you take a Spanish girl for your wife, or a
Arabian girl? Why ask a perfect stranger to maoy3 There was a
look of gravity in Linda's eyes as she regarded; lemen yet she
couldn't take his proposal seriously. They knewyWite about each
other beyond the fact that he was rich and sh@saptecise moment
was without a penny to her name. If he wanted fpdowoman then
why didn't he choose a Latin beauty with dark gloyvhair and
romantic brown eyes; or a girl of the East skilledll the ways of
pleasing a man?

'It's true," he said, 'that the world is filled wambitious beauties who
would leap at the chance of being a rich man's,viate you have

three essential qualities which, to be frank, dlifoaptivating. You are

British and | have never met one who isn't couragebadmire the

ability to make music, and above all I know you anargin.'

That evocative word hung on the warm air betweemthand then a
bee buzzed loudly in the cup of a pale pink floaed Linda saw a
smile on the edge of his mouth.

‘Do | embarrass you?'

‘N-no.'



'l believe | do, and that is another indicationt y@u may have given
yourself to your music but you have never givenrgeli to a man.
You seeperida,it wouldn't suit me in the least to have othentha
absolute virgin for my wife.'

'You seem absolutely sure that | am one, El Khalithda endured

the scrutiny of his dark and worldly eyes and Ifielt body tingle with

the most comprehensive blush of her life. 'l dop®apto have a boy
friend back home in England.’

"You must long to be with him," he said sarcadigca¥our presence
here in Spain proves how much you enjoy his company

'‘Englishmen don't mind if their girl friends workbraad for a
while—and absence makes the heart grow fonderarsen

'l doubt it." He ground out his cigar stub as heksp'l daresay there is
a young man in England who would like to marry yoysy are
pleasing to look upon with your honey-coloured laaud your topaz
eyes. | daresay the young man yearns to have yousee a young
woman whose feelings are too cool and cloistereloaie ever felt
the passion of a man. You are unawakened and | kitiow

Abruptly he leaned across the table and lockedghee into his. 'l
wonder if you realise how completely in my poweuyare? | could
have youperida,without the benefit of a marriage service.'

The iron chill of his words went all the way thrdulger even as she
sat there in a web of sunlight that made such &astof her fairness
and his darkness.

'‘Don't be anxious,' he mocked, 'if you are goingyitee me a child
then | prefer that all the legal knots be tiedrszré is no likelihood of
the courts ever disputing the rights and privilegésmy son or
daughter.’



'You seem to be taking it for granted that I'll myayou.' The words
felt strange on her lips, for she had known thisnnh@ss than
twenty-four hours but with his fatalistic nature $memed to attach
significance to the way they had met ... as iflthad of kismet had
thrown that sack of vegetables on the road andechtsr cab to
swivel above an abyss of rocks and ocean.

'You owe me something for saving your life," helsaianswer to her
thoughts. 'A life for a life, let us say?'

‘You must want a son and heir very badly, El Khalighda's heart
was drumming in her breast and once again sheierged a kind of
compassion for this man who seemed to have evagthit love.
'‘How can you know what I'm like? | might be a s#ifand mercenary
shrew who will take everything and give nothingeturn. | mean, is
it wise to judge a book from the cover?'

'‘Perhaps not wise but certainly intriguing and |uldo consider
myself a tame specimen of a man if | had failedntdice how
shocked you were when | walked in upon you takifgtn. When |
saw you groping for the sponge | thought you weriagto aim it at
my head.'

'l wish I'd thought of it." She flushed anew at gimts of sardonic
amusement in his eyes.

'‘Were you seeking it in order to try and concealrgelf from my
wicked gaze?'

She glanced away from him, the fair skin of heefaarning beneath
his gaze. 'l—I think this game has gone far enoaghor.As there's
no place for me at thgranjathen | would be grateful if you would
lend me the money so | can fly home to England.'

‘There is ample room for you at tbastillo, or if you prefer we can go
to Morocco and live in my desert house—the houseths



nightingales because in the days of colonial ruteligious nursing
order resided there.'

'‘Don't keep assuming that I'll marry you.' Lindasvizeéginning to feel
as if her wishes were bouncing against a stone Wed no intention
of living in Morocco with you—I want to go home."

'You sound like a child instead of a grown womdadis eyes
narrowed dangerously. 'l am doing the courteousigthil'm

suggesting that you become my wife before | taketgded. You are
at liberty to make a choice but | feel it will maleu happier with
yourself if you come to me as a bride rather thamsdress.'

'Y-your arrogance is beyond belief—you really mdhe things
you're saying to me and I'm supposed to let yowe hgur way.'
Linda could see from his face that he had quitéisanhind on having
his own way where she was concerned. She wasi$fydas urge to
become a parent and love was to play no part ipith@uction of his
child. His paramount requirement was that she b#&agn, and a
single look at his firmly set jaw was enough toommh Linda that she
could scream her head off and still he would prdcesth his

purpose.

'l saved you from a broken neck,' he reminded 'Bem't you think
you owe me something in return?'

'Y-you ask a lot of me, El Khalid.'

'l wonder what upsets you so?' He scanned her rfaaeilessly.
'‘Would you prefer a pack of sentimental lies? Woybdi be more
agreeable if | claimed to have fallen in love withu?'

‘N-no.'

'‘No?' he mocked. 'Come, | know enough about youts&now how
susceptible you are to the word love. You regaad ithe password to



paradise and that's why the Don Juans of this wadd it so
frequently and with such success. It has beenlba sesame to the
bedroom since time began and had | used it in oatipn with my
proposal you would be responsive to me insteadesistant. No
matter. I've offered you a choice.’

'Some choice!' she exclaimed.
'It's better than none.'

'‘Why me?' Linda looked defiant. 'I'm not greedy your money—it

won't soften me. But what you can be sure of isltth&ate you if you

force yourself on me. Is that what you perverseintyto be hated
instead of loved by the woman you marry?"

'l ask neither for love nor hate,’ he rejoined.adk for your
co-operation in a venture and you will be amply aesded—ah, you
wrinkle the pert nose but | know a little more bétways of people
than youJa senorita inglesavith your sentimental notion that being
a companion in a Spanish household is an occupatifutfiiment. A
companion is no more than beingervidorminus the uniform, and
that you should seek it, a girl with musical algilits a thing of
amazement to me and | can but assume that you bhasi@aneed to
escape your life in England.'

Linda felt her pulses jolt, for once again he sekneehave delved
into her mind with those eyes that saw everything gave nothing
away, and suddenly she could sit there no longereaping to her
feet she ran towards one of the flagstoned patisied among the
palm trees and the flowering shrubs that droppeil getals lazily on
the pathway.

It was inevitable that he would pursue her but skik gave a broken
cry when his strong hands closed on her shoulaetdia swung her
so effortlessly to face him. In the dappled surtligfiey confronted



each other and Linda felt that in the white drdses was like some
palpitating moth which beat its wings in a vainoeffto fly away.

'‘Where do you think you are going?' he asked. 'feovdo you think
you can get?'

‘You're abominably sure of yourself, aren't youte &ied to break
free but was held firmly by his hands that were réhyaagainst the
fabric of her dress. His face above her was masdiestire of itself
and more than a touch untameable. He had her, k@adised, and he
wasn't going to let go of her.

'‘Ay, I'm sure of what | want,' he agreed. '"You\ailly uncertain and
| accept that, but of a certainty you came to Spairsearch of
something you were unable -to find in your own dogr-if it was
adventure then look upon this marriage as sucleatt other we are
unexplored territory and who knows what we shalldfin each
other's company.'

‘All | expect to find is tyranny and arrogance ésikjoined . . . and
something she was not prepared for, a tingling amess of his touch
that extended from her shoulders to every vulnerphtt of her body.
The backs of her knees seemed to weaken and bheyasid her own
belief that she could feel such sensations for a wiao seemed to
have feelings tipped with the steel of the Sparuahderilla, that
awful weapon used in the bullring to weaken thevérbhull until
finally it capitulated to the sword.

It seemed that she was on the point of capitulatenven by

weaknesses in her own body which she had neveestesh Those
few bashful hugs and kisses she had received framy Nevins had
left her totally unaffected . . . but the touchkadrim el Khalid de

Torres was another matter and as Linda realisdeitried to wrench
herself away from him.



In reaction he pulled her hard against him and egelner lips parted
in protest he took them in a kiss which bore natreh to those dry,
hurried kisses which Larry had aimed at her mouwthar than
directed with such force and urgency that Lindd bsareness of
everything except the savage movements that duémetrate the
silky skin of her lips but set them burning.

She vaguely knew it was expertise and not the lyuthggire of a man
driven by his emotions but— oh God—to feel suclsé&sson other
parts of her! To feel these sensations magnifidt# Bustn't dare
yield to feelings which had nothing to do with Ibviéhis was sheer
animal appeal which she felt in the powerful arnrh®ge skin seemed
to burn against her body, awakening a response lfiemtdeep inner
self which threatened to overwhelm her.

'Don'tl' She almost ricked her neck as she madeftbe to turn her
head aside from his mouth.

‘Don't you enjoy the lovemaking of a man who kndigbusiness?'
He spoke mockingly against the side of her neclerevlthe heart's
vein beat its wild message against his lips.

‘This has nothing to do with love—you said thatdavas something
you could never feel.' Even as she spoke Lindadctadl her body
pressed close to his, to a warm strength and sopgdehat made her
head spin and her breath come quickly. Things Wwappening inside
her which were beyond her control . . . her bodynssd detached
from her mind and was making its own urgent demahids skin
qguivered in the most acutely sensitive way as sheafwarm hand
slide over the curve of her hip.

'l like the feel of your body,’ he murmured. 'l dikits young
slenderness and most of all the fact that | anfitbieman in your life
to touch you in this way. | know it and feel it! ¥@re completely



unawakened and the thought of being the man whé&evgayou is an
incentive | fully intend to pursue.’

As he said the words he released her and watchgtedastinctively
sought the support of a nearby palm- tree whosearostem
penetrated the fabric of her dress. There she swtidher hands
gripping the roughness, the pupils of her eyes igie What the irises
were like rings of gold around them.

‘You look," a smile seemed to touch his mouth domh twas gone,
'like a wild young falcon who has flown into my @&iafter a long
journey which has left you exhausted. Why fight ngalf, beride?
We both know when you opened your eyes yesterddyfaumnd
yourself in my arms that it was more than a miskach caused us
to meet. For some time | had been wishing to mamng you suit my
requirements in every respect.’

'‘W-what if you don't suit mine?' she managed todszspite the wild
thumping of her heart.

‘A mere bagatelle." He snapped his fingers. 'If yeturned to
England you might marry this young man who obvigies no hold
on your emotions. Young women don't turn their Isagck someone
who excites them and though I'm fully aware that yaould rather be
tortured than admit it, | know that a part of yswery excited by the
prospect of belonging to me. You shake your head koow!

'No." She was saying it to convince herself rathan him.'No."

'Yes.' He stepped close to her and deliberatelgsect her to the
palm-tree with his body; she quivered and her dgedank down as if
to hide the desire in her eyes. 'Don't!’

‘You might as well eliminate that word from yourcabulary,’ he
softly mocked, 'because it just doesn't exist bebhwes.'



'I—I don't love you--'

'‘Love,' he brought his lips close to hers, 'is haptword without
meaning so far as you and | are concerned. Howysait skin, how
bright your hair, how delicately strong the feeljotir hipbones. You
will give me a beautiful childperida,and that is what counts. Is it not
better to be the mother of your own child rathemtithecompanera
of a stranger's offspring?'

'Please--'

'‘When you say please your lips shape themselves kss.' And he
lowered his dark head and once again Linda wassatnbrcy and
powerless to resist the potent discovery thatiklkd kthe bold texture
of his mouth and the feelings that erupted insiglewhen his fingers
roamed over her skin. She had to grip the sterhepalm-tree very
hard because of themselves her arms wanted tosenai® shoulders
and her fingers wanted to touch him.

She felt dazed by the sensations he made her. feghocked by the
realisation that this stranger had managed to psecto her in
twenty-four hours than anyone she had known forsyeRuthlessly
he had stepped across the border of her reservakea her totally
by surprise.

Linda looked at him in a lost way and saw in hisseitis awareness
that she was losing the will to resist him. Up unaw her body had
been only an instrument for making lovely soundshencello but he
had let loose in her a disharmony between mindeandtion ... he
had made her aware of what lay hidden behind lvadiaof coolness.

She wanted to be cool and controlled but insteadcsiuld feel the
agitated rise and fall of her breasts tautly bmghhe hard wall of El
Khalid's chest.



'l think you will marry me,' he said, and there vealseaviness to his
eyelids as he regarded her. 'l think your resigaacthe idea is
already beginning to melt.’

'I—I barely know you,' she protested. 'l can'tjet take over my life
in this high-handed way!'

'‘Why can't you? The exploration of unknown tergtozan be
exciting.' He pressed closer to her and his bodyenvébrant contact
with hers, and a smile glimmered in his eyes wHengave a little
gasp . . . then another, the pupils of her eygeland burning.

'‘Don't make me,' she implored huskily. "You're loelately using
your position to get me to do what you want.’

'Of course | am,' he said shamelessly. 'Why notitathat you like the
idea. Two people with only themselves to pleaseaa and a woman
ready for marriage.'

No ... it was madness and she had to fight him.

'‘Let me go!" She pushed at his shoulders and folewch firm and
unyielding. 'l want to go home to my family in Eagbl—my aunt
warned me about coming here, she said I'd land linpsteouble--'

‘A lady of foresight,’ he drawled. 'l think it'siféao remind you that
my arrival on the road yesterday prevented you flmmg flown
home to England in a box.'

Linda shuddered at the images he evoked. "Youlre wesnotional
blackmail in order to coerce me and you're quitthless about
it—quite heartless!

'‘And quite candid.' He took hold of her hand anesped it to his
chest where the beat of his heart was firm andlaegiy heart is
just a machine inside my body; it has never bestubed by the



emotion people refer to as love. | had no mothefativer to love
when | was a child. | grew up knowing my motheasef only from a
portrait and so | never learned to eagerly awaitdraval in my

nursery morning and night. | never breathed hefupe or felt her
kiss on my face. | was in the hands of people fmatdke care of me,
then later on | was sent to a school where boy® waught to be
self-reliant to the point of harshness. From tHeretered a military
academy and in my first year there was a war irMitglle East and |
became a soldier who killed his enemies and sawdmgades killed
or injured.'

He paused as if to let his words sink right intada’'s mind. 'l want
my own child to know its mother, and | want the hetof that child
to be loved by him. | don't ask for your love bsek in you a capacity
to feel it and | am ruthless enough to take you-rdwre and now
among the palm trees and believe me when | leoynwf my arms,
berida,you will have my child inside you!

Words spoken with such iron savagery they left himeeling with

shock ... never would she have believed that ogpesldawould hear a
man say such a thing to her. Her life until now peatected her from
the kind of sexual threat that was almost crughyaaent on his face.

Her eyes raced over his face, seeing there therpaneethe virility
and the threat. Nerves deep inside her body setn@ddgtch at her to
the point of pain and suddenly she swayed forwadifaund herself
pressed to the hard warmth of his chest. She lweédtiat warmth and
the tang of his cigar smoke and felt her faintriesgn to recede.

'I—I don't know how to fight you,' she said hellys

‘Just stop trying.' His fingers threaded her hadt stroked the nape of
her neck. 'You weren't made for fighting, you warade for more
sensitive skills and the time has come to applynthés as simple as
that.'



No, she thought, no involvement with such a marccbe a simple
matter. She moved her restless head against hinwarwed with
pain when her bruised brow made contact with lashfland bone.
"You overpower me with the things you say--'

'‘Because | have swept aside the polite chit-chatrahgers?' There
was amusement in his voice. 'Are we strangers wieskiss?'

Linda found herself making a negative movement vién head.
When he kissed her all reasoning fled and she waseaonly of
impulse, and urgings that seemed incredible to Hew could she
feel such needs . was it possible they were relatéae blow on her
head? Had something gone wrong so she was no |dmgegrerson
she had been? A girl of cool composure who adongsicvand loved
romantic poetry and held in her heart her shy imafigthe parfait
chevalier.

That perfect knight had never resembled in any th@man who
held her in his arms right now ... a man who had ber with brutal
candour that he had no capacity for love.

'You say words—make images that confuse me," sbathed. 'l
feel—trapped.’

‘A quail in the net, eh?' He held her away from land his eyes
seemed to strip away the white dress from her ltoalyshrank for an
instant and then felt desirous of what he madeféer when he

looked at her ... he didn't need Arab cloak, heguks and leather
boots; even without them he was every inch thel@uhwho fought

his enemies without a stab of fear, and took a wowighout a spark
of love.

‘A tender quail ready for the plucking,' he laughaad Linda gazed
in fascination at the dazzle of his white teethirgtahis sun darkened
skin.



'‘My aunt,' she exclaimed, 'l have to let her kndw--
‘The two of you have a sympathetic relationshigXi@manded.
'Of course--'

'l think that isn't quite true,' he contradictebung as you look, you
are beyond the age of needing permission to maritlsnk it best
that we proceed to suit ourselves. You came torSpad you not, in
order to live your own life?'

'Yes,' she agreed, a flash of temper in her eyeisl. come here to live
my own life but | didn't get very far before yowtocharge of me!'

'l feel certain,' the edge of his teeth glimmetgtht you will find life
with me a little more exciting than you found ittkviyour aunt. Your
eyes, my child, are easy for me to read and whemyentioned the
woman they became shadowed—I assume she has begn
guardian?'

'‘She and my uncle,' Linda admitted. 'They've besmdgo me but
Aunt Doris can be difficult. She has always maddeaéduty bound
and so in the end | just had to get away, espgadien--'

'‘When?' he encouraged.

Linda shrugged her shoulders. She had been abowition Larry
Nevins and the pressure that was being put upotohearry him.
‘When | decided to work abroad instead of joinimgcaichestra. |
adore music but I—I always wanted to be a solmst lafall short of
perfection.’

'‘Don't we all,' he drawled. 'You shall be my salamia Linda. You
will play exclusively for me—in all ways.'



Linda wanted to defy him but he sealed off the wob&fore she
could speak them, gathering her close to the Haecht and promise
of his body, making her aware once again that these strangers
until they touched, until they kissed.

'‘We shall go East to be married,' he said decigivéb the desert
where the sands have a timeless magic and whenedbe is a honey
ball at its fullest. This plan is agreeable to you?

'I seem to have no choice, El Khalid.'

‘True.' His smile was without shame. 'Any resis&ainom you would
be dealt with.'

'How?' she wanted to know, a hint of resistand@ertilt of her chin.
'You have heard of the poppy, haven't you?'

She felt a stab of shock. "You wouldn't—dare.’

‘Try me,' he challenged.

Linda studied the sculpture of his face and lookeal the dark eyes
that were like nightfall and she knew his threaswa empty one.
‘You would do it, wouldn't you—like some white séawou'd drug
me!'

‘Yes.' For endless moments his gaze seemed toraen&t the far
reaches of her body. 'There are many things betweeran and a
woman that will always be primitive and | see ndue in making
myself out to be a gentle man.'

'I—I think you might be a wicked man,' she breathed



'‘Wicked,' he mocked, 'just because | advocatewthain women try
on the trousers it's up to the men to pull thempmthnto. Women at
heart want to be mastered.’

'Is that what | shall haveenor,a master?"
'Did you ever doubt itherida?'

'l don't like the thought of being bullied.’
'I'm more subtle than a bully, my girl.'

'l hope so.'

'Be sure of itdoncella.’

Linda was sure of nothing where this man was corezErthe only
certainty was that he took what he wanted. 'Thadwou used—I
haven't heard it before. What does it mean?'

‘It means virgin, which is what you are, eh?'

'‘What would you do if | wasn't a virgin?' Her eye=d a deep gravity
as they dwelt on his face where the bones thrustdty beneath the
naturally dark skin.

'Feel cheated,' he replied.

‘Then don't you think you should marry a girl oliy@wn country?’
'‘Perhaps so,' he spoke almost callously, 'but péapo want you.'
‘To be your willing slave?'

'‘Why not?' He gave a brief laugh. 'Deep down in worthere is such
an urge but they tend to fight against it. The @arlight be a more
pleasant place if women gave in gracefully to thet that it's their



bodies that delight men, not their arguments. Woarerat their most
delightful when they surrender themselves body smd to a man.
They are the gateway to passion and men turn thé ke

'Wisdom of the East?' she asked.

'Of course." A smile flicked his lip, and his hgmessed its warmth
against the white fabric of her dress, his fingasrtightly touching
the young curve of her breast.

A thrill of fear and excitement made itself fellegeinside her; Linda's
every instinct informed her that El Khalid was amaf powerful
passions. Everything about him was so utterly vagerand evident
in the thick darkness of his hair, in the mahogaaymth of his skin,
in the deep timbre of his voice.

Linda couldn't deny the excitement which his toacbused in her
and she felt herself inclining towards his domirgrsurrendering to
whatever he demanded of her. '‘Don't completelyescae,” she
pleaded. 'Leave me with a few illusions.'

'Romantic ones?' he mocked. 'l want you and thateslity, girl with
the hair gold like the tinting in old Koranic sdrip

'‘Oh---" She caught her breath, defenceless wherthbge to charm
her.

'‘But every coin has its reverse,' he added. 'A sweel face can hide
scorpions.'

This time Linda looked at him aghast, and holdieg ffaze he bent
his head and kissed her mouth. '‘Don't worry," henmived, 'you are
more than likely to be the one who gets stung.’

‘Yes, damn you.' Her eyes blazed defiance intoYiai're as hard as
ox-leather!



‘And you are soft as silkpia lindo.'

Soft, vulnerable . . . trapped, she thought, armkdly wondered if
she was dreaming this man and this moment. But rmdream of
hers had ever contained a figure so vigorously akn she blinked
her eyes he didn't drift away like smoke in thetaking with him the
things he had said.

The only dreamlike factor was that she seemed gdesgeto prevent
the events taking place. When she tried to ruraitmss were there to
prevent her. When she tried to protest he stopgpedavords with his

warm demanding mouth. There seemed nothing shel amland

when she looked at him she saw herself trappdteidarkness of his
eyes.

‘Say yes to me,' he insisted.
‘N-no--'
‘Say it or else.’

Slowly, deliberately, she could feel his hand mogther body,
pressing into her waist, travelling upwards untémclosed her left
breast. She quivered helplessly as he stared duwrher eyes. She
felt him toying with her and saw something creepmtg his eyes that
warned her it was now . . . now among the palmsyndon the
ground, without a stitch of dignity.

‘Damn you—yes!'

'‘Bueno!'And with the strength that snatched her breatsviheng her
by the waist until she hung above him and then wikind of savage
pleasure he kissed her body through the fabriceofdness and she
heard him sayMia joya!"

‘You're crazy,' she gasped.



'‘As a loon.' He lowered her to her feet. 'Now cawitt me and | shall
put a bracelet on you.'

'l have a bracelet.’

He lifted her left hand and gave the wristlet asowy glance. ‘A
memento of your schooldays, eh? The one | havebtokmy safe is
pure lustrous gold—I discovered it in Morocco améVver knew why
| bothered to buy it. Now | have the answer, forsithe Spanish
custom to give aoviaa bracelet rather than a ring.’

'You're far more of an Arab, El Khalid.'

He shot down at her his wickedly glimmering smiddraid that | am
going to shut you up in myarem?"

‘Aren't you?' she murmured.
‘There does happen to be one in my desert house.'

Linda felt his firm possession of her hand ... aggssion that in a
very short time would extend to the rest of hert Wah love, nor
with the tenderness of two people who had growsectogether in a
courtship. She and El Khalid were going to be sfeas at the altar. In
just a few minutes she was going to accept hisegpshackle on her
wrist.

She could hardly believe in her own actions he, inda Layne who
had always been a girl of sensibility.



CHAPTER FOUR

LINDA trailed her fingers over the fabric of her dredsioh was
beautifully silky to the touch and in a honey colahat was
complimented by her coat, a dark sable lined witth &arim had
Insisted on giving her the coat, just as he'd tedishat she call him
by his first name . . . still as strange on hegtenas the realisation
that she was flying with him to Fez Eldjid.

The costly beauty of her dress and coat didn'tagsghe qualms she
felt, for in the opposite seat of this privatelyrmd aircraft Karim sat
with a withdrawn look, plunged deep in his thoughtsl hardly
aware of her.

She had stopped pretending to herself that she'twdrsmvn to him
physically and through the veil of her lashes sthmieed him in the
smooth brown suit and white-on-white shirt wheréhat cuffs there
was the dark gleam of onyx studs.

In a mental sense, however, she felt no closemtaliian on the day
they had met and yet here she was, flying withteifiez where they
were going to become husband and wife. In expenkiggage
stowed on the aircraft there was a trousseau efyasiothes which,
bought in Barcelona at one of the best housessbfda, had replaced
the less glamorous garments she had lost. Struskchfess, Linda
had heard Karim inform the manageress thatnloigia was to be
supplied with sets of lingerie, evening and dayses, blouses, skirts
and shoes in assorted styles, and riding and &isaar.

'You have a fortunateovia,'the woman had smiled.

'He's buying me," Linda thought to herself, 'anth ho longer
struggling.’

It wasn't that she was seduced by the lovely citheby the lustrous
bracelet on her wrist . . . during those last fayslin Spain she had



often felt a stab of doubt, but she knew that wigt her to her
promise was the man himself.

Insidiously he had cast his spell over her angtbspect of being his
wife was more exciting than the thought of goingmieoto the
mock-Tudor house in Essex where, once again, tlek+mmartness
of the suburban life would engulf her in its roesnand its attitudes.
In such an environment it wasn't possible to bendividual. Within
her age group the girls and women wore a duplioaifeeach others'
clothing and hairstyles. There was a sameness #eyteople that
imitated the sameness of the streets and houséswidimn those
houses each family lived a life that was suffoagirsimilar to the
life of the family next door.

Linda had chosen the unknown devil rather thanothe she knew,
and there he sat in the dark and brooding shaarin el Khalid de
Torres.

She recalled how he had told the woman in the éashouse that he
admired the colour of hisovias hair and wanted the fabrics chose
for her to compliment her colouring.

Her hand stole upwards and she fingered the bwghgs "of hair
beneath the small close hat that she wore; a damkyhcloche that
reflected the colour of her eyes.

‘You are perfection.' Karim spoke abruptly. "Thef@er travelling
companion for a man; for you to sit with your thatgyand leave me
to consider mine.'

Her lashes fluttered, for he had startled her, simel gave him an
uncertain smile. "Your thoughts looked like vergd®nessenor.’

‘Do you plan to address me so formally when wenaaeried?' he
asked, a faint glimmer of mockery in his eyes eyes dark as the
studs that secured the cuffs of his shirt.



'l shan't know until we are—married." Still the warould induce her
heart to give a little trip, like a toe stubbingdlf on a staircase that
led to a mysterious room. Much of Karim was locleadhy in that
secret room and Linda still felt afraid of maritalvelations. They
would come, those revelations, for a woman couldk@twith a man
without discovering what he chose to conceal befloeeintimacy of
marriage.

‘Are you excited by the idea of being married izFe

'‘Amazed is a better word,' she replied. 'l look olithis window
beside me and realise I'm up in the clouds instédidmly down on
the ground in sensible shoes.'

A remark which caused him to glance at her slefetgy and feet in
beautifully fitting two-toned court shoes. 'You leaa glamourmia,
that was concealed by your plain suit and youriséntotwear, and
| feel rather like an explorer who has uncoverewak of art.
Tomorrow when we face thBla'zoun| feel sure you will be a
revelation.'

'Is the ceremony a complicated one?' Linda wasouadaras well as
apprehensive, and unsurprised that he wished thairiage to be
conducted by an Arabian priest. He was an Arab &lifinen his
father's side and a small voice whispered in herdnthat it was
comparatively easy for a man of the East to becdisentangled
from a wife he no longer wanted.

He had been candour itself where she was conceheedanted to
father a child and that was his sole reason fan¢ak wife. In the
event that she gave him a child he might well deditht she was
expendable. It was, in a way, something Linda etqueto happen
despite what he had said about wanting his chilgrtav up in the
care of a loving mother.



The one thing she was sure of where Karim was cordewas that
he was unpredictable. He had sprung upon her tlogisng spree in
Barcelona, and also the fact that he had decide@roirabian
wedding.

You will enjoy the ceremony.' He sat lighting gani, the rise and fall
of the flame playing over the dark authority of fe€e. "There is
nothing at all to be nervous about and | have wendl ahead that I'm
marrying a girl of the West but | would, of coursike it if you will
agree to be dressed in the traditional Eastern Wayild you mind so
much?'

Linda considered his question, then shook her héaddes in
England wear a veil and a long dress so reallyetlsert all that much
difference, is there?'

Cigar smoke slid from his lips . . . those boldltpat sent tiny shivers
through Linda whenever she looked at his mouth. déigk eyes
strayed over her slightly pensive face.

'I'm gratified that you are being so composed almwdrything,
Linda. Your mind is now more at ease, eh? You degd it as so
strange that you and | are going to enter into iager together
despite our short acquaintance?"

'I—I still get the odd butterfly just here.' Sheepsed a hand to her
midriff and drew his eyes to her slim figure in theess that clung
softly to the shape of her. His gaze moved downveaudl rested on
her right leg, lightly crossed over her left legh®y foot swung with a
giveaway touch of nerves.

'We have a custom in the East of giving a gold ein&hd | have it
with me. Tomorrow | would like you to wear it—nowvomlt look
outraged, it isn't a shackle but a delicate chadhlat us say it amuses



me to give in now and then to my Arabian impulsethe matter of
my woman.'

Linda caught her breath, for his voice seemed telldm the words.
Did she really know what she was doing in relatmthis man? Even
in a well-cut, modern styled suit he looked likeman who had
wandered into the wrong century.

'‘Will you be wearing an Eastern outfit tomorrowe sasked.

'Of a certainty.' He drew on his cigar and a rihgraoke sailed in the
air between them. 'l tend to wear the insignia @heikh when |
participate in a ceremony of importance. You ddiseahat | am a
Sheikh?'

She smiled uncertainly. ‘Who would have dreametldhaordinary
English girl like myself would be marrying a man tafe—shall |
have a title as well?'

He inclined his head. 'The people of my householdagdress you
as lellah which means lady. By this time tomorrow you wilive
become the Lady Linda.'

'‘Oh--' Her lips quivered visibly. "You're marryinge, Karim, without
knowing a great deal about me.'

'l know about you what | consider essential.' Hissepossessed her
In a comprehensive look. 'If you could see youraslf see you then
you would understand.’

'Fine feathers make fine birds,’ she said wrylykdbw I'm not
beautiful—I have a tilt to my nose, my mouth is wide and my hair
Isn't the dark Latin kind that seems so managéable.

'‘But all put together they make an appealing coatiovn.' He leaned
forward and his fingers closed around her suspendéd ankle, a



gesture that sent a thrill running up her leg he knew, just as she
did, that his touch had an effect upon her shehefsess to control.

Whatever her doubts he could erase them just lmygddys hand upon

her and right now she was mesmerised by his fingetbey stroked

the silky slenderness of her leg.

"Your body sets fire to me,' he murmured. 'l wardrg inch of your
white skin, every soft golden hair, every pulsetbdas enough for
both of us to know, that we aren't strangers whenaoaich.'

Was it really enough, Linda thought, as he |learsatk in his seat and
conferred with the steward about their lunch. Sowi&l and
irresistible force had driven her into the armdafim el Khalid de
Torres, for she could have sworn that she woulé&nmarry anyone
unless convinced that she madly loved the man asdaved by him.

'‘Chilled champagne with pure orange juitdlah?' Karim's voice
broke in amusedly upon her deep thoughts.

'‘Oh—yes, please.’

‘A malt whisky for me," Karim informed the stewaweho gave him a
polite bow and moved away along the carpeted todlee pantry.

'l notice you aren't an orthodox Arab,' Linda rekeat:

He shook his head. 'l have never pretended tatheresaint or sinner,
| am just a man with the usual set of vices anuigs.’

A man, she thought, who had never broken his rmat anyone;
who was highly capable of giving a woman joy ashaglsuffering. It
was all there in his forceful face . . . unspokarttee" boldly formed
lips whose kisses silenced her questions but noddebts.

'‘While you were sitting spellbound | ordered lundie, said. 'l think |
have an idea what pleases your taste buds.'



She flushed slightly for he had a way of imbuinghemf his remarks
with a sensuality that made her quiver as she cowdkle the cello
qguiver when she drew the bow across its sensitastyf she were a
finely tuned instrument in his hands.

‘What have you ordered?' she asked.

‘Truffles poached in wine, pepper butter, meltedsteaks with an
assortment of vegetables, and deep gooseberryngieraam.’

'Mmm, sounds delicious.'

'‘Delicious,’ he murmured, and his eyes were onlipgr his eyelids
heavy and thoughtful. ‘What were you thinking ale/aigo?'

'‘Oh, that I'm not sure if I'm awake or dreaming—engthing has
happened so quickly.'

‘You feel as if I've dragged you aboard this aft@ta
‘Something like that.'

'By the hair?' He reached forward and removed hgrthrowing it
aside with a careless disregard for the moneydtduest.

'‘Don't do that to my lovely little hat,' she repeovhim, picking it up
and stroking a dent out of the suede. 'Don't yioei it?'

'| prefer to see your hair." His gaze stroked tbkly softness of it,
framing her face in the pageboy style she had nehaanged from the
age of sixteen when in a mood of defiance she loa@ ¢go a local
hairdresser and asked him to cut off the braidsbat insisted upon.
Aunt Doris had always wanted to keep her a schdoidio would
stay young and obedient and not develop the whimdgassions of a
woman.



Heaven alone knew what Aunt Doris' reaction woutdwhen she
received the letter which Linda had posted off tagland from
Barcelona. She would probably have one of her viapand poor
Uncle Henry would have to revive her and then histe hours while
she went on and on about the ingratitude of theaxgeugeneration.
Well, it couldn't be helped. Here she was withlinesband-to-be and
they were high in the air, being served drinks fthesteward's tray.

'‘Mmm, this is nice." She watched the bubbles ggliihrough the
orange tinted champagne. 'What luxury!

Karim laughed in that deep-throated way of his. &8ém ingenuous
young creature you are, Linda.'

‘Very naive, | expect, by comparison to some ofrygoman friends.’

‘A breath of fresh air is welcome after the cloypeffume—yes, you
are a girl unexpectedly different from anyone Irdugew before.'

'I—I expect you've known lots of women.'

‘Thousands,' he mocked. "Young woman, | have bemy lvith
things apart from the pleasures—do you imaginesplaselection of
houris in my desert house, who await my arrivahyaianting bosoms
and hungry eyes rimmed in kohl?'

'l hope you don't,’ she replied.
‘You want to be my one and only woman?'

She nodded. 'Karim—everything is going to be ghtjisn't it? We
are strangers in so many ways . . .’

'‘But not in the way that counts.' His eyes compkiier to agree with
him. 'If either of us sought comfort and cosinéentwe wouldn't be



together right now— those are not the requiremehésther of us so
be honest with yourself.'

It was true, she couldn't doubt the excitementdush aroused in her
... she could no longer deny that she wantecttavith him even if
she found hell as well as heaven in his arms. k®fitst time in her
life she felt desire and it scattered caution gfthur winds.

'l think the romantic dreams of girlhood have clungyou rather
longer than they cling to others,' he said. "Youehaulnerable wings,
my fledgling, and | must take care not to breakrthe

She gave a slight shiver and drank quickly fromdfeenmed glass in
her hand. His hands were brown and powerful angealath him in
Fez, and married to him in a country where a wifes\& possession,
she would be completely at his mercy. She wouldy Bense, be a
prisoner of his passion to beget a child.

*Your foot swings back and forth like the tail ofharvous cat,' he
said. "You must learn to relax.’

'I—I used to get like this when | had a music exaation to pass.'
She gave him a nervous smile. 'l was always affdichake a fool of
myself and produce awful discordant notes.'

‘You are highly strungnia lindo."'
'I'm afraid so, Karim.'

'‘Don't be afraid.' He raised his glass and swaltbs@me of his malt
whisky. 'l like knowing how sensitive you are.'

Their eyes locked for a long silent moment and hirfdlt him
consuming her with that look, as if he wanted owhgr of her right
here on the aircraft.



'Oh, Karim," her face was nakedly afraid of the Bams he made her
feel, 'if only we had more in common!’

'‘What more could we have?' He spoke indulgentlyif &s/ing to
soothe the fears of a child.

'I—I'm so unworldly compared to you—you picked aalt my
honeymoon clothes because you thought | might bhesen all the
wrong things.'

'Linda,' he suddenly looked severe, 'the reasoaoH you to the salon
in Barcelona was simply that | wanted you to h#&eeliest. Charming
fabrics that truly become you and colours to sainyfair colouring.
It pleased me to do the selecting.'

'l feel as if you're buying me, Karim.'

He gave a slight shrug. 'What does it matter, asvifgyyou must be
well dressed and there the matter ends.'

'‘Spoken just like a bossy Arab with Spanish bloodim!'
'‘Does the thought of it make you scared?' he macked
'I've heard that such men like to keep a womarenyplace.’

‘They don't just like ithint, they do it," he said sardonically. ‘Spare tt
rod and spoil the child, as the saying goes—notdation that a tame
husband makes for himself a wild wife.’

‘As if any woman could think you tame!" It bothulded and piqued
her that there were depths to his nature which rafght never

explore; always he would want her to be the caadd transparent
partner, with an innocent body for his enjoymemcheapened by
casual affairs.



She met his eyes and saw tiny points of fire imthe. with a look he
owned her and it was foolishly romantic of her tantvsome sign
from him that he cared about the person she wadeirike young,
unfledged body that was to give him a child.

He had seen too much. He had fought in a cruelamdrbecome
disillusioned by people and the ideals they talke@abut and
senselessly destroyed. And like most men who sedviestruction
he wanted to see life renewed in the shape ofvinlssmn or daughter.

'Is your desert house very big?' she asked, stekenthoughts into a
less disturbing area. "Your house of the nightiegal

'It is a fair size,' he replied, 'and jasmine clansball over the walls
and the rooms are filled with the scent of the Bowfor the house
surrounds a massive courtyard. | have a fondnessldat my castle
in Spain was convenient for my work with the logalmovement. It
provided shelter and escape for those like Donadyamvho needed
a place where they could stay for a while and forgeat they had
been through. Some, like Domaya, will take timeecover . . . she
refuses, you see, to believe that her husbandisuwsad. Until she
can accept the truth she will continue to relive tightmare.'

He tossed back the remainder of his whisky. 'Inyeerzand | will put
all our problems behind us and concentrate uporsebees.
Comprende?’

She gave him a smile and didn't miss the mastgl#alm in his eyes.
In Fez they would be cut off from the past and ¢hee would have
legal dominion over her future. Her heart beat vastn she thought
of what lay ahead of her in the arms of so forcafolan who, unlike
herself, was no novice where the pleasures of they bwere
concerned.



As they ate their delicious lunch Karim told heatthe had arranged
for their marriage to take place in the main relcgptoom of the
house, which had a mosaic floor and a fountairhatdentre. He
smiled as he described the colonnade set with joda¢s, and the
fretted tower which turtle doves had turned inteithvery own
dalliance balcony where they perched and preeredféathers.

It was a house of an almost cloistered beauty &edprevious

occupiers the nuns had made a garden which hedghin Linda

would find pleasure in. There were blue jacarahdadeepened into
exotic shades of mauve in the moonlight, and piakses of lantana
that attracted butterflies with wings as marvell@ssjewels. The
marigolds of a deep tangerine colour were as bignahaelmas

daisies, and on the pools the lotus flowers weseyiwhite.

Linda ate her gooseberry pie and cream and listemtda touch of
fear as Karim described the desert to her. A lesgland pitiless
ocean of sand smouldering in the hot sun which digd at duskfall
gave way to masses of diamond bright stars.

'It has a savage fascination.' He stirred browrasugto his black

coffee. 'Even the sea is less awesome than thet ddsese storms

can stir the sand into huge smoking pillars thatespacross its
surface like crazed giants. But after such a tetrtpese is a sense of
peace that can't be described. It is empty anditafi . . the garden of
Allah.’

He showed Linda that they were now flying over desert and she
realised that he had left behind in Spain the pamim that was

Spanish. As they approached Fez Eldjid she fourgeHavith a man

whose Arabian side was now predominant. This was Sheikh

Karim el Khalid, a warlord of this strange and lzarb land whose
traditions had undergone far less change than @ Western

hemisphere.



This was the land ohektouhb. .. it is written. The land of thiearam,
that place forbidden to all men but the masteheftiouse. Here in
the streets the women still walked veiled, weatimg charms and
amulets that kept the eye of Shaitan away from them

As the aircraft circled for landing Linda acceptiedt there was no
going back to the person she had been . . . shedmnhitted herself
to a marriage which in every way would make hertdta& possession
of a man of the East. How long that marriage wdatd she had no
way of knowing . . . perhaps only as long as ikther to give Karim
the child he wanted.

The sun shot an arrow of gold through the windosidesher seat and
it flickered on the surface of the bracelet whicarikh had fastened
about her wrist. On her other wrist on the muchiovaer bangle there
hung the little heart which enclosed the face ofrhether.

As always when Linda felt insecure she found wigh fingers that
hard little heart. Something caught her by theahro . she had never
really known what it was like to be loved just farself. Her mother
had walked out on her and her father had handedvserto his sister
who had demanded gratitude rather than affectisenEvhen Aunt
Doris had shown any affection it had been of tletfdf kind that
demanded of a child that she be always neat apdctfal and never
noisy.

Linda decided then and there that if she had Karhild and he
abided by his promise that she could stay and Igvihen never
would that child's life be a book of rules. Therewd be laughter in
the playroom, noise and scribbling and cake cruoves the floor.
Don't do this and don't do that would be forbideerds, and when
the lightning flashed and the thunder roared thiadl evouldn't be left
to tremble alone under the bedcovers.



'How silent you are.' Large strong hands grippedadais and she
looked at Karim in a bemused way. 'Are you afrdidamming down
to earth?'

'l was thinking of my childhood.' Her eyes dwelagely on his face
that was so bronzed and so firmly featured. 'lhaee a child, Karim,
will you let me take care of it?"

'Of course | shall." He chafed her cold hands swmarm ones. 'l am
not so hard hearted that | would separate you fyoar very own
baby.'

'Promise me, Karim.' She was in the grip of a gfeaanxiety, 'Give
me your word!'

‘You have my word.' His brows were grooved by aviro'What has
got into you, Linda? | told you when | proposedgdnl that | want my
child to grow up in the care of its English mothérchose you
deliberately for that purpose. You will be the petfmother.’

'l shall try to be a good mother," she said, atigbly she felt a sting
of tears in her eyes. 'l know | shall be a lovinge-e-that's all

important, Karim, and | speak from experiencesitttienough to care
about a child's welfare, love and kisses mean aucth when we're
small and can't defend ourselves against adultshendiay they can
knock down the walls around us.’

'‘My child, you are quite upset about this.' He ge@ her hands and
seemed concerned to glimpse tears in her eyesn'\didd give the
impression that | would knock down walls and malau yfeel
insecure all over again?'

She knew the answer ... it was because he didret her. Quite
suddenly, as the aircraft taxied along the priatstrip where they
were landing, Linda knew why this feeling of insetguhad her in its
grip. But red hot pincers wouldn't have torn thafegsion from her



tongue, that quite unexpectedly she wanted fromtheviove he had
never been able to feel in all his thirty-six ye&@be wanted to see it
in his eyes, wanted to feel it in his touch, warttetear it on his lips.

She followed him numbly off the aircraft and inteetlimousine that
waited to take them to the outskirts of Fez where House was
situated on the edge of the desert. She breathrdrage air and was
aware of the lofty walls of the city as they drdheough the great
horseshoe gateway into the heart of the East.

Her own heart was troubled . . . she wanted Kaoitake her in his
arms but such a demonstration in public was fodadtdere. This
wasn't a European city where couples embraceceibaick seats of
cars and cabs without any fear of censure. InKacim was sitting

well away from her on the wide back seat of theolisine, an air of
reserve about him that struck at her feelings.

Intent on hiding her feelings Linda gazed interfittym the window
beside her and saw minarets and domes of a gratcedls in contrast
to the tumbledown muddle of the streets througicivitiney drove,
the blare of the motor horn a constant warningotzed pedestrians
and their donkeys.

Poor bedraggled donkeys, over-laden and underfedtitiuspirited

enough to bray back at the car as it passed byloua of dust. Here
and there skinny dogs nosed about in alleywaystl@digures of
dark- clad, robed women were like silent shadowairesy the
sunburned walls of houses which looked athousaadsyad. Linda
knew they weren't that old but merely unchangednéed and
construction.

In a while the old part of the city was left behiadd in the rosy
decline of the sun Linda saw gardenlike terracesranftops where
the women weren't muffled in robes that concediedtfrom head to
toe. She gazed in fascination at one figure whehesié like a golden



statue, the declining sun glinting in the hoop$@f earrings, then a
child ran to the woman and she stirred out of reerde and drew him
close against her.

Linda felt the sensual pulse-beat of this place reeheme was
measured by the calls of theuezzinand when she glanced shyly a
Karim, his profile in the deepening golden dusk ware Arabian. In
her mind's eye she visualised him as he would &dkeir marriage,
clad in the robes and insignia of a Sheikh. Theih fagling her gaze
upon him Karim turned his head to look at her amel felt as if she
were looking into the fierce eyes of a desert falco

'In a day or so we shall visit the bazaars; they maoisy and
fascinating.'

'I'd like to do that—it seems a very strange otg.ci

'It's the oldest city in Morocco and has remaineckly Eastern and
timeless. It's my father's birthplace but the athpe in which he was
born has long since crumbled into dust.’

She caught the note of sadness in his voice antedao reach out
and touch his hand in sympathy. Did it mean anghon him that
they had both had inwardly lonely childhoods? Thees really no
telling for he could be so inscrutable, especialijit now when he
chose to sit so apart from her. It was true whasdud, they were
strangers until they touched.

Quite suddenly the daylight was gone and a slimmtbike the blade
of an Arabian dagger, hung in the sky above thigefiicower which
was Linda's first glimpse of the house where she wwabecome a
bride.

When they stepped from the car in the massive gangtKarim
gestured towards the sky. 'See the virgin moonrhbemured, and



the seductive tone of his voice seemed to enfoldakseshe stood
breathing the scent of an unknown flower.

'‘What is that scent?' she asked and couldn't geép a tremor out of
her voice.

‘The jasmine,' he replied, and as they walked tdsvar Moorish
archway that led into the house she saw masshs aféamy flowers
all over the walls, a confusion of them, clingingthe stone and
softening its aspect with their starlike florets.

'How lovely! Linda raised her face to Karim's inetdagger of
moonlight and she was unaware that her skin wasnaisescent as
the jasmine petals.

In a scented silence Karim's hands framed her faxk held it
upraised to his. 'For our memory book we hold tienent, Linda. It
may be that never again will you look so young andware, and
because of the nature of a man how can | swealr $hail never hurt
you?'

'I—I don't expect you to be other than what you, &arim." She

gazed back into his eyes and spoke the simple.titbm the

beginning she had seen temper and danger in lesafaat she didn't
expect the tawny tiger that he was to turn suddedya docile tabby
cat. It was absurd to think of El Khalid behavirnglsome of the men
she had seen at the country club, allowing themesaiw be tethered
to wives who seemed to regard marriage as a statersand and

supply.

‘You are the most sensitive creature | ever metyriife, Linda. It's
your sensitivity which makes such an appeal to wican only term
my toughness, but it can be a dangerous acquisatnohyou know
why.'



'Yes, | know how easily | can be hurt." It had afe/dbeen that way
and as a child she would agonise for days oveddla¢h of a pet, or a
harsh word, or something she read in a book. Hehers called her a
dreamer and wrote in her school reports that stie'tdalways pay

attention and lived in a world of her own. Thospars annoyed

Aunt Doris but her uncle had understood and that why he had

encouraged her to be a musician.

Karim ran the warm tips of his fingers down theesidf her neck. 'l
wonder if you know how much | want you? If by somechance
someone intervened tomorrow and said we couldr'tymténen I'd
want to wring his neck with my bare hands.’

'‘You barbarian,’ she exclaimed. "You make me fedl bm going to
be owned rather than married.’'

He smiled at her remark and didn't attempt to desfiu

They entered the house which right away captureddd's
imagination and saved her from dwelling on themnatie aspects of
her forthcoming marriage. She wanted to be showrrdbom where
the ceremony was to take place and with a smilenKeadulged her.
She st6od there looking about her ... it was likecan in a palace, she
thought, filled with soft lighting and the cool kiimg of water. As she
went to approach the fountain her heels clickednuitee mosaic
-floor and she stood still again and understood ®hgtern people
wore felt soled slippers in their houses.

'It's very imposing,' she said softly. 'lt makesfes very English.’

'‘Such surroundings make you look very English.totk her by the
hand, gripping her fingers possessively. '‘Comeagtiaee rooms less
formal for you to see and I'm certain you wantdthie and change for
supper.'



Oh, such a big house, she thought. Such a straagdifie ahead of
her!



CHAPTER FIVE

THE Ras Blancawas a rambling house and most of the househc
staff were men clad in snowy white tunics and togharhe two
female members of the staff turned out to be Lexgarsonal maids
and she wondered how on earth she was going totkeapoccupied
when she was accustomed to taking care of he&gfie was to take
care of her clothes while Perveneh was to do hierama help her
dress.

There was however, a language problem becauseenafththem
knew a word of English and it wasn't until Sofiargtd to unpack
Linda's luggage that verbal communication was déstedd. Because
Linda's clothes were new they were still in ga@onwrappers and
Sofie turned to her excitedly and told her in Spharthat she had
relatives in Ibiza and for a while she had worketheirtabernaand
had returned to Fez to be married. At present hsbdnd was doing
his National Service and he didn't mind if she vearkn a good
household while he was away.

'You have a modern minded husband,' Linda smiled.

'In some ways.' Sofie veiled her face with her hand gave a slight
giggle. 'l am pleased to work in this house. Tikah has many fine
things to wear, and the Sheikh el Khalid is a many vespected and a
hero of the war.'

The words sent a shivery thrill through Linda. Hewd have been
much younger at the time and, perhaps, rather mdrerable than
the man he had grown into. War and fighting an@wothatters he had
dealt with had obviously hardened him. 'The Sheikbhes me to
wear Eastern garments for my marriage to him andMondering if

you know anything about them, Sofie?'



The Arabian girl gave Linda the conspiratorial laksomeone who
remembered every detail of her own wedding. 'Theei® came a
week agolellah, that | was to do the sewing.' She opened the dan
doors of a wardrobe and there hung a dress of tpatdd with a
diaphanous tunic bordered with tiny pearls. 'Do lker?'

Linda was lost for words as Sofie withdrew the dres its hanger
and showed her how the satin gleamed. 'How clewveraye, Sofie,’
she said admiringly, though she could see how sistyled the dress
was and that it was the satin fabric that madeoik Iso rich.

‘Arabian girls learn how to sew when they are wayng,lellah."
Sofie's doe-shaped eyes glistened from the comptimiesewed all
my own wedding garments and all my bed linen anfl dnaozen
shirts for my husband. Is it not the custom in Englfor a bride to do
this?'

'l believe it was many years ago.' Linda strokedfingertips against
the satin in much the same way as Karim had strbledskin. 'Is
there a veil to go with the dress?'

‘A veil you must havdellah.' Sofie produced it from the deep drawe
of the wardrobe and there seemed to Linda to basyairit and she
just had to laugh.

‘The veil is significant,’” Sofie said severely. éThridegroom is
forbidden to look upon your face until you are @dogether as man
and wife when he is allowed at last to unveil you.'

'l see.' Linda spoke solemnly. 'The bride is grtapped and the
bridegroom has the fun of unwrapping her.’

Sofie looked as if she didn't know how to acceptda’'s humorous
remark, unaware that Linda was making an effolkdep her fears
and apprehensions at bay. Though it might be coatipalty easy for
an Arabian girl to marry a man she barely knewasmit so easy for



someone as English as Linda. She couldn't helpdimitust the
feelings she felt when she was with Karim, for ugilumeeting him
she had been more inclined to be excited by a sgmphhapsody
than a man.

Now, though she confessed it only to herself, e Hutterflies
inside her at the very thought of being unveiledlayim.

'I'm very, very pleased with my wedding dress,' shel warmly.
‘Were you given instructions to choose that colour?

Sofie nodded and carefully replaced the dressenatardrobe. 'His

Eminence sent instructions to Husain who runs theséhold and |

was sent to the bazaar to purchase what was relqiine satin is of

the very best and the gauze tunic and veil wergloeady made, as
were the beaded slippers.'

'l had better try those on.' Linda sat down onl¢ing padded stool at
the foot of the bed and removed her court shodge SBowrapped the
slippers which were of velvet in a deeper shadgptd with sparkling
beads encrusting them. As Linda slid her feetihém she reflected
that she was going to look as if she'd steppedfoan illustration for
the Arabian Nights Treasurya book she had owned before going t
live with Aunt Doris. It had been a present fronn m®ther which she
had valued but her aunt had taken it away fromaherdeclared that
such stories were a lot of nonsense and in futueensas to read the
classics. Uncle Henry had an entire set of thermbton deep- red
calfskin and they were kept behind the glass dobaswell-polished
cabinet. Obedient to a fault Linda had ploughedughVanity Fair,
The Old Curiosity ShopndMill On The FlossOh, what a relief it
had been when at last she had been allowed toJesael Austen's
novels.

As the childhood memories filtered through her msiee walked
across her bedroom floor in the house where sh@uiag to become



a bride and wondered if she could get through theriage service
with pinched toes.

Your face looks painfulgellah.’
'I'm afraid the slippers are too small, Sofie.'

Sofie looked ready to cry but Linda quickly reagsuiner. She would
wear a pair of court shoes and the long skirt efdress would hide
them. 'It wouldn't be fair on the Sheikh," she enhjl'if when he
unveils me | look as if I'm suffering.’

She removed the slippers with a sigh of relief, andhat instant
Perveneh came out of the bathroom and indicatelal ét slender
hands that Linda's bath was ready for her.

There was no privacy any more but as Linda soakethe subtle
herbal essences she decided to endure the compahgse two
Arabian girls. They were gentle and friendly and didn't want them
to lose their jobs just because she was shy abmnogseen in the
nude.

They flitted about her while she dressed for dinimea turquoise
dress of softest shantung; it had lovely flowinges and the full
sleeves fell open at the elbow, making her feel aod at ease. Her
hair was brushed until it shone and Perveneh id\her to sniff the
perfume in a globe-shaped bottle which had a ligfless wand
attached to the stopper.

It was faintly musky but rather nice and Linda agghlsome with the
little wand to the backs of her earlobes. Almostantly, as her skin
warmed the perfume, it floated around her in arflagwave and she
realised that it was an authentic Arabian scentfankgss subtle than
the delicate kind she usually wore.



Oh well, if she was going to be the bride of arhaatic Sheikh then
she might as well enjoy the role. In her turquabantung and her
scent she floated along the colonnade where thg-ivbite lotus
flowers spun on the pools set into the marble fl@@rting gold fish
spun the flowers for a boy dressed all in white veasling them tiny
pellets of food. He glanced up shyly at Linda aagarded her with
sloping dark eyes but when she smiled at him, hektyowered his
gaze and went on feeding the fish.

Two white-robed attendants stood at the entrandbexala where
Karim awaited her clad in a white dinner-jackeplain white shirt
and matt-black trousers. His black eyebrows sloslgvated as he
took in her appearance. He came towards her ihilzedste way and
without saying a word he took both of her' hands s and carried
them to his lips where he kissed the insides ofwrests. With his
look and with that light brush of his lips he seente touch the
sensual centre of her being. It seemed as if dviarytshe had ever
felt in her life was intensified by this momenttwas as if all her life
rushed past her and then found its terminus icdinemanding figure
of the Sheikh Karim el Khalid.

'l was right to bring you here,' he said. 'You tigh my desert house
and seem to belong here and | look in your eyestheg are no
longer the eyes of an anxious child in a strangewerld. You like
this place, eh?’

'| feel,' her smile was tremulous, 'as if I've gteg into theArabian
Nights Treasurylt was a book | once had and it was all about Hiaro
al Raschid who was a prince with magic powers.'

'‘And do you think | have magic powers?' Karim sihile

'Of a kind.' She gazed back at him and despitenbdern suit he was
very much a part of the oriental strangeness af ihom; its dusky
corners, rich drapery and brass-chained lamps hgnfjom the



carved ceiling where sculpted falcons and ibisesv facross the
panels in perfect detail.

‘Then allow me to perform a sleight of hand.' Flaepocket he took
something that glistened and stepping behind hieerevshe felt him
disturbingly close to her, he fastened a long cbéitiamonds about
her neck. 'These are moon diamonds because thdguaré in the

desert by the light of the moon.'

Linda couldn't believe the beauty of the gems sigi@round her like
tiny-spoked wheels of fire. 'Y- you are so geneytiagim.'

'‘Because you will be generous in return.' His harolsed warm and
strong on her waist, his fingers pressing throughshantung of her
dress to imprint themselves upon her body. 'You gie me
yourself and what diamond can compare to the j@fveinocence?'

She felt a kind of delicious terror at his wordsrtkknees went
boneless and she couldn't utter a sound as headthereslowly around
In his hands as if to admire his new possessian freery angle.

'You wear a very provocative perfume,’ he murmured, eyes
looking directly into hers. 'Wear it tomorrow.'

Linda smiled nervously. 'l think it's the kind thaings for a week.'
‘And will you be the kind who clings for a week?'
'l expect | will be if | don't get something to eat

'‘Ah, then let us have supper for | don't want atfeearted bride.' He
led her to the divan where the table was laid aedetthey ate their
cous-cousthe first that Linda had ever tasted and succuletit
lamb, vegetables, rice and herbs. She was ravenarsif she did
look ethereal in the turquoise dress and the moaest and it was
also intimate to be eating from the same dish asmKa



'‘Good?' He regarded her with an amused glint ir)es.
'‘Mmm, | just can't help gorging myself.’

'l like to see a healthy appetite.’

'l've heard that men of the East like women tolbenp.’

'‘Ah, that was in the old days when women were etgoeto be
indolent inmates of thkaram,but here at th&®as Blancahere is a
swimming pool and a tennis court and a stable ab&ehorses. If
you aren't a horsewoman then | shall teach you.'

‘You will have to, Karim." She drank some of thghti wine served
with their meal. 'All my spare time was given to mysic.'

'l hope you don't miss your music too much?'

'l do have stabs of conscience about it becaused to practice every
day.'

'It was quite a taskmaster, eh?'

She nodded and when she gave him a rather unckrtéime leaned
forward and kissed her mouth. 'Don't look like fhedtild, as if you
think | am going to be a taskmaster. | suggestybatlearn to ride
because riding in the desert can be a great pkeasaryou and | must
share all the pleasures.’

Her heart beat tumultuously when he said that fiedxsas unaware
that her hand gripped the diamond chain which ldeniag about her
neck. He was generous, courteous and impeccabiyrgrd yet none
of it could hide his essential untamed look. Whies gleased him, he
gave her things but something warned Linda thaethaas a side to
him that was relentless as the desert itself aecetivas no way she



could be his wife and not encounter the dark sfdem as well as the
light.

'l know what is going through your mind, Linda.'
‘Do you?' Her eyes dwelt gravely on his face.

'You feel a mixture of doubts and fears, my sweet, there is a
certain feeling you can't fight.'

'‘A-and what is that?"

'‘Desire.' He breathed it warmly against her lipee'desire you and |
will share ... it will be the mainspring of the mage we make
tomorrow for be in no doubt that your cool swees$netface and
body are very pleasing to me. You will learn in anyns what you are
made for.'

After coffee he swung a cashmere cloak around heulders and
they took a walk around the great courtyard whaee rhoonlight

shimmered on the jasmine and a soft breeze stineedectar cups of
the laburnum trees. Attached to the stone wallsewamps in

fretwork and beyond those walls the desert spravded the

spaciousness of it was both fascinating and feardulLinda.

Overhead the starsseemed close and silvery angutbating croak
of cicadas filled the night.

Karim talked of the desert which he had known axplaged since a
boy, and then all at once a savage, drawn-out geaiwbed beyond
the boundary walls dRas Blancaand Linda found herself clutching
Karim's arm.

'Only a sandcat,' he drew her hand into the wawhthis. 'They are
rather menacing and have a habit of creeping iotwtgards at night
in search of water. All part of the desert.’



He spoke with such equanimity and when Linda gldnge at him,
his face in the moonlight had a haunting qualitizjrd of the sinister
where shadow lurked beneath the facial bones. EpKharim was
like the desert, he held all the allure and damgé¢he unknown and
tomorrow she would belong to him absolutely.

Her gaze slid down the lean hardness of his pruditee wide stretch
of his shoulders, and her body felt alive with enptexity of feelings.

For a heart, she wondered, did he have a desagtde had hinted
as much and Linda believed him entirely when heréss that love
meant nothing to him.

Love was too tenuous an emotion for someone sagstro. instead
he substituted a sense of possession where sheomasrned. A
proud, tempered, fatalistic man . . . his own nraatel hers!

'l wonder,' his eyes gazed down into hers, ‘areayamantic who has
dreamed of a love that even death can't destroy?'

'If | were that kind of dreamer | would hardly beré with you,' she
replied.

‘True, mia lindo, and now | must allow you to go to your bed fo
tomorrow we face a big day in our lives.

You look composed but | wonder . .." He slid a hersible the cloak
and laid it against her heart and as always wheiodehed her, her
sensory reaction was dramatic. She heard him d¢aschreath, then
he gathered her close to him and kissed her fang time, in a
pulsating silence that drove their bodies desplgraigether.

They finally went indoors and parted from each otiiéey wouldn't
meet again until they stood in front of the Ma'zanmd made their
VOWS.

‘Good night," he cradled her hands against his'apsl sweet dreams.'



'‘Good night, Karim." She drifted away from him amthen she
reached the end of the colonnade she glanced loack fleeting

moment and he was still there, leaning against ohethe

palm-shaped columns, carrying a flame to a cigamdrrow they
wouldn't part to go their separate ways to bedomorrow Karim el
Khalid would be her husband and as if tiny winggaiic attached
themselves to her heels Linda fled into her bedrostartled and
concerned to find Perveneh half-asleep on the stoible foot of the
bed.

Linda went across to the young maid and drew hbetdeet. As best
she could she indicated that Perveneh was to gertown bed and
not wait up for her. The girl shook her head andkéd a little
frightened, as if she had been given orders by idusalways be on
hand to assist thellah with her toilette.

Tomorrow, Linda decided, she would ask Sofie tiiRetvenah not to
wait up for her. She was only about sixteen ancheaheugh she
persisted in helping Linda to prepare for bed shddn't stop herself
from yawning.

'‘Go to bed!" With a slight laugh Linda drew thel gir the door and
shooed her awayEmshi besselema.'

The girl broke into a smile that revealed her pes&ekth.'Leyltak
sayeedah, lellah.’

Alone at last, Linda slid beneath the gauzy panikwound her bed
and settled down against the soft pillows withginof relief. She felt
tired but she knew that sleep was going to be \wdisso many
thoughts were milling about in her mind and she &t a vagrant
sense of guilt because she was going to be mandder aunt and
uncle wouldn't be present.



They had raised her and she had always been parlyjctond of
Uncle Henry. He would have liked to be the one \ghae her away
on her wedding day, she knew that. How would heviéen he and
Aunt Doris received her letter and learned that Ish@ become the
wife of a man who was part Arab.

Aunt Doris had talked of Spaniards as if they waai#-civilised so
she was bound to get into one of her states whenresid Linda's
letter.

By the time it arrived on the doormat in the welblished hall of the
mock-Tudor house Linda would be well and truly thiée of the
Sheikh Karim el Khalid and the very thought wasiggtoto quicken
her pulse rate. She wouldn't lie alone in bed toawemight . . . she
would be in his strong brown arms, learning all seerets that all
down the years had driven men and women to sedkather.

Each so different, with ideals and dreams as oppasitheir physical
beings. How could a man not have a strong, logadbok on the
world when he was equipped with a muscular bodyentadhrust its
way through life and to take on burdens? How caeuwebman not be
the prey of man when the very shape of her invadhat was
predatory in the male of the species?

The cello and the bow, she thought, making thendst music in the
world ... or the most disharmonious of sounds.

Her fingers gripped thieroderie Arabeahat edged the big soft pillows
and a medley of emotions swept her body. Eachdifcthe clock
brought her nearer to the moment when she pledgeelfito Karim.
Desire, he had said, was to be the mainspringef tharriage and
instinctively she knew that when desire lost itstiie there might be
nothing left but a look of disinterest in his ey&hke flame that had
burned in them while they stood together in therg@ud might be
guenched and Linda lay in the big carved bed mliig strange room



and yearned for the wisdom of a mother who wouldtrs® her
anxieties.

Her fingers sought the little heart on the schablgiacelet that still
fitted her slender wrist. The one memento of heth@owhich Aunt
Doris had not succeeded in taking away from hee. I tried, of
course, but the tiny latch on the bracelet wouldengield and this
enabled Linda to wear it night and day.

Tonight it was her only link with the mother whaglkereabouts were
unknown to her. If Miriam was still with her Amean musician then
she was probably somewhere in the States, and Lliimulaght of
those times when she had felt like tracing her mwtBut a certain
shyness held her back, along with a hurt feeliag tiever really went
away. How could a woman abandon her very own clatd] that
thought inevitably led her back to why Karim wasrrjgng her at
midday tomorrow in the mosaic room where the founfdayed.
That cool sound would be their wedding music, anan effort to be
calm Linda focused her thoughts on her weddingsdaesl what pair
of shoes to wear with it.

A pity about the beaded slippers . . . they damgmdden and glittering
ahead of her, leading her into the realms of sl&&g. lay curled on
her side, her left arm flung across the pillow, biem fingers still
gripping thebroderie Arabeunaware when a brown hand drew asic
the netting and dark eyes studied her sleeping farthe shaft of
light from the colonnade beyond her room.

The light set gleaming the little heart on her letat; and when she
gave a sudden restless shift in her sleep thengeil softly back
into place and a moment later the room was darinaga



Linda awoke to see rays of sunlight dancing throtinghfretwork of
the window screens. She gave a lazy stretch anedbaround her,
finding herself in a room like no other she hadreskept in . . . exotic
with its deep oriental carpets, ivory-white wallsdadark furniture
with intricate carvings all over it. There was ashwith numerous
painted drawers, a hoarder's paradise.

She was returning from the bathroom when Pervemééred the
bedroom carrying a breakfast tray. She dipped antturtsey, and
with a good morning smile Linda indicated that fe@®h set down
the tray on the rosewood table that stood in fiminthe window

divan. Beyond those windows the sun was shiningsacthe tawny
spaciousness of the desert and Linda had the detlat Karim was
out there, in the saddle of one of his Berber reesel untroubled by
the nervous fears his bride-to-be was feeling.

Her breakfast tray looked inviting and Linda fouhdt after she had
finished her orange juice she felt ready for thiecaheisly crisp rolls
and honey and, as always, the coffee was a joy.cBh&l feel
Perveneh and Sofie watching her as they went abeuttasks and
she smiled to herself. This was her wedding moring they were
probably wondering why she appeared so calm airanf calm that
was all on the surface.

Linda dallied at the table, reluctant to place akia the hands of her
maids until it was necessary. The sands of herlesidgys were
running out and for a little while longer she wahte think of herself
as Linda Layne. She wondered in a casual way whatyLNevins
and other members of the country club would saynithe word got
around that she had become a Sheikha. That wouldraficial title
as the wife of Karim and it was so unbelievably texthat it was
bound to cause a few shock waves.

‘She takes after her mother,' friends of Aunt Dassild say.



Was it true? Linda poured herself another cup ffeecand decided
that it probably was. She had her mother's musicéihations so it
wasn't too surprising if she had the other trditg made her mother
reject the conventional pathways.

Only now did she fully realise that she herself aks® rejected them.
The rejection had begun when she answered thetadaent inThe
Lady and sought employment that would take her awasn ftbe
neatly ordered lives of her aunt and uncle and tiegerie of friends.

‘The time ticks bylellah.' The slightly anxious voice of Sofie broke
in on her thoughts. 'There is much to be doneépame you for your
marriage.'

'‘My marriage,' Linda echoed. 'lt really is goingtéie place, isn't it?
I'm not just dreaming.’

Sofie shook her head in its light covering of sitkd her eyes scannec
Linda's face. "You are hapgdegllah?’

'Of course,’ Linda replied, but it wasn't quitestrMVhat she felt was a
tingling sense of expectancy, as if she were gtrtge theatre where
an unusual play was to take place. That play wbeldiramatic and

exciting, but was it designed for happiness?

Ravishing scents were stealing out from the bathr@md Linda
submitted to the attentions of her maids. While sbaked in the
water Perveneh manicured her fingernails and aedisthem a soft
rose colour and when she stepped from that Byzanbath a
rosescented lotion was massaged into her skinnBuhis process
Perveneh said something to Sofie that made helggigg

‘Do share the joke,' Linda said, and she was passtage of feeling
embarrassed by all these attentions to her botlye. pale, precious
body that on the stroke of noon would become tlopgnty of the

Sheikh.



Sofie put her lips to Linda's ear and whispered tinéike women of
the East she had not had the golden hair remowed frer secret
areas. It was the custom and they could providevitara razor if she
wished.

Although Linda laughed she also blushed for sheldesh reared by
an aunt who had disliked references to the bodytlamgart it played
in the scheme of things. When Linda was thirteea kad been
expected to know about a certain traumatic hapgewithout being
told; she had known from the girls at school butls¢ same it had
been a bit of a shock but Aunt Doris had offeretlanmt of comfort
and endearingly it had been Uncle Henry who hadecometly
upstairs with a cup of tea and talked to Linda abloe whimsies of
nature.

‘The Sheikh knows he's marrying an English brid#ieS He won't
expect me to—conform.’

A little later, scented like a rose, Linda was ceoeiously clad in a
sheer silk slip which was her only garment bendaghglimmering
satin of her wedding dress, and now she understdydSofie had
been upset because the beaded slippers were tdlo Shey were
meant for bare feet, whereas a pair of court shoased clumsy
unless worn with the sheerest of tights.

Perveneh and Sofie started to argue and LindaHesping the word
babouchesthe Arabian word for slippers, and she was about
suggest that she hobble to her marriage in thedokegdld slippers
that made her feel desperately sorry for Chinesaevowho used to
have their feet bound when Perveneh darted otnsofdom.

‘What on earth is wrong?' Linda wanted to know.

'‘She has a pair tlaboucheshe has never worn and they might fit th
lellah.'



‘That's kind of Perveneh. I'd like you to tell h8ofie, not to wait up
for me at night. The poor child was falling offdl@ep when | came to
bed last night.’

'Child?' Sofie looked mystified. 'She isn't a chiédlah.’
'But Perveneh can't be more than sixteen.'

'‘No, but she is not a child. Arabian girls starthedo be women,
lellah, and it is her duty to wait upon you and she wdnddipset and
afraid of the Sheikh's anger if she failed to bénand when you come
to your bed.’

'l see.'" Linda stood there in the golden dress @nirasted the
pampered lives of English girls with those of Saiiel Perveneh who
were so willing and good humoured and both soistglig pretty with
their cafe au laitskins and huge, long-lashed eyes. If they were
appear in white tennis dresses on the courts ofKimgswood
Country Club they'd be besieged by the young mempldyed there.

Perveneh came running back into the bedroom chugchipackage to
her chest. When unwrapped it contained a pair okdwoft blue

slippers with wedge heels, and there were sighsliaf when Linda

slid her toes into them and they clasped her fedtraade for her.

''ve something old," Linda touched her bracelethwihe heart
attached, 'and I've something blue. My dress is aiesvto complete
the rhyme | must borrow from you, Sofie.’

'It is English superstition?' Sofie asked.
‘A very old one.’

‘A feishato turn away the evil eye?' Sofie looked intrigbgdhe idea
that English women could also be aware of the gaviers.



‘Yes, something like that.'

‘Then | would like thelellah to wear one of my amulets." Sofie
removed one of the chains that hung about her aackshowed

Linda the charm which was attached to it, a litdgsule carved in

ivory which contained a Koranic prayer.

‘Thank you, Sofie." The amulet hung round her neith Karim's
chain of diamonds, then the diaphanous tunic wippesl over her
head and the mirror on the wall showed her thatvge halfway to
looking like an Arabian bride. Next came the finmghtouches and
after thekohlwas applied to her eyelids with a soft feathersthesd
in wonderment at herself. The cosmetic had someboved her eyes
to gold, and Perveneh's clever fingers did somgttorher hair that
made the ends turn softly upwards, creating a suttference ... a
kind of sensuous glamour, Linda realised.

Midway through these ministrations there was ardesicknock on the
bedroom door and Sofie returned from opening ihwitlittle jewel

box of white kidskin. Linda wasn't surprised by withe box

contained, it was the anklet which Karim had adkexdto wear only
it wasn't the simple chain he had indicated. It veeshioned of tiny
golden hearts all linked together and wearing ivegd.inda a
sensuous feeling at the pit of her stomach.

'Oh God,' she exclaimed, 'l look like an odalisg&e wanted to
take everything off and wear the simplest garmerttar wardrobe
but time had run out and she had to face Karimllirthegs exotic

finery.

Sofie stood ready with the weddihgzaamthe veil that covered her
from head to heel. Linda couldn't have said whafd&ings were as
she was led along the colonnade of lotus poolegéadom where a
group of men awaited her, foremost among them hielegroom



impeccably robed in sombre blue, his headcloth dowith golden
ropes.

Her heart pounded as he came towards her witlr afh @asy grace in
the Arabian robes that turned him into someonehahgly knew. His
face in the frame of the headcloth was bronzedratiner severe and
when he reached her, he stood gazing at her faldedi eyes as if he
were appraising a canvas.

She certainly felt unreal, the veiling of flowerade making her feel
like a quail in the net, as El Khalid had termed it

He took her by the hand and led her across thetibdbutiled floor
to where the Ma'zoun stood on a silky prayer matimgato conduct
the marriage service. But first he spoke to theayspg between
sentences so Karim could translate his words tdd.itde spoke of
the cultural and religious differences betweenEhst and the West
but said that marriage between a man and a womarased on the
same principles all over the world. That the cowgileuld abide in
peace and passion and always have respect foodzah

Linda stood there in a kind of dream as she wasi@asio the Sheikh
Karim el Khalid de Torres, their hands being bobgdJleccan green
silk as Karim pledged to take her under his cack @otection, the
pledging and the binding being duly done in thespnee of their
witnesses. A legal document in Arabic was then peed and they
both had to sign it, the pen unsteady in her owrdhbhough Karim's
signature was firm and bold.

Karim didn't take her into his arms and kiss hewas the custom in
the West. She was securely veiled except for tkeediged slits that
enabled her arms to be free, and she was awarenérabf the East
refrained from touching their wives in public. Afesiwas a man's
very private affair and today El Khalid looked likis father's people;
he had a lordly air that was enhanced by his Alaihiog.



Now the marriage service was over Linda was ledyawahesala
where the evening before she had enjoyed- suppleiiarim. Today
her husband would remain with his male friendsafohour or so and
she would be left to eat alone. She didn't minthénleast because she
needed time in which to adjust to the strangenéé&sding herself
married, especially to a man of such a differeckgeound.

Cool lemonade was brought to her in a glass whiobdsin a silver,
filigreed container. She drank it thirstily andned back against a
cushion, glad to be free of the bridal veil for laile. A light meal was
served on the divan table, consisting of a fluffgedette to which a
delicious cheese sauce had been added, then drebeged almond
cakes were served with refreshing mint tea.

When the table was cleared Linda relaxed in thengebeauty of the
salawith its fascinating tilework in a design of goldbkirds.

So now she was a Sheikha and no longer a paredféishe had left
behind in England. Although a few minor concessiuexs been made
at the marriage because she was English she was doubt that

where a woman was concerned Karim was entirelyrab AShe now
belonged exclusively to him and her interests aa@dls must fit in

with his.

When in a while he came to her, he would be lortdefbody and
master of her fate.



CHAPTER SIX

FOR a moment Linda felt herself go weak and she clangarim's
arm. The feel of him was real enough; she actwadly the bride of
this lordly person who came at last to claim hehmveiling she had
replaced when Husain came hurriedly to tell het thet Eminence
was bidding farewell to his friends.

They walked side by side along the colonnade argltiime they

passed her bedroom and were heading for his apartineda felt

him looking down at her but she just couldn't biinggself to meet his
eyes; she heard him laugh softly as if, for now, $leyness was
acceptable to him.

When they reached the arched door that led intonthster suite
Karim suddenly spoke. 'lIt's the custom, is it rfot,a husband to
carry his bride across the threshold of their bear®

And before she could even think of a reply he svirgptup into his
arms, a flare to his nostrils and a glint of poss@&mess in his eyes as
he carried her through the archways into a roomidatad by a
king-sized bed.

'Do you know how this custom arose?' He stood thelding her in

his arms and his insistent gaze drew her eyesstdale. 'It stems
from the rape of the Sabine women, when the Roraatudons rode
through .their village, snatched them from theimes and made off
with them weeping and pleading. Perhaps not a r@nantic thing

to do at the time but the passage of the yeardurasd it into a

legend. You, Linda, are my Sabine bride whom | henegtched from
your pursuits and carried off.'

'I—I'm not complaining." She spoke more bravelyntishe felt now
she found herself so entirely alone with him.



'‘Complaints would fall upon deaf ears if you didis arms left their
strong impression upon her as he lowered her téele¢and scanned
her through her bridal veiling. He looked immeasiyaall and dark
in this room where they were shut away from theatthe world ... a
spacious bedroom of oriental splendour.

‘Everything is like a dream,' she murmured.

‘Shall | pinch you awake?' His thick lashes onlytlgascreened the
look which told her she belonged to him and hednaaty right to do
with her whatever he wished.

Linda studied his face and still that look was ¢hand would always
be there, distinction at war with a ruthlessnessciwthis Arab

clothing brought into prominence. She had boungéieto him and
must accept the consequences.

'‘How distinguished you are in your robes, Karirhe8vas struck by a
combination of feelings for this man whose expareéndiffered so
widely from her own. The very look of him could neaker feel shy
let alone the fact that she was his bride.

'l can barely see you, my child, for all this vegiwhich cocoons
you." With firm brown hands he started to unveit aad Linda felt
his sense, of possession when his fingers cameanttact with her
satin-clad body. Directly she was free of the v#il hands moved
caressingly up and down her spine and his lipsdetftail of heat
across her throat where they paused to savourduttering of her
pulse beneath her soft, rose-scented skin.

As her breath quickened his lips slid warm into doatour of her
shoulder and she heard him pull air into his nisstas if he were
breathing her in. She sensed how it aroused hinstihad never
been with a man; that she was totally untaughthénvways of a man
with a woman.



'It almost seems a sin that you must lose youresghhe murmured.
‘You are shy of me, aren't you, Linda?"

'l can't help myself.' She pressed her face irgodies. 'You are that
sort of a man.'

‘And you are a girl I would have no different frdread to heel.' His
hand stroked down over her hair and face, down bbgeneck to her
breast where his fingers gathered hold of the @daphbs tunic and
pulled her free of it. Watching her face he trattezlcontours of her
breasts through the satin of her wedding dress) the fingers
wandered round behind her where a row of satinteavéuttons
sealed her in to the hips.

Linda's heart started to pound as she felt hisefingindoing the
buttons of her dress, exposing the pale shoulderthe slip of
water-lily silk. Her body tingled at the brush agHingertips and a
blush ran all over her as she met his gaze, slurabbrburning in the
shadow of his black lashes.

Slowly he undressed her and dropped her garmertsetdoor. 'l
have wanted to do this ever since the day we Metran his warm
hands all over her and she quivered at his touehiftdd her and laid
her on the bed-and she watched in helpless animmas he rapidly
disrobed, disclosing the brown-skinned power oflbosly and the
iron-hard strength of his legs.

He held Linda's gaze with his as he leaned over dieamy

nakedness, then slowly his lips travelled downwhndering on the
pink-tipped swell of her breasts, the smooth slofgeer hips and the
shadowy navel just above her golden mound of Vehsugh Linda

felt a certain trepidation it was exciting and direathed Karim's
warmth as he came closer and fondled where hisvddsexplored.



The lids of Linda's eyes had a languorous feelsgrausal began to
pulse its way through her body and limbs. It wad aething existed
outside this room where she lay in the laceliketgpas thrown
through the window screens by the afternoon sunlibds obeyed
age-old instincts and her fingers gripped the tlsithkk on which she
lay and her slim vibrating body was as excitingpéoself as it was to
Karim.

She sensed that for a while he didn't wish hepotwh him and she
was submissive to his desires, his dominance, andydlden head
gave a luxurious toss from side to side as hishitonduced in her a
sensation that shot golden fire through her system.

'Oh, yes.' Her delight filled her eyes as his tgmsed back and forth.
'‘Oh, Karim—darling!'

'‘What a surprise you are.' He breathed the wordmsgher skin.
‘Your sweet, deceptive coolness is melting likeincéhe hot sun and
you are even more responsive than | dreamed yolovices—I could

almost believe that you have Latin blood in younsgeé

'No,' she smiled into his dark and fascinating gyésven't any Latin
blood but I--'

But he wasn't listening to her and the moment hositin descended
their lips clung hotly, their breath mingled, andem it started to hurt
Linda's fingernails dug into his shoulders unts persistence made
her gasp his name . . . gasp as if she were goidgptvn.

She lay there in his strong arms, lips partedelpanting breaths
escaping her as his hands gathered her right into there at the
small of her back as he drove the pleasure rigbutfh the yielding
arch of her body, deep into the welcoming centréefwhere the
pain disintegrated.



For endless moments Linda was engulfed in the Sensahat swept
her mind right out of her body. Her only coheremges his name
spilling from her lips as she felt the powerful ges of his passion.
Sometimes the pleasure seemed everywhere, and thenld find a
core of concentration that lifted her into a raptug pliable arc, her
slim neck reclining backwards until her golden hlarushed the
pillows.

What Linda hadn't dreamed was that it could be swamidrous fun as
well as pleasure, the laughter intensifying the jblye glow of the
sun gradually declined to hammered bronze, thedasiad mauve
shifted into a velvety pall of darkness. The lamgswn when Linda
became aware of Karim looking at her. He smiledntleaning over
he buried his lips in her soft hollows, tracing lwionguetip the
guivering nerves beneath the smoothness of herstom

'l think already that it has happened.’
'‘What has?' she whispered.

'l have got you with child.'

'It would be a miracle, Karim, if you hadn't.’

He laughed softly and trailed a kiss from breadireast. 'In certain

ways you are still quite a child yourself but | anselfish, arrogant

male, mia farah, and from such hours as we have enjoyed
extraordinary child must come. It was enjoymentyfou after those

first moments?'

‘Yes.' She barely breathed the word for still helenber shy despite
the hours of intimacy, and her toes curled intodiserdered silk of
the bedcover as he stroked upwards from her feetydhe slimness
of her legs, into those sensitive realms wherentkeest brush of a
fingertip made her open her lips for his kisses.



Her body yielded itself to him and the sweet, wanildness that
she felt was beyond anything she had dreamed. diiker girls she
had been curious and sometimes she had wonderddaiivtize fuss
was about, but now she had the answer in the palanins of this
man who seemed intent on savouring every partof he

This marvellous male body made her pulsate with ueske,
shuddering pleasure. As from a distance she heardwn voice
saying indistinguishable things and the feelingahhilled her was
so heavenly that she wanted it never to end. Shegdb the strong
shoulders and rode with him through the spacestehight where
points of fire shot their glowing heat through fesnd bone. They
were locked, one into the other in plunging, brieshrapture, and at
last her tired hands slid down the wet slopes ®blick as she drifted
back to awareness . . . her eyes gradually opeme¢ditze languidly
raised a hand to wipe away droplets of sweat franifdce.

'Oh, Karim," she moved against him in the voluptiattermath of
her pleasure.

'Oh, Linda.' He gazed downward into her pleasusgss ehis chest
hair matted and wet. 'That was an incredible jdg,mia,and you are
a very passionate young woman, do you know that?'

'l do now," she smiled, pressing a hand to histceesshe could
savour the pounding of his heart. 'Are you pleasild me, lord of
my body and master of my fate?"

'Intensely delightedarousa.'
'Is that an Arabian word?'

'It means bride or doll." He rolled to one side anew her into the
warm brown circle of his arm, and they lay togetimethe stillness
and sweet slackness of spent passion, adrift inthaous thoughts.



The after-throbs within Linda were deliciously pstsnt, and turning
her head she kissed Karim on the salty shoulder.

'I'm not a bit sorry now that | married you,' slagds

'You look so demure lying beside me but that l@&ad deceiving it is
hardly credible." Smiling to himself he fingeree thlim, schoolgirl
bracelet that encircled her left wrist. He drew Wweist forward into
the lamplight and studied the little heart inscdly@th her mother's
name.

'‘Miriam?' Karim's gaze lifted from the heart to tais face, his dark
eyes narrowing thoughtfully. 'Is that an Englisime&"

'‘No,' Linda smiled and stroked her palm acrosshest so the dark
hair tickled her skin, 'it's Judaic. My mother'tat®ns were almost
wiped out by the Nazis, only her father survivedelsgaping from a
labour camp in Holland where he joined a resistamo¥ement.
When the war ended he came to England and opdiide bardware
shop, then he married and my .mother was born.'

Linda wore a soft little smile as she spoke, butsngile began to fade
as she noticed the rather grim set to Karim's maunth jaw. He
released the little heart and let it fall back agaher wrist where it
rested warm from his hand. He raised himself amadvcaway from
her . . . the pleasure had given way in his eyesdold look.

'Why did you never speak of your mother before®r&€lwas an edge
to his voice, and the muscles of his chest andldbmiwere tautly

outlined in the lamplight. Gone entirely was hi®koof sensual

relaxation after their lovemaking.

Perplexed by his manner Linda stared at him anddore reason she
found herself tugging the sheet over her exposedsis. 'l don't talk
a lot about her because—well, she walked out orfather when |



was only a child and that's why | went to live witly aunt and uncle.
I—I never see her. | don't even know if she's atille."

'‘Why did you never mention your mother's backgrauikte scowled
as he spoke and Linda's fingers clenched the shaetovered her
body . . . the body that still pulsated from hisganate attentions.

'‘Why are you so angry, Karim?' She felt bewildelbgdhim and
suddenly afraid ... it was as if her lover had &armto a forbidding
stranger. 'What have | done?'

‘As if you didn't know, Linda!
'I don't know—Dbelieve me.'

'l am an Arab on my father's side!" He struck adhagainst his chest.
'‘How do I justify to myself and my compatriots a&ewvho is related
to those responsible for the attack in which mydatwas brutally
beaten to death? The attack that so injured myenaher mind that
she lost the will to survive my father—you tell imew | justify that!"

His words struck through Linda like a knife and $bk a wave of
faintness that washed all the colour out of hee faicd left her eyes
startling in their jewel-like clarity."Oh—Karim.'re crouched away
from him and searched his face which looked sedi@nd proud . . .
so Arabian. She hadn't given it a thought that fghtrhave such a
fearful reason for hating her mother's people. Despliriam's
abandonment of her Linda still loved her . . . jastKarim still
revered the memory of his parents.

Linda shuddered coldly as the warm remnants ofipaskained out
of her body. 'Does it have to matter so much?'éa&e was barely
above a whisper. 'Nobody knows outside this room--'

'l know, you little fool!" Karim leapt from the beslith the anger of a
man who felt himself betrayed. 'This is a serioadter and it should



have been discussed between us—you led me to égieer mother
was of the Christian faith.’

'Y-you never asked--' Tears welled into Linda'ssgy@oused by a
combination of emotions. 'You took everything foagted—even
that I'd marry you. You know you did"

‘There would have been no marriage had | known tathos.' He
leaned down to hook a finger in the wristlet, hotgit so the links bit
into her flesh. 'When I told you that my father vkdked?'

'You never told me." She shook her head at hims tgailling on to
her face. 'lt was Adoracion who told me how yourepés died but
she never said anything about the people respensiaw was | to
know. .?'

He stared down at her distressed face, then lef ger wristlet and
turned his back on her. She gazed at his strongndip body and
couldn't forget how she had lain, in his arms fleapure filled hours,
now her enraptured feelings felt lacerated by tireofis change in
him.

It didn't seem possible that they could have beedase, and now
were pushed apart by the enmity that raged backatidacross the
desert sands, erupting every so often into fiertashes of
temperament and ideals at cross purposes. Peoptagght in the
middle of those outbursts and it had happened tonKa eminent
father and the mother who had never recovered fremshock of
seeing her husband battered to death. Linda's aelaed for Karim,
and for herself.

‘Don't push me away from you,' she pleaded. 'l—enemeant to
cause any harm—I'd sooner die than have you hate me



For endless moments he didn't speak, then he tuonemhfront her,
reaching at the same time for his discarded roleesttugged into it
and all the time his eyes were raking over herwith her tousled
gold hair and smudged eyes she looked very youddranbled.

'Hate is an evocative word, Linda,' he said at |astte has a habit of
planting its seed deep inside us.'

'‘W-what are you going to do?' She brushed awaydss with her
hand, rather like a forlorn child. 'Do you want toego--?"'

'‘Don't talk childish nonsense." He thrust his haddsp into the
pockets of his robe. 'l can't decide for the monvemat to do, | shall
have to give it some thought.'

'‘Oh, Karim, are you going to let something | caelp come between
us?' She kneeled upon the bed and the sheet dlylfaom her body,

baring her breasts. 'I've given myself to you and ryou want to

throw me away.'

Her words touched him for a spasm of regret crobsegdroud Arab
features. Their eyes clung and for long silent masi¢hey shared
images and emotions too potent to be easily efasettheir senses.

'l wish,' he said at last, 'that | had looked at #mgraved heart before
| took your virginity, but we have been intimatedathere is every
chance that | have given you a child. In that eesshall have to wait
and see what occurs. If you become pregnant than't dismiss you
from my life. | can't be that cruel to you.'

‘And what happens if we haven't made a baby?' Lietlaas if she
might suffocate from the mad beating of her hesstit was she was
shaking from head to heel.

‘Then it is over," he said tonelessly.



‘Just like that, Karim?' Her voice trembled witle thembling of her
body. 'After you insisted—after you made me mawoy?y

'‘Kismet is not always kind,"' he rejoined, his faseif carved from
desert stone. 'Kismet is sometimes cruel.'

'It's you who are cruel—you!" Suddenly Linda feliven to express
her pain and disregarding her nakedness she leaptthe bed and
raising her hand she struck him across his stocs, fagain and yet
again.

The sounds of the slaps and the stinging sensatidrer fingers
brought Linda back to her senses. She reeled -&way him, her
eyes almost prenaturally aglow in her white fackad®dws had
appeared beneath her eyes and she looked as fashgist been
tortured.

'I'm not sorry for hitting you,' she breathed. ‘Albng my instinct

warned me against, you a-and when we were in Baradl should

have gone running to the British consulate and'thbgsive assisted
me in getting home to England. Oh God, how | warlid there right
now—now that I've tainted you with my touch. Whatity we don't

live in the days when Arab lords could dispose wbanan by having
her sold into slavery.'

‘Listen to me, you little fool," his iron jaw didishow the marks of her
fingers but his eyes were smouldering with angsen in this day
and age | could very easily do what you have juggssted.’

'‘Why not?' She shrugged her bare shoulders andlha$t forgotten
that she confronted him without a stitch on henbdtin sure | could
quite easily vanish from your desert house—youvendritish bride
who wandered off among the sand dunes and perhapkegself
eaten by the jackals.'



'‘Enough of that!" His voice whipped at her and mhdeflinch . . .

was it only a dream, all that possessive passidmsoémbrace, all
that cradling comfort when they had lain entwinedhe great bed?
Had they really been lovers who had wanted nevexwotoe apart?
The only reality now was that they faced each odwpss a gulf
filled with his hatred of the people who had killed father.

Linda gazed at Karim in the forlorn hope of seesongie reminder of
the man who had taken her for his own and madeeindike heaven
on earth.

But no, when she looked into his eyes she saw eglanting stranger
gazing back at her. Feeling lost and desperatelyshe turned away
from him and crouched down on the foot of the bed]dling into
herself and hiding from his gaze the slim body hd kBnjoyed so
thoroughly.

'l married you in good faith," he said. 'It's uniforate that I've taken
for a wife a woman who now reminds me of my emptyhood. |
wanted us to have a child so in some measureiatireess could be
forgotten in the joy of making a child happy, boinnwhen | look at
you | can see the ghost of my mother and not for, yot for anyone
will | cast aside my hatred. | can't help the wégdl, it's as simple as
that!'

‘Then for God's sake send me away—Ilet me go hontangpand,’
Linda begged of him. 'It's easy enough for youitoite me. Do that
and let the whole wretched experience be forgdtten!

'Itisn't that easy . . .'

'Of course itis.' She looked up at him. 'If whatiye concerned about
happens, then I'll go for a termination.’



‘A what!'His face went livid and stepping to where shdasdbok her
bruisingly by the shoulders. 'Do you really thinkduld permit such
an abomination?'

'‘Why not?' She flung the fair hair back from heswrand braved his
furious eyes. 'How can you want a child from me?Hwmuld you
ever love it when you're so filled with hate?'

He glared down at her and her heart twisted inbelewhen she
remembered how they had kissed each other, ueil bneathed as
one person, not knowing whose heart did the bed&tinthe pair of

them. The lips that were now thin with anger hadrb&erce with

desire, bold and insistent wherever they touchedihid she had lain
helpless in his arms, submissive to his every deiman

'Virgins,' she said quietly, 'don't always conceatehe start of the
marriage—unless you are now going to accuse -meobbeing a
virgin. You might as well paint me as black as fjuss

"It isn't a question of painting you black, Linda.’

His eyes slid over her white body which he had esssd so utterly. 'l
am in no doubt that | took your virginity and théseno assurance in
your statement that virgins don't always conceiveu-will recall
that we made love more than once. We made lovendeauof times.'

‘Lovemaking?' She gazed up at him without a spailkusion left in
her eyes. 'You have the gall to call it that? Aluydid was to take my
body—you didn't touch my heart, and if you think lgoing to stay
here while you tick the days off the calendar them had better think
again. | have some pride! If you don't want menthkien going to
leave you--'

She broke off with a cry as his hands crushed #re HBesh of her
shoulders. 'You are going to do as you are tola¢' btows were
meshed together in a black frown and he had a lobkotal



domination. ‘'In marrying you | made myself respobtesifor
you—you and the child you might bear me. What igtem has still
been written even if a hand erases it, and unsuits me to say
otherwise you will remain in my house, and if teed has been sown
you will bear my child.’

‘A child you'll despise as much as you despise lde.voice faltered
as she felt him against her, his warmth and poweusing the
sensitive nerves inside her. Was he feeling theesansations? Was
he wishing they were on the bed together, kisgimg;hing, coming
together in merciless rapture.

But she saw from the firm set to his features tiatwas in total
control of himself. His resolution was equal to p@ssion and, unlike
her, he wasn't new to passion. He was an expedeme® and now
she had become untouchable to him, he would prglzsuage his
needs elsewhere.

She pulled away and he allowed her to do so. Asahéremulous
fingers through her hair her upraised arm tautahedline of her
breasts and she felt his gaze upon their plianey.raidriff muscles
contracted and she had a sudden wanton urge toeexi her back
and perhaps break his resolve not to touch heiG@h she wanted
him despite the gulf of coldness which had openetivéen them.
She wanted the feel of his strong hands, strokmigar sides until his
fingers found her breasts. She wanted his tawny badhingly close
to her own, desirous and enslaving.

She could have sobbed with longing but she couddtkat Karim
remained obdurate.

'So I've got to stay here even though you don'tt waed'

'You aren't unwanted," was his unexpected reply.



She looked up at him, her heart leaping, but hae faas still hardset
and she saw no glimmer of kindness in his eyes. dtar eyes
guestioned him, the pupils wide against the topaas, making them
more beguiling than she knew.

'Forbidden,' he said, and then he walked awaytih@@djoining room
and left her alone in the luxury of the bedroom sehepture had
been replaced by rejection.

Suddenly Linda was recklessly angry again and ngacross to the
other door she pulled it open and went inside.bigolen? What do
you mean by that, Karim? What is it supposed tornnea sounds
like something from the turn of the century and ‘euwou're
supposed to be a man of the world. It is just &@osl you're really
like your forebears who put women into veils ancehas and thought
them good for only one thing—sex?"'

'‘Sex is only a form of escapism,' he rejoined.

‘Karim, | want an answer to my question not a thesi something
you seemed to thoroughly enjoy.’

'It was entirely enjoyable, Linda, | don't denyttha

'‘But you're going to deny me, aren't you? All bessaaf something |
can't help. Look at me, does it make me any diffete the person
you saved on the road that day? That was the dasn'tit, when you
decided that you wanted me?’

'‘We were both misled in our expectations,' he sdidpst savagely.

‘You talk as if | deliberately misled you.' Lindzoked at him and she
couldn't believe he was the same man who had relththis arms
and made her feel so wanted.

'‘Perhaps you did mislead me.'



'‘How dare you say such a thing? You'll say next thmaarried you
because you're a wealthy man.’

‘Many girls have such an aim in life.’
‘Karim, are you trying to make me hate you?'
'It might be better so.’

'l see.' Her face looked bleak as her anger draavealy and was
replaced by a kind of hopelessness, as if she a@r&onted by a
towering cliff which would break her heart if shet to reach its
stony summit.

'If | hate you, Karim, then | suppose it might ege@r conscience
and make what you're doing to me seem right."

'You are never going to understand, Linda." Theagawy was
suddenly in his eyes. 'Maybe you would if you warabian.'

"You should have thought of that in the beginnkaxim. Didn't | say
that you should marry a girl of your own nationglitYou made the
choice, my lord and master!'

And with this parting shot Linda went back into thedroom and
slammed the door behind her. She seethed insideanmixture of
painful emotions while outwardly she trembled ashié would never
feel warm again. Exhausted by the scene she samk do the stool
in front of the dressing-table and gazed at hetevand miserable
face in the mirror.

How long did misery last in adults? When she was/&ars old it had
lasted a long time and there wasn't a night whenhsldn't cried
herself to sleep. Again that desolate sense ofdaranment swept over
her and she leaned her head on her hands.



How, she wondered, was she going to face the thayday ahead of
her knowing that Karim would be watching for songnsthat she

had discovered herself to be pregnant or otherwiesv was she

going to face the nights after discovering whatyaij was to share a
bed with him?

With a sigh she arose and went into the bathroomituite. She
turned on the shower and stepped beneath the deammy water,
wanting every kiss and every caress washed frorsker

Teeth set she took hold of the bar of sandalwoeg smd rubbed it
all over her, then she scrubbed at her skin wehdbfah until it was

pink and tingling . . . but what she couldn't desvw@ scrub away the
memory of being so completely possessed that from on every

impulse of her body would have something of Kanmnit.i

She passed her hand over her wet stomach and stacedhe
mirrored wall at herself. She tried to see heraslKarim had seen
her, slender and white-skinned, and sexually urtedantil he had
possessed her.

She shivered visibly at the memory of those hoarkis arms . ..
heaven which had turned into a kind of hell, areduwéry look of him
had warned her that it could happen. She had krfaawn the first
moment she had set eyes on him that the ways ofidkert were
strong in his bones.

What was the decree of the Arab? An eye for an ayepth for a
tooth. Linda gazed into her own eyes and knew wizet happening
between her and Karim . . . he had found someoparish for what
had happened to his parents; he had waited yearsete out that
punishment.



As she wrapped a towel around herself, conceahiegcontours he
had enjoyed, she prayed that her body wouldn'aéter by being
pregnant with Karim's child.

If she became pregnant he would keep her heresiddsert house
and she didn't want to be the prisoner of his ldatre

When she returned to his bedroom she stood thdezisive. What
should she do? Would it be considered etiquettikisthousehold for
her to return to her own bedroom? She decidedtthaght now the
master of the house had enjoyed his privilegesgaiakly she put on
her dress, bundled up the veiling and the tunicslipged out of the
room.

In the shadowy depths of the colonnade she sawtifte-clad figure
of one of the household guards, but he had his tankd to her and
the smoke of a cigarette was drifting over his $theu Linda passed
him by like a shadow in the night and thankfullyemhshe reached
her own room it was empty and neither of her mavds there to
wonder why she crept in so wanly.

She discarded the golden dress and replaced itamtight slip of
cool transparent voile. She brushed her hair, disorke mineral
water and slipped into her cool, tidy bed.

'‘Dear God,' she prayed, 'don't let me have a baby!"



CHAPTER SEVEN

LINDA awoke from a night of restless sleep and trouldle@ms but
when Perveneh came into the room with her breakfagtshe made
an attempt to appear cheerful.

As the young maid approached her bedside withréhyethere was a
searching look in her brown eyes, a slight puzzignieat the Lady
Linda was back in her own room and not beside tieks on this the
morning of her wedding night.

‘Cafe, lellan?The girl held the chased silver pot in readiness.

'Please.' Linda banked her pillows and sat agdhesin, the hot

morning sunlight playing over her ruffled hair amel pale shoulders
from which the voile nightdress had slipped. Shevkihat she still

looked outwardly the same but so much of her hatigéd inwardly.

So many emotions chased each other through heznsyshd her
mind ... for all time she had been changed intcsthelord's woman,
but she was the woman he no longer felt free tottou

While Linda drank her coffee Perveneh picked updikearded dress
in which thelellah had been married to his Eminence. Though tl
dress was crumpled and the veil still lay bundi@th ¥he gauze tunic
Linda had carefully arranged the blbaboucheson the dressing
stool. The little amulet which Sofie had loaned lagron the table at
the bedside, her own chain of diamonds had beéméind in the
Sheikh's bedroom, along with the lustrous gold &etcwhich had
always felt so heavy on her wrist.

Perveneh was trying to stroke the creases outeofjtid dress when
Sofie arrived. She came hurrying in with a smile heer lips but

something in the atmosphere of the room cancelexdshile. She
took the dress from Perveneh and glanced enquretglinda. She
wouldn't ask questions for that would be the headlaiscourtesy and



Linda merely nibbled a warm and crusty roll to whehe had added
a little apricot jam and allowed the two Arabiamlgito form the
conclusion that British brides behaved in a differevay from
themselves.

After all, didn't the rest of the world know thdtet British were
reserved and kept their deepest feelings to thees2llt wasn't
altogether a fallacy and Linda had always beenrsopewho locked
away her hurts and disappointments and allowedtaraldook of
reserve to keep personal questions at bay.

'I'm sorry the dress got crumpled but I'm suredtemases will iron
out." She spoke lightly and knew that Sofie attleasuld guess that
when the Sheikh had undressed her, he hadn't paodeahg her
garments in the wardrobe! 'Thank you both for lagdne the amulet
and the slippers.'

'l will attend to the dress, my lady, and then wvitik other wedding
garments it will be stored away. Such things arecipus,’ Sofie
added with a touch of solemnity.

'Of course they are.' But Linda was trying to dissnirom her mind
the image of herself as Karim's veiled bride. So da she was
concerned their marriage was annulled and she wiag ¢p have to
find a way to get back to England.

How she was going to manage her escape Linda geinknow but

in the meantime she would make the best of an ymhsipuation and

try and enjoy the unusual city of Fez Eldjid. Hestfglimpse of it the

other day had aroused in her a desire to wandbeibazaar and visit
the old palaces.

She would ask Karim to take her on a tour of tiye .ci. even if they
were no longer lovers they had to maintain a facddatimacy for
the sake of his eminent pride. He wouldn't wamd iget around that



they had already ceased to share a bed. For mosth@emachismo

was an important aspect of their lives and Kanraly title of Sheikh

meant leader and she had no wish to see him lovietbd esteem of
his Arab friends.

For both their sakes she wanted to keep up themretof a marriage
even if it was all an illusion .. . the type of mage she had
sometimes glimpsed back home at the country clufrevim front of

friends a couple would pretend to be brilliantlyntant with each
other when all the time they were living insideagile shell that was
cracking into pieces around them.

Linda's lips formed into a wry little smile. It wéom that kind of
atmosphere that she had fled and now she foundlhiveng in the
same kind of shell with Karim.

Where, she wondered, was happiness to be foundgshieoped to
find it in Spain but on that winding road .of f&&Khalid had been
driving towards her and everything she had saldrtolast night was
true, he had swept her off her feet and into thiésriage without
pausing to ask questions, and she wasn't going tmdde to feel

guilty.

She didn't feel in the least guilty about her mothat in a way she
understood that all his life Karim had carried &dtm his heart for
those who had robbed him of his parents. She,ast,I@ad known
what it was like to be cradled in her mother's warms and always
when she went to bed Miriam would sing softly to methe room
with the sloping ceiling over which the night-liglitanced in
shadows.

Linda was soaking in the bath when without any wegrKarim
strode in upon her. Perveneh gave him a curtsehasitly left Linda
alone with her husband.



'‘Good morning,' he said brusquely. ‘We have td'talk

'l know."' She sat there in the water not quite kingwvhat to do and
he solved the matter by holding open a towel sccshiéd climb out,
just as on the evening at the castle when he hae€ the same thing.
Only then he had been a total stranger to her,a®he enclosed her
in the bath-towel he knew every aspect of her batipse slim
pliancy could be pitched to a high degree of egstas

As he pressed the towel against her wetness they laeked into a
silence that was alive with their mutual awarenesgach other;

nothing could truly erase what had been writterd aothing could

stop either of them from remembering the sensutesspres they
had shared. Their sensory perception of each d¢theérbeen acute
and they were both aware of it.

He led her into the bedroom from which both herdsdiad vanished
and he handed her the almond- green robe fromotbteof her bed.
She tied the sash and was aware that her nudityevaaled through
the transparent fabric which was meant to be wear a nightdress.
She felt his eyes on her breasts, and then axdiien't help himself
his gaze slid lower, and quite deliberately Linddntd turn away
from him.

Tiny muscles were contracting inside her and sh&eehhim to look
at her, she wanted him to remember what it fedt WWhen he took her
In his arms and their bodies sought the intimaey tlarried them out
of their minds into a realm where pleasure bloted the painful
memories.

His gaze lifted to her ruffled hair that was venght in the sunlight
and she saw the nerves tugging at his lips. Withealheart and soul
she willed him to cast aside the prejudice thathedding them apart,
and then she saw his shoulders tauten againsadigoilinen of his
tunic as if he reinforced his resolve not to ldynger upon her. At the



same time his brown hands clenched into fistseasithies of his white
Arab trousers swathed closely against the irond Imauscles of his
legs.

Linda shivered when she thought of his hands aedrtn in those
long legs that straddled the oriental carpet of ineiroom. They
stood facing each other quite close to the bed_amdth was in awe of
his control over himself . . . that same Eastemtrod that made him
so marvellous a lover.

'Y-you said we must talk, Karim.'

'Yes.' He spread his hands in a fatalistic gestliat is all we have
left between us—talk.'

Linda stood there silently and disbelieved him; telkiar his Arab
conscience drove him to believe she knew that ttysipal side of
him was clamouring to take hold of her. Those diexachands of his
were longing to glide over her skin and her skirs waarning for
their touch.

A sigh escaped her and her breasts heaved in rhyikimit . . .
instantly his eyes had focused on their uptiltihngee through the
sheer and clinging robe, and feigning a look obrence Linda met
his eyes and widened her own as if uncertain of imhiooked at her
in the way he did.

‘You had better get dressed,' he said curtly.

'l am dressed, Karim."' She fingered the robe ane fan a look of
bewilderment. 'This is one of the robes you wergegaus enough to
buy me in Barcelona—you chose my things.'

‘Yes, and it would seem that | chose them all ted.WHe began to
pace back and forth across the carpet, restlessirareh as one of



those sandcats who prowled in the desert. 'l wikedyou to put on
something less provocative.'

'‘How can | provoke you, Karim, when there is noghieft between
us?'

'‘Damn you!" He swung round and scowled at her, fr@ad to heel
an Arab who had left the Latin side of him behimdSpain; his

nostrils flared as he came and stood over her améH-raised a hand
as if to strike her for contradicting him.

'‘Go on,' she said, her face tilted towards hinotta, Karim, if it will
help you to stop thinking of me as a woman.'

'In that garment how the devil can | stop thinkirigou as a woman?"
And then what she had incited happened, he reafdrelder and
dragged her hurtfully close to him, his mouth deslegl and his lips
took hers roughly. He kissed her in the same dnwayhe had paced
the floor, bruising her intentionally with his aggmouth, uncaring
that his grip left bruises on her body. Without oang his mouth
from hers he backed her to the bed and crouchathevevith all the
fierceness and fury of a desert cat. The almondrgn®be was
pushed out of his way and savagely he took heringaio attempt to
bring her to pleasure, assuaging his bitter angeailse she had got
under his skin with the sweet and lissom curveanftips, the creamy
pliability of her breasts, the sensuous innocerideepnature.

His anger wouldn't give way and the salt of his &wm@an across
Linda's lips and his black hair clung to his brow. darling was a
silent cry inside her throat.. my dearhad stolen into her heart
beneath the hurtful grip of his fingers.

He fell away and lay with his back to her and tHosge wanted to
put out her hand and soothe him she didn't daigeihis rejection of
her touch. She straightened her robe and slid thebed. Her legs



were trembling as she went inside the big wardrabe put on a
cinnamon crepe-de-chine shirt and a cream-colosketd When she
emerged he was standing by the meshwork windowskisga
cheroot and looking moody as the devil. Linda apphed the
dressing-table and combed her disordered hairtheotroubadour
style that made her feel like Linda Layne insteaithe Lady Linda
whom this man had just treated as if she wereta slu

She stared at herself in the mirror as she appliedich of make-up;
she didn't really need any lip colouring for higggnkisses had left
her lips aglow. And there deep inside her eyes wasatching
radiance.

Whatever he did ... in whatever way he treatedtlhere was some
magic ingredient in the treatment that made thedl@ce joyously
through her veins. From the edge of the mirrorcghéd see him, big
and dark and smouldering. Her heart missed a bwéthar lips

quivered with a tiny smile, and then the smile wamtay as she
remembered the word he had used last night.

Forbidden!
'That was a nice scene, eh?' he muttered.
'It did the trick and I've changed my clothes, IKali

He cast a look at her, neat as a pin as she rekinsdook. 'By the
Prophet you could deceive a saint!

‘And you're no saint, El Khalid.'

He drew deeply on the cheroot and the smoke maseeyes
enigmatic. 'lI've got to keep you here but it wosdeém that I'm unable
to keep my hands off you.'



She slid her hands behind her and her fingernagsiato her palms.
'‘Best send me away then.'

'‘We both know | can't do that.'
‘Why ever not? | only make you angry by being here.
"You know why it's impossible.'

She gave a shrug which belied what she was fegiside . . . now
with every atom of her body she wanted to be with. I5he wanted
to see him big and dark each day. She wanted tw khat he was
within reach. She wanted him to make love to hendat’he did it in
anger. Like women down the ages Linda had discovia it wasn't
a man's insensitivity that hurt, it was his indiéfiece, and the Sheikh
el Khalid was not indifferent to her even if hemtidove her.

'l know what is possible,’ she murmured.

He raised an enquiring eyebrow as he carried hesoci to his lips
and he seemed unaware that his black hair wasustifly on his
brow.

‘These scenes that we indulge in are bound to imabeen what you
say you don't want to happen—not any more, thotigias your
reason for marrying me.'

His moody dark eyes slid up and down her figuréedl certain it
happened yesterday.'

‘Are you clairvoyant, Karim?'

'l don't have to be.' He gazed directly into hexeyYou are musical,
you know when you have played a piece of musictéegtion.’



One of those sensitive shivers ran all throughsigstem. "There are
times when you say the most poetic things, Karim.'

‘The desert soul harbours a flame of protectiveaesisthe pity to
understand a sadness. | am not entirely made ¢ standa.’

'l know that." Her smile hung on the edge of sasin#svas there
when we played our music.'

She heard him catch his breath, then from his gdek@roduced her
golden bracelet and he came to her and silentlyslteout her wrist
while he secured it. He then took hold of her otherst and
discovered that her wristlet had long ago lockselitand couldn't be
removed.

'l know how much you mind,' she said quietly, 'lilstall | have of
my mother and though when | was a child | naturalbuldn't

understand why she left me and my father, | realtse I'm older that
she probably found in the other man something sag wnable to
resist. No one is a saint and |—I can't helplistill remember her big
eyes and her lovely voice and can't bring mysebtap loving her.
There's always a bond and you feel it, Karim, ebenigh you never
knew your mother.’

His strong fingers closed about her wrist and émosds she thought
he was going to wrench the little gold heart froen tvristlet. "You
feel the impossibility of tearing out love from ydueart for a mother
who abandoned you of her own free will. | feel thgpossibility of
tearing out of my heart the hatred for those wtilictirmisery on the
innocent.’

'Am | not innocent?' Linda asked him.

He stared down at her and graphic between thenthveascene they
had shared last night when he had learned abountdider. He let go



of her wrist and once again he tramped back arth fcross the
room as if his restless thoughts would give hinresi.

‘Tell me something, Linda, you are proud to beiiten?’
'Of course,' she said, without any hesitation.

'l am proud to be of my father's people and yourigie to consider
me more of an Arab than a Spaniard. In any casedhturies of
Moorish rule in Spain ensured strong blood linkthvihe Arabs of
Morocco and what we are is so deep inside us thittates all our
thoughts and actions. At this precise momebeatjda,| am an Arab
who has for a wife a girl of the enemy—that is how fellow Arabs
would see it! If it was to become known then yadte Would be in
danger—you saw those men at our marriage, thetharkeaders of
warlike tribes, men with whom | do business, methwihom | am in
sympathy in many respects. Some of them despisaMbst but
yesterday they saw you as a young and attractiv@amowhom |
wish to have as my woman. They accepted the coooabsat you be
at my side while the marriage service was perforrbatyou have to
believe me, their anger would be deadly if they &nadhkling of what
| have learned. As | told you, hatred goes deepthadgh | don't
expect you to understand the political reasonghat hatred, it is
measured in terms of desert territory, home ofAhab since time
began.'

She let his words sift through her mind and sheerabered the
proud, warlike faces of those robed men who hadcheat with
enigmatic eyes while Karim el Khalid had married.h@f all the
nations of the West she was aware that the Arafadion accepted
the British more readily than they accepted oth&€mse men who
were Karim's friends and compatriots accepted séotally English,
and she felt a stone cold chill go through hehatthought of being at
the mercy of any one of them.



'‘What is going to happen to me?' she said in aslmstof way.

Karim looked her up and down and she knew what && seeing, a
girl with a look which excited him physically ...@rl who at this
precise moment might be carrying his child. She saman who
wasn't going to let go of her despite the dangersbecause he loved
her but because of what had been potent betweanftben the very
beginning.

When they touched nothing mattered except thattinegh for hours
on end. When they kissed they forgot everythingtheaitkissing.

Last night he had used the word forbidden butrtiesning his desire
for her had cancelled out the word and as he camartls her Linda
felt her knees going weak. He reached her jusime to stop her
from clutching at the bedpost for support ... hiégauher to him and
told her he would make arrangements for them tbdlgk to Spain.

'‘But | wanted to see something of Fez,' she predest
'You aren't afraid?’
I'm afraid but I'm not a coward.'

He held her away from him and searched her ey@seimpted to test
your courage.'

'I married you, didn't 1?"

A smile flicked the edge of his lips. 'This eveniulgen the day cools
| shall commence your riding lessons, m'lady. Yésink we should
stay here for a while, for if you are carrying nonghen | want that
son to be of the desert. There is no place on garta like it for it is
man's glimpse of infinity.'



He drew her against his chest and her cheek briegleadst the dark
hair in the opening of his tunic. "Where you arec@ned, Linda, my
resolves are not as strong as they should behéentits in the nature
of man to desire the forbidden. | am not goingpolagise for what
occurred a while ago.'

'I'm not asking for your apology.’
'l was less than gentle with you.'
'l have never made the mistake of thinking of ys@a@entle person.’

'What do you think of me, | wonder?' He gripped head between
his hands and tilted her face so it was exposéusteearching gaze.
‘Do you care for me?'

‘Do you want me to care?' she fenced.

'l don't know."' His eyes dwelt on her lips, sweeilge and generous.
'I have never asked a woman to care for me witthbart."

‘You prefer a woman to care for you with her body?'
‘Infinitely.'

‘Then | shall do as my lord and master wants.'shlaped her lips into
a smile but deep down inside she felt a touch glieh. It had been
inevitable that she would love his mastery over.han Linda as in
Karim the sands of history ran deep and joined saaatoss that
border where Judaic ideals clashed with thoseeoMbslem.

'Right now your master and lord wants his lunchméb -He gripped
her by the hand and led her away to the roof otfdiaer where, in a
while, their lunch was served to them on a tabteugebeside the
thick, crennelated parapet that looked out ovetahay sands.



Now in daylight Linda saw that Karim's house stoodhe very edge
of the desert and from where she stood it seematdss. The vast
desert baked golden by the sun, brooding and miyateeven in the
light of day. Leagues of emptiness and a fiercatyur the air that
she breathed. The sky overhead was a clear, tcamtlblue and to
complete the picture she saw a string of cameldgr@pim over the
dunes.

'It's quite wonderful,' she exclaimed. 'Oh, Karimgdo want to
stay—you won't change your mind?'

'l never change my mind, woman, once | have madp. it

‘You do, you know.' Linda swung round from the pataand stood
framed against the white stonework. 'You were sovaht last night
when you said | was—forbidden.’

He inclined his head. ‘A woman represents the ogee @ uncertainty
where a man is concerned. We are both aware thatdhd crumbled
to dust when | touched you.'

She felt that delicate shiver running over the gmesstrings of her
inner being as she joined him at the table, wherevas hungrily
munching bread while he waited for their lunchédipought to them.
It proved to be delicious, starting with butter besaup and going on
to a dish of sliced potatoes alternating with layarminced meat and
onions topped by buttered potato, baked golden-br@wce again
Linda ate with a hunger she had never known beforact, now she
thought about it, she seemed to have an increappdti@ for
everything . . . the things she looked at, the abjshe touched, the
sounds in the very air.

Across her cleared plate her eyes dwelt on Karich lve felt that
same stirring of hunger for his shoulders thattstiesd open the
indigo tunic to reveal his chest. He lifted his @iglass and her gaze



was riveted to his hand and his lips, and she juiwmbly out of her
thoughts when he spoke.

‘Are you looking forward to your riding lesson?"

'Oh yes.' Her fingers fondled the stem of her owmevglass. 'l want
to be able to ride with you in the desert, esphcatl night when it's
cool and the stars come out.'

‘They come out in their thousands, trailing theildfire across the
sky, but in the beginning we shall only take shuades because
learning to ride can be tough on the thighs. Yoardwill have to

give you a massage. Arabian girls are adept welr thands.'

Linda ate fresh lime souffle and considered hisadmHad there
been many Arabian girls in his life; graceful, pyagirls like Sofie
and Perveneh with an age-old instinctiveness wlename to
pleasing a man physically. She must by comparissemsvery
untutored to him and she found there were quesiioriger mind
clamouring for an answer . . . questions whichhseto suppress for
the sake of her pride. She didn't want Karim tovktimat he had come
to mean so much to her; that the very look of hould make her
exultant because she belonged to him and he stilted her despite
his allegiance to his father's people.

She didn't care what it did to his conscience 8g las they could be
together as they were right now, with the unspogpemmise of
intimacy in the glances he gave her as they saymg their Arabian
coffee.

The sun glistened on her hair and its brightneemeed to fascinate
him. 'You are so fair,’ he said. 'One would thirfkyou as entirely
Anglo-Saxon.’

'‘My grandfather was a big blond man—I told you @san Holland
where he was interned. My mother had the most gouigiblonde hair



when she was young and she used to wear it innghsgrolls that
rested on her shoulders. She loved the nightlikeemg a dance band
singer and | suppose that was why she never sdtthedh to a
domestic routine.'

Your relatives in England will soon receive themsethat you are
now a Sheikha.'

‘Yes.' She looked right into his eyes and as alwaysn there was
distance between their faces he seemed aloofy@réremendously
sorry about our marriage? What will you do if Idiout I'm not going
to have a child—please tell me, Karim! Be frankhwite!'

'l shall probably have the knot untied.' He held dgze relentlessly.
'‘But | shall see to it that you don't need to waskacompanerayour
settlement, | promise you, will be more than gensrand you will be
enabled to continue with your musical studies. bldovant you to
do that.’

‘Would you?' With all her might Linda strove notdlbow him how
much his words had hurt her, penetrating like dekimto those
sensitive and sensuous areas where he had awoketo lbe

pleasures of being a woman. No doubt she couldnitreout him but

it seemed a bleak prospect, and strangely enougldidn't reverse
the prayer which had been on her lips last night.

She didn't want his child just for the sake of jdon to him; if
already he was thinking in terms of untying the tkmdhich so
tenuously bound them, then better for both of thleat it be untied.
In the meantime he would enjoy her, and she reskldeld herself
that it would be a memory worth taking back toEssethe memory
of her days and nights with her Arabian lover.



Nothing so ardent or so adventurous would happértever again
and she resolved to enjoy every moment of beingstie lord's
woman.

Gaily she broke into a smile and reached into thel lof fruit for a

tangerine, as her fingers idly moved aside therotlkeens of fruit

something scuttled out of the bowl on to her arm @nick as black
lightning it ran to her shoulder and never in likerthad Linda let out
such a scream. She leapt to her feet and ran woddiye wall of the
tower.

'Get it off! Get it off!' she screamed, and Karidhto hold her still

while he plucked the huge spider off her blouse Gbuched against
the parapet while he dropped the thing into an gmjte glass and

carried it away, ringed, black-furred, hideouslybdegged and with

awful little eyes.

Linda couldn't stop brushing at herself and hem gkas still crawling
when Karim returned and took her straightaway msoarms, where
she twitched with nervous reaction. 'It's all rigittild," he stroked her
hair, 'there wasn't time for it to bite you.'

She shuddered at the very thought. 'Oh, Karim, ihere did it come
from?'

'It was probably enticed into the bowl by the arash#he fruit, now
tell me, are you feeling better?' He raised hee tachis and scanned
its whiteness. 'Little one, you gave such a scream!

‘Ugh!" She buried her face in his warm chest. '#e#'t know what I'd
have done if | had been on my own—how could yok gicip—I'd
die if I had to do that!"

‘No you wouldn't.' He dropped a kiss on her hhirall hot climates
the creatures exist and the bite of that speci®s fegtal, though it
causes a fever. Scorpions are much deadlier areldhaasty habit of



crawling into footwear so always be sure to shakeyour shoes or
boots before putting them on. The bite of the soorpan be fatal.'

'‘Oh dear,' she pressed close to his strength anduneness, ‘the

desert only looks peaceful but it harbours quitevaterrors, doesn't
it?"

'You will accustom yourself to the creepy crawlie¢$e stroked her
where the spider had been as if to exorcise with thuch the

sensation of the furred legs on her skin. This tivhen she shivered
it was with a different kind of feeling, and withsaft, throaty laugh

Karim lifted her into his arms and carried her ddiva winding steps
of the tower. She clung to his shoulders, her treakd against him,
knowing exactly what his intention was.

In the master suite the fans purred and sent coadadting round the
rooms. He lazily smoked a cigar while Linda wandeaenong his
belongings, feeling his eyes upon her as she exahtirs books, his
hunting trophies, and the pictures on the walle 8tew more about
music than painting but the theme of his collecti@n't surprise her;
they were all paintings of the desert, burninglyealwith colour and
strange rock formations ... a land, she thoughichvithe hand of
modern man couldn't bend to his will.

She swung to face Karim, lounging at his ease amd® divan
covered by a huge striped pelt. She carefully aggired and fingered
the pelt, which felt like rough velvet. 'Tigerskishe asked.

Karim inclined his head. 'A magnificent creaturé¢ ékiller who had
to be killed. He fell to my gun in the hills of liagd a cunning devil
who used to creep into one of the hill villagest jas the women
started to cook supper on their open fires anddretch one of their
infants while they were occupied. It is said thgets are afraid of fire
but this one was undeterred. Come, sit beside me.’



Linda did so, pulling up her legs and resting agfaim big soft
cushion. His eyes rested on the ankle that stifevilee slender chain
of hearts and he extended a hand and closed ma@itoer other ankle.

‘You like a touch of barbarity, don't you?' he mured. 'l have
noticed that you don't say the usual things theg o readily to the
tongues of city women, whose only contact with valdmals is the
occasional venison steak or mink wrap. You undedsthat | speak
of the European woman who is likely to be founthatHilton Hotel
or the Inter-Continental. My contact with your kied girl didn't
happen until that day on the road to dastillo.’

'l must seem so unsophisticated by comparisonjrehlenured.

‘Totally," he agreed, and his fingers softly stobker leg. 'You are
unpretentious and you react with a sincerity whiéhd very novel
and very refreshing. When you kiss a man you mieamnd when you
strike a man you mean it.'

He watched her through the smoke of his cigar bedids of his eyes
were lazily contemplative. 'Such passion in suclsliem white
girl—usually, you know, | find European women dlditbloodless."

'‘Have there been many?' She just couldn't hold treeckvords.

‘A reasonable number,’ he mocked. "You surely wotldke me for a
man who has lived like a monk, would you?'

'Hardly." Her eyes dwelt on his lips and she fglhges of jealousy at
the thought of him kissing and possessing other emgmand those
twinges sharpened as she envisioned the yieldelgldss pleasure
of other women in his arms, their hands strokirsganown shoulders,
wandering down over his muscular body.

Suddenly, as if reading her thoughts, he leanasda and drew her
to him. She gazed up at him and lifted a handrtikstthe sideburns



that slashed darkly against his lean cheekbonesir8ied a finger
across the detailed bones of his face and tracédaningertip the

proud structure of his nose. Slowly and sensuosiséy stroked the
column of his neck. Close like this Linda couldIféee acceleration
of his breath, and she started to kiss him, trgiher lips where her
fingers had wandered, budding them and pressing th® his skin,

the tip of her tongue sliding along the hard bohleiim.

Because she had grown up in a household wheretiaffewasn't
often demonstrated Linda hadn't realised the glofyshowing
affection. The look of Larry Nevins had never movest and his
kisses had felt dry as a paper napkin.

But, oh, how she loved the warm brown of Karim'sisknd when

she brushed her lips across his eyes she coulthie#iickness of his
lashes tickling against her mouth. She longed fdogz all of him

and he silently carried her into the bedroom artliwiseconds their
clothing seemed to peel off and he drew her dowonupm with a

lazy welcoming smile.

She stroked the dark hair that branched acrossciest and
descended to his hard stomach. 'You feel like exskgn,' she shyly
told him.

He ran his hands up the creamy sides of her bodyuaged her
towards him so he could tease with hislips the dijpiser breasts. He
sent wild thrills coursing through her and his egesiced her to a
playfulness that all at once became a natural@alp expression of
her needs.

Her creamy body blended into his and together ttreyated the
markings of the tiger, rippling in the sunlight atheé shadow of their
private domain.



There was nothing beyond being with him . . . tleervwildness, the
hammering heart against her, the dear proud hedadheld to her,
they made up for everything. The lonely ten-year-dlild had stolen
away and in her place a woman enjoyed to thelalpassion she had
let loose in the man.

'He'll never send me away,' she told herself. 'Ne will ever love
him as much as | do.’

In a suspended moment of passion he stroked thértia her brow
and looked down into her wide pupils ringed witHdyoMy wild,
wild little falcon," he breathed.

'Oh yes," she said, and they flew off the rim efitlown high cliff into
the ancient fire of . the sunset that filled themo



CHAPTER EIGHT

MOONLIGHT lay across the sands, the moon having risenanily
from behind the rock faces which the winds had gowéd into
awesome profiles, like ancient gods of the desert.

All around them as they rode side by side the nsl@dows lay like
lace on the sands and the air which Linda breatfasdintoxicatingly
fresh after the heat of the day. She had discovarkdrself a love of
riding and she had proved a good pupil from the emwinKarim had
assisted her into the saddle of Farida, a beawifaurn mare with a
black mane and tail. It wasn't that Farida wasldotor like Karim's
black stallion Malik she was pure Arabian, but lartthd approached
her and climbed into her saddle without a tracieaf and something
in her English voice seemed to appeal to the maepranced at first
and swished her talil.

Now five weeks later Linda was at home in the sadald each day
she looked forward to these gallops across thessaiter the sun had
left the sky and the brazen desert turned to ninglaks purple.

'l never get tired of the beauty of it all.’

Karim turned his head to give her his cryptic smile a smile which
held the power to set her wondering, for even dféeng with him for
several weeks Linda still found him a man who wias the desert
itself, whose silences were as fascinating as tsns, with a
beckoning quality which could also be forbidding.

'It pleases meherida,that you find the desert beautiful. Look up &
the stars, even the moon can't eclipse them.’

They lay across the vault of heaven in great clasiésilver fire that
lit Linda's face to a pallor that was deceivingdaylight her skin had
acquired a tan and the sun had brightened healmaast to platinum.



She looked and felt a different person from thewhe had arrived at
the Ras Blancdeeling so nervous of marriage with El Khalid.

By now she was well acquainted with the big finelyo the loose
tunic and swathed Arab trousers, his cloak makaitepns in the air
as the wind got inside it. She could feel her oWk tugging at her
shoulders, for the desert was a strange placefAllsudden it could
grow as cold as an English dawn and she was algtag4o wrap the
cloak tightly around her as she and Karim rode hoands.

She felt her heart beating with a deep sense ohgelg, and yet it
was only transient. Karim hadn't asked but sheebetl he had
guessed that she wasn't carrying his child. Tlmiernaking was a
flame touching silk; they had even made love indasert under the
stars, but she knew for certain that she wasnjnanmet. She had
prayed not to be so and in a way that prayer Iséltl good. She
wanted Karim to want her for herself alone andtskd her best to be
a fulfilling companion for him, both day and night.

They rode towards the ridge where they usuallyeceshe horses
while Karim smoked a cigar. She liked the rich tarighe smoke
mingling with the night air, and she loved the way would gaze
across the vast spaces as if he could never feasgk on the desert.
He knew it in peace and battle, and Linda had Iw&t him long
enough to know when he was brooding on the ghaststhmetimes
walked between them.

As he leaned against a wind-sculpted pillar andexaa flame to his
cigar she could see that he had something on md.rile smoked
about an inch of his cigar before he spoke.

‘Tomorrow," he said, 'l have to go to Rabat tonatte meeting of the
Sheikhs and you will be alone for about a weekl ifiel do you want
to stay in Fez or would you like to return to Salrcould join you

there when these talks are over and done with.’



‘Do you want me to go to Spain, Karim?' She flicked riding stick
against her boot and didn't look at him directly.

'l would prefer that,' he said. "You know why | ¢amuch like the
iIdea of you being alone at ti&as Blanca.'

'I'm not nervous, Karim.' She met his eyes throtighcigar smoke
that wafted between them. '"You know | like it heré&ez and a week
soon passes.'

‘Then so be it." He made a fatalistic movement wigHeft hand. 'l am
aware that the desert has got into your blood audwever complain
about the heat or the sand flies and the occastomialvind that
carries grains of sand into the house. You argh@raare creature for
a woman.'

His eyes moved up and down her slim figure in tbgidh riding
clothes and she saw that secret little smile craephis dark eyes lit
by the moon. "You have your piano, so you won'smgsur husband,
eh?'

'‘No, master, | shall play Chopin to my heart's eant Her lips
quivered into a smile. 'lt was the kindest thing earth, Karim,
buying me that beautiful Beckstein and having ippbd over from
Barcelona."l like to hear you play and a pianarisnstrument which
only needs a player and a listener. The cello ndesl€ompany of
violins and other cellists.'

'l wish | could give you something,' she murmuraag she was half
regretful that she couldn't say to him here and ti@at/she was going
to have his baby. It was why he had married hertbwés no longer
the reason why they stayed married. Despite hisltivesand his
position there was inside him some of the lonebra@she desert and
she tried to erase it. Perhaps she did, for irslesp he would reach
across the big bed and enclose her with his arm. mbvement



would sometimes awaken her but Karim never awokeséif and
she would in the silence of the night enjoy theuhyxof pretending
that nothing would ever separate them.

But it was only a luxury for there were other timésen he paced the
flagstones of the courtyard, withdrawn into thosgbkhe dare not
intrude upon. She knew he was haunted by memogrep th his
subconscious. The violence and the brutal slayihdnie father,
witnessed by his mother, had transmitted itselhita and he was
unable to forget, unable to forgive, for all in a# was an Arab, and
there were occasions when he would grip hold oflitie heart on
Linda's wrist and his features would look ominous.

Linda was deeply afraid of those nights when he Hef to sleep
alone in the kingly bed where it was possible tadtally intimate or
lazily apart in the delicious silence with only tbaling fans purring
away like satisfied cats.

She was too aware of the shadow that lay ovehbisghts, when for
hours he would allow the chastisement of his ghtstdrive him

away from her. She would kneel like a waiting slanethe window
divan and watch him through the intricate meshewrolught iron,

for she had long since learned that he had turneti@aramof the

house into the master suite.

Most of the rooms in thRas Blancavere beautiful, but the bedroom
she shared with Karim was the most decorative bfTdle lotus
blossom symbol of eternal youth was used with greagination in
the carving of the bedposts that reared all thetawdlye high ceiling.
She would fondle the carved lotus petals when aheatl ease at his
side, smiling a little to herself, feeling not Wwdihisrobija.

She was, after all, a slave of her senses whemktatiched her; the
very feel of his lean brown hand on her skin wasugh to scatter her
thoughts like doves from the fretwork tower, foremhe touched her



they shared a world that was entirely their ownthiNg and nobody
was allowed to intrude, and it amazed Linda the tiayhousehold
was run, so unlike her aunt's house where the nveate served
punctually at the same time each day.

Here in Karim's desert house they ate at midnighsuited his whim
and his staff never seemed to mind. They wouldesarfour-course
meal, then whip away the plates with silent coystaad if it amazed
them to hear the music of Chopin stealing througghdolonnades of
the house until the early hours of the morning theyer showed their
amazement.

She was the Lady Linda who pleased their Sheika.v@re evening
dresses which revealed her arms and shouldersfearddeep areas
of her slender back. She rode with him in the debessed like a boy
in breeches and shirt and kneeboots. She madargstmusic with
her fingers which their lord and master seemeadhtb dbsorbing.

The days and nights &as Blancavere memories strung on golder
threads but Linda was always prepared for the sudbdeck of being
told by Karim that he had decided to send her away.

Now in the starlit desert she studied his facewaoddered if his trip
to Rabat was the beginning of the end for themh&tesuggested that
she return to Spain and restlessly she walked &wayhim to where
a group of palm trees waved their fans in the noghéezes.

All at once she decided to put into words what urasgpoken between
them. '"You know, don't you, Karim, that I'm not ggito have a
baby?'

‘Yes, | know.'
‘Do you mind or are you relieved?'

'l haven't given it very much thought.'



‘You threatened to untie the marriage knot if Indidiall for a baby.'

'l expect the day will come,' he rejoined, and Vnéce sounded
distant to her.

She shivered and drew her cloak around her, buhaberesolved
never to mention the word love. She never did,ex@n when he
made her feel like screaming it when she lay indnies and there
wasn't an inch of her body that wasn't alive with, jlapped by tiny
flames of pleasure, that grew into one engulfiagni, that scorched
her to him so they clung and burned as if in th&reeof some pure
white "Star shooting through the spaces of infinity

It was a feeling akin to the exultation in musidgast as she had
never grown weary of listening again and again ¢o favourite
composers so she never grew weary of those fipatant moments
when Karim drew near and laid his hand upon her.

He did it now and she lifted wide and startled etgelsis face. 'Don't
think," he murmured, 'just feel." And he drew hewd upon the sands
and opened her cloak and his hands were so warraveaue against
her skin as he slowly unbuttoned her shirt. Shieestiand arched like
a slender cat as he caressed her body, and assadiwayeached out
to him for the touch of his skin was somehow wofiddo her. So
living and alive over the flesh and bone of him &edause she had
sensitive, musician's hands Linda was aware that gdve him
extraordinary pleasure. He had likened her to dress of the arts,
smiling as he said it but with a look in his daykes that imparted his
delight.

The desert was a pool of black and silver shadaswvkiada gave
herself to Karim and was taken fiercely by him. élegr the desert he
was totally Arabian and they were on the eve oirthest parting
since the day of their marriage.



They were an Arab with his woman on the sands where stood
still, their sleek mounts making music with theiidbes as they stood
tethered but unconcerned in the garden of shaddws. stars
shimmered in Linda's eyes as she clung to Karings/epful
shoulders and gave him her heart as well as hey. Wtat did it
matter if he didn't know or care that she had ctonteve him beyond
reason? She wasn't by far the first woman to lowkreot be loved,
and the little gold heart on her wrist was shednethe moonlight,
tiny and mocking as it swung to the rhythm of heolsng hands on
the brazen body of her lover.

'Oh—yes." Her fingernails stabbed him, always legvitheir
crescents as mementos of passion. 'Darling—datling-

He rested his face in the velvety valley betweenhneasts and his
warm gusts of breath tickled her skin.She strokedlark head and
they lay like the moonlight on the sands, with aatlither of space
between their intermingling.

In a while he leaned upon an elbow and gazed dotenher eyes
where the pupils were held within their rims of @jolyou have the
most infinitely sweet body in the world," he murmdr 'l go a little
out of my head but | don't mean to bruise you.'

'‘We both leave our mark, don't we?' she slowly shil

He quirked a black eyebrow, then lowered his h@aldetr moonlit
breasts where his warm lips teased her until livesvseemed to
thread her body. They both knew, though it remaunespoken, that
her ability for passion was due to her divided ptage. Her cool
blonde looks concealed a flame and deep withimghaaes she felt no
stranger to the desert sands where she lay in Kam@mms and
enjoyed his kisses on her body.



His hands stroked over the fine silken texture ef hips and he
slowly raised her towards him and she felt the kgmeng of his body
and the sudden stab of dazzling pleasure.

They cantered homeward with their cloaks drawneflosround

themselves, holding in the warmth against the suddédness that
filled the night. In the courtyard of the housdifted her slowly from

the saddle and let her body glide down againsbws. They were
seized by a mutual shudder between sensuality ante ther
indistinct feeling.

The stable hand took the horses and as Karim walitdd_inda into
the house his hand pressed against* the Hand ofa-#tat was
incised into the wall beside the arched entraneedidn't always do
this and it faintly worried Linda that he should daonight. She
wanted to throw her arms around him; she wantgudead with him
not to go to Rabat where talks of significance wgmng to be held,
but she hadn't full rights over a man who merelgtkeer with him
because she pleasured him . .. just as the womtre dfarems had
pleasured other men of his stamp. Fierce, proudarsasf the East in
whose very marrow was bred a liking for danger arixtlief that a
woman was born to be a source of delight.

'So you will stay in Fez while I'm away from you?Pe asked the
guestion as they sat in tealasharing a delicious dish obus-cousa
mound of spicy semolina studded with tender churilchicken and
vegetables.

She nodded and opened her lips to receive a pfeteaxen from his
fingers. 'Please let me, Karim. | shall feel claseyou.'

'Then as | said beforberida,so be it.'

'l don't often oppose your wishes, do |, m'lord¥e Smiled into his
eyes, her heart melting with love of his face.



'‘Unlike other women you have no side that is pyi@d cactus, that |
can say for you.'

‘Thank you, m'lord."
‘You are welcome, m'lady.’

Later he smoked while she sat among cushions anilgt and fruit.
The desert air made her continually hungry and ghoshe was
always nibbling something, especially the deleeadimond cakes
which were one of the cook's specialities, she nggemed to put on
an ounce of superfluous flesh. It pleased her. &/bile kept her
shape and seemed never to be enervated by thendalggat she
knew that she held Karim in physical thrall to Hemeant that she
always looked slim and fresh and could respondrtowhenever he
felt a need for her.Despite the hazard of beingidvtils daughter,
Linda exulted in the fact of it. She had her matheature and could
hardly bear to think what she would have been di&ea person had
Aunt Doris been her mother. She felt quite certhat by now she
had become as much of an outcast to her family a&gl had
always been. Her name was probably never mentiangdnore, and
it sometimes gave her an odd feeling when sheseshlihat she had
no home except the one she shared with Karim.

In more ways than one she was at his mercy.

She leafed through a book of Koranic script on #ezekin and
nothing could alter the fact that no matter howewnftshe was
physically close to El Khalid he remained as muthroenigma as
the beautiful red and gold lettering at which sheegl. She wanted to
understand his language and she yearned to unugrétarim
himself, but they both eluded her.

With a little sigh she returned the book to itscelamong his other
books, some of them in English and several feajuthrat most



formidable of Englishmen, Winston Churchill. Thenas also a
volume of verse by Robert Browning and she fele lasking her
husband why he read love poems when he had disiniss@ his
own heart any feelings of love.

‘What will you do while I'm away?' he asked her.
'I'm going to explore the city--'
'‘Not- alone!" he rapped.

'‘No, | shall go with Sofie and don't worry, Kariinshall be sure to

wear the envelopingbayahand no one will know me from any othel
Arabian woman. | want to see the silk market ardsiiake dancing

and I—I might have my fortune told by the tellerfafes.’

'‘Ah, you are a child,' he half-smiled.

You didn't think so while we were in the desesti¢ reminded him.
'‘No, in that area you are Circe herself.’

'‘Winding my coils of enchantment around you?'

'Silken white and golden coilmia farah.'

She knelt down again upon the velvety pile of thepet and the

lamps in distant corners of tisalaemitted a spicy scent, not strong
but constant. Tonight she wore an orchid-pink cmffunic bordered

in glowing pearl embroidery and her hair was saftiyarranged, and

the divine echoes of desire still sang in her veins

Karim beckoned her and she went and sat closesttegs, like a
kitten, she thought, content with just one persothe entire world of
people.



'‘Would you like a present?' he asked.

| would like you to love mshe thought to herself. She laid her chee
against his swathed knees. 'Not long ago you gaany lovely
piano.’

‘This is different.' He handed down to her a hanetigyold box and
when Linda opened it, disclosed on a bed of pluas & Hand of
Fatma in purest jade.

‘Karim, how perfectly lovely!
'It will safeguard you while I'm away, your own penalfeisha.’

She lifted it out of the box and found that it véaspended on a chain
fine as a golden hair, and she played with the Eltlem in her
fingers, watching how the light in the jade playedreen shadow
over her own hand.

‘You are generous, Karim." She reached for his lamtpressed a
kiss into his palm. 'What do | give you in return?'

‘More than you know," he replied.
‘My body?'
‘A delicious body.'

She slid into the circle of his arm and he fastehedeishaabout her
neck, his fingers holding it a moment then gliddayvn to enfold her
beneath the chiffon. His fingertips brushed heit\sback and forth,
and all the time his eyes brooded on her face girdloe black veil of
his lashes.

'l have seven nights of loneliness ahead of mesale



For silent moments she listened to her own bregtasmhe continued
to fondle her . . . was it remotely possible thatwould fill those

nights with someone else? Some other soft andngilliody that he
would hold close to his warm vibrancy and bringtpitch of almost
tortured pleasure?

It was sheer agony for Linda to even think of hiomg such a thing.
It would be like a betrayal, a treachery, and yetlsadn't the right to
wring promises from him.

'I—I shall be lonely as well.’

‘Then we had better provide ourselves with a feafire the famine
begins.' With supple strides he carried her alblegcblonnade where
the goldfish made plopping sounds among the nitgigecd buds of
the water-lotus. With a little surge of desperationda closed her
lips upon the eariobe closest to her . . . she dveahd Karim away
with such a memory of this night that he would l@lother women
in Rabat and see them only as sticks.

He had left for Rabat before Linda awoke in the may, when
already the sun was high. She felt .r.standy aesehl®neliness. She
had wanted to kiss him goodbye and the note pinadds pillow
added to her sense of regret.

She read what he had writtérhe famine now begins and | shall fas
until we hold each other in the fastness of thdani§he pressed the
slip of paper to her lips, her toes curling inte ik sheet as intimate
images of him slid through her mind, her very owivate screen
which she never grew tired of viewing. She readnaot® again and
gave a little sigh that he hadn't signed it with loive.



It was as if Karim, separated so soon from his emthad never
learned how to open his heart to love. He enjogdtd full the use of
his magnificent body but love was a word that ngpassed his lips.

He paid her warm compliments relating to her hlaar skin, her
slender shape; he told her in the most sensuattdrat she pleased
him, but he never unlocked his heart and invitedihgde. He had
never intimated that their relationship had morptldeo it than the
purely physical; he seemed satisfied with theirrmage on that level
and Linda tried her hardest not to remember why bHael quarrelled
on their wedding night.

She tucked his note into the little golden box Wwhiead held her
feisha,still on its golden chain around her neck andeherstay, and
decided that she would cheer herself up by gointedazaar with
Sofie and Perveneh.

When the two girls arrived, one with her break&ast the other with
a freshly laundered riding shirt, she gaily infodr®ofie that they
were all going into the city because she wanteldatee her fortune
told. 'l want one of those mysterious old men @dreny fate in the
grains of sand,' she announced.

Sofie gave her a slightly troubled look but didirgue with her, and
later on the three of them left the house clach&irtabayahsthe
street garment which concealed women behind intrggayeslits of
lace. They entered the big car with the coveredlaivs and drove
towards the city where Linda told the driver toltbem off and wait
for their return.

Behind her veiling she was smiling to herself. Eheas a strange
kind of excitement to being the wife of a Sheikhdashe could
understand why so many Moslem women clung to tuittonal veil.

It made them seem mysterious and unattainablekeuduropean



women who in their bikinis managed to look likeesdof meat on
sale.

Walking between the two Arabian girls Linda entetieel city of Fez
beneath the great archway where once upon a timeh¢lads of
transgressors had been spiked so others couldddasson from the
horrible sight. Beyond the ancient red walls thiy ¢eemed with
noise and the narrow streets were alive with peapledering among
the covered stalls.

The streets were made narrower by the houses Yeatung them,
their walls patched and scaled by the hot sunwaatdiluted among
the stalls by the reed awnings. There were no wiusdan the lower
floors of the houses and, as Linda knew, much efite of a family

went on colourfully on the flat rooftops.

The thronged streets led into the heart of thedraamad veiled as she
was Linda could study the milling peopie to hertis@ontent. Some
of the faces were beautiful but others were batbas if their owners
came in from the mountains where the Berbers wéhevery
warlike. Her own husband was a Berber on his fatlsgle and often
she had seen the same look of pride intermixed waithair of
ruthlessness which warned those around to keepdistance.

Slippered merchants wrapped in their robes trigdteyest the three
young women in their assortment of goods, some la€hvliooked

enticing until Sofie whispered to Linda that it waserpriced junk
and she would do better to save her money unijirtbached theouk

of silks and the shop where she could have a stemied to her very
own skin aromas.

'Oh, | must do that,' she said, and the exciteroéthie bazaar had
soothed away her earlier feeling of despondenayd ou will take
me to see a teller of fates?'



'If the lellah so wishes.'
'You seem—reluctant, Sofie.'

‘They are clever men and they can see things é &wjked at Linda
through the lace that covered her eyes. [€h&h must be certain that
she wants the future uncovered for her.'

'I—think | do." Linda wasn't altogether certain ttlshie believed in
fortune tellers but it would be interesting and slaed diviner might
even tell her that her future was going to be asisoaf happiness.

For now she lost herself in the displays of vivadigents and slippers
meant entirely for indoor wear; she handled leatimys that felt

unbelievably soft, and admired fretted silver lamphe vendors

would study her with avarice in their eyes and saviemes it was

only the persistent grip of Sofie or Perveneh teted her from

buying something she would have little use for wiske took it

home.

In the house of Sheikh el Khalid, as the two Aralgals well knew,
there were treasures that outshone market wardswehn a laugh
Linda allowed them to lead her away; they didnitequnderstand
that in some respects she was a tourist andliker otisitors was
beguiled by the exotic things on display.

Quite a number of European visitors were wandarinige alleyways
and it amused her to see the men glance at aftvigiled women and
wonder what the draperies concealed. She wondeteat the
reaction would be if she suddenly uncovered her li@ad and
revealed herself as a European.

'I'm enjoying this,' she confided to Sofie, ‘wandgabout in a veil. It
makes me feel mysterious.'



Sofie smiled and obviously understood the implaatiThe wrapped
package was more exciting than the uncovered omtethen all at
once Linda paused to pick up a pair of baby slippesde of silk-soft
leather in a pale primrose colour. 'Enchantinge’ ekclaimed. 'Look
how the tiny toes curl upwards— these | am goinigug!'

She proceeded to do so and was amusedly aware figf &ud
Perveneh glancing at each other as if wonderitigeif mistress was
with child. "You never know." She tucked the sliggoaway in her
woven basket. 'The teller of fates might inform timat I'm going to
have half a dozen lusty children.’

She dropped coins into the begging bowl of an odoh Iseated near
the doorway of one of the beautifully tiled mosquére just inside
the shaded entrance a group of students were ngahtir lessons.
She stood in total fascination and watched a nisioking snake
dancer twirl to the music of flute and finger-cyrisyahe mottled
snakes gliding around his body, hissing and showhieg fangs. He
had the marks of bites all over him, white agamsblue- black skin,
and though Linda suspected that the venom hadvaiesrawn from
the snakes it was still a skin-crawling spectacle.

There were sellers of amulets, beads, bangles ancga knives
wickedly jewelled. Large wickerwork panniers endttee aromas of
spices, herbs and a mixture of fruits. The figkmbdelicious and
again Linda dipped into her purse and bought soH®. two
companions again shook their heads at each othietoasay that she
was the mistress of a rich house with a kitchehdiufood and yet,
rather like a child, she had to buy figs in the ke&r

'l know they'll have to be washed and washed,ssaigkto Sofie, ‘but
they are so luscious looking.'

Oh, to be a painter, she thought as she lookedndrber at this
walled city which time had trapped in the ambetha Arabian sun.



Houses leaning one against the other for suppoirtanets that
speared the turquoise sky, and ramparts that echikdhe street
noises.

By now there were several inches of dust on disyha,thrown
upwards by the shuffling slippers of the peopld thessed back and
forth, some laughing, others muffled to the eyelsrovihere was the
tap of hammers on brass and copperware, and withinit of space a
man sat painting designs on pots and plates dfizdl, and beside
him there was a mint-seller, his baskets piled lgh the aromatic
herb which the Arabians loved to put in their teada had grown to
enjoy the taste and found mint-tea very refreshing.

She felt attuned to the pulse and throb of theséigtaround her, as if
in being part of Karim she had absorbed a liking tfee throaty
speech, the vivid gestures, the dark and dange&yesthat seemed
to see the shape of a woman through the concestliegt robe.

How far removed Linda thought wonderingly from tbedate life

with her aunt and uncle, with its ordered routinat textended from
the houses into the tree-lined roads and the shgppecinct where
the bargaining and bartering that went on in theabhawas unheard
of. In certain areas of London there were marketaunlike this one

in Fez, but Linda's life until she met Karim hadldowed a regulated
pattern of music study and then the train ride hontbe evening to
the house in which she had pined for colour andaniiar

In thesoukof silks she was overwhelmed by the lovely, havmivied
fabrics in every shade and variation of the rainb®8he insisted that
Sofie and Perveneh choose lengths for themselvies toade up by
Sofie into dresses. They were delighted and wihky tdid their
selecting Linda wandered around on her own, stgpkire silk, the
damask, the velvet and the lacework. She finallyg for herself a
lacy stole in a shadowy deep-lilac that remindeddfi¢he desert at
night, the garden of Allah where she had lain imitk& arms and



adored his face by moonlight. Surrendering to leisire@ with every
nerve and cell of her body.

She drew the lace through her fingers, knowingtrigtw that she

loved the man, loved his land, and his people. Haglya strength and
a mystery that appealed to a deep centre of hersdlivas her true
inheritance from Miriam. In her very veins t'. dreat an Eastern
rhythm from long, long ago. It was why she and Kawere never

strangers wl en they touched, it was because thaed an affinity

which like the desert itself was timeless. From fing instant they

had looked at each other that affinity had masteo#d of them, and
standing here, breathing . the aroma of dye fraarsilk vats, Linda

gloried in her discovery.

She loved Karim ... he was the rib of Adam from ethshe had
grown to become his woman. The sun lord's woman!

Smiling, she told Sofie that having bought silk tbem she now
wanted to buy a gift for the Sheikh. She had detamea leather belt
stamped with a Koranic prayer which he could weaunad his tunic.
‘A good prayer, Sofie. A prayer with meaning.'

So they went to the dealer in leatherware and bestl her belts in a
range of shades and widths, some of them stamptddesigns,
others stamped with Koranic script. The belt shkected was
teakcoloured and the script was in gold-leaf arel ghayer stated
simply; Blessed be the man of loving hedtrtwas costly and Linda
had just enough money left in her purse to payertef fates.

'I'll buy scent another time. Let's go and fincdhaddiviner who looks
like Merlin the Wizard.'

They found him in the carpet square, seated omgtbend near the
mounds of marvellous oriental carpets, rich anttdus from the far
corners of the East, and Sofie explained that hstr@ss was from



England and she wished the diviner to read herifatbe sands of
Arabia.



CHAPTER NINE

THE old man of the East gazed up steadily at Lindaripg with his
sharp little eyes into the lace slits that partpecealed her eyes, then
he spoke to Sofie in a voice as rasping as sandsgndnen the wind
blew them across the courtyard of fRas Blanca.

Sofie turned to Linda and told her what the divihad said, that he
would much like to read in the sand the fate od@bia who on the
surface had much to be envied.

Linda felt startled. 'How does he know I'm a bloPide

'‘Guesswork, | thinklellah," Sofie replied in Spanish. 'Do you wan
him to go on?'

'‘Oh yes.' Linda was in no doubt. 'He looks as sltha hills and wise
as an owl, and will be fun even if he tells meteolorot.

Sofie told the old man to proceed and he took finesrgrubby robes a
drawstring bag from which he poured a little mowfdsand. He
stirred it around with a forefinger on which thelmeas twisted like
the shell of a snail, then he imparted instructimnSofie who passed
them on to Linda. She was to stir the sand witlrilght forefinger, so
bending down to him she did so, trying not to mind smell of his
robes which looked as if they hadn't been washesglven removed
from the day he had put them on. She guessed ¢hatdibably slept
in them and wiped his hands on them after eatisgnieals and
performing other functions.

She was glad to straighten up and watch as he pe¢rthe sand
pattern on the ground, then he began to rock bagKath, his eyes
tightly closed for several seconds. In the sildnoéela could hear the
carpet merchants chanting the virtues of their waed she heard
lovely words like Tabriz and Bokhara, the placesehthe carpets
had been woven.



Abruptly the diviner began to speak and Sofie tistéto him intently
while Perveneh clutched hold of Linda's arm andrssk a little
frightened by the old man, whose lynx-like eyesengpen again and
fixed upon Linda.

In a while he paused and Linda wanted to know wieahad said.
‘Come on, Sofie, am | going to be happy or sad—lat@®/

'He says--' Sofie looked a little lost. "The satelshim that you are
going to make a journey across the desert and ybflywon wings,
going very fast from a shadow that pursues you.'

Linda stared at Sofie and she felt her mouth go '@—it sounds
like a lot of nonsense—ask him what he means.'

Sofie spoke to the diviner who shrugged and agaargd at the sand
pattern which looked meaningless to Linda. Whatney would she
possibly make with Karim away from her in Rabat2iiif she went
riding in the desert she would obey his instruiand ride with Haid
Saidi one of the household guards.

The diviner started muttering again and this tireealdded that the
shadow couldn't help following her because it waker heart and
would journey with her.

'‘But where am | going?' she demanded.
'He says where the desert sands cannot reach.’

'Oh, it is a lot of rot and | should have listertedyou, Sofie. Here,
give the old charlatan his money and let us go htwrianch—I'm
ravenous!'

Back home at th&as Blancd.inda ate a good lunch but she felt s
lonely sitting alone in thesala with her coffee. The loneliness
reminded her of her wedding day, when she had dandere for



Karim to come to her. She could see him now, sonsanuing and
upright in his impeccable robes, his proud heachdawith the ropes
that made him look so utterly an Arab.

Curled among cushions she remembered how they h#cdvside
by side along the colonnade . . . her heart hatldmeéast with the
many apprehensions of a bride. She had longed ito flie arms but
she had been so afraid that he would find her wgnti a man of
experience who had known lovely Arabian girls a#l a& European
women of the world.

She sipped her coffee and every moment of her firsiate
encounter with him was vibrantly memorable. Theshadow crept
into her eyes as she remembered the late-nighte seaich had
followed their passionate hours of discovery inteathers' arms. She
didn't blame him for the bitterness of that sceéhe,harsh threat of
rejection which, thank God, had resolved itself whe touched her
again.

'‘We are never strangers when we touch,' he wouyldsher. But

were they strangers when he was away from her amah@ those
warlike men whose nature it was- to hoard theievsances? They
would talk about the political situation and thasties with their
enemy and Karim would be reminded of what Linda tedrhim to

forget.

Suddenly she needed the solace of her music aneveheto the
piano and opened it. She ran supple fingers albadkéyboard and
started to play the romantic music of George Geirshvecalling

those impromptu concerts at the college of musiemmthe students
would feel in the mood for some modern music.

Not that Gershwin would be considered modern anyentmt in
Linda's opinion his music was close to being ctadsand she
favoured in particulaihe Man | Love.



Though Linda had chosen to study the cello in paldr she had a
silken touch when it came to the piano and she ndmeeed a fellow

student saying to her that she would never nesthtoe; that if she
failed to achieve her ambition to be a solo cefils could make her
living playing in one of those moody cocktail b#rat catered for the
kind of customer who wanted to indulge in nostalgia

She wandered int®Rhapsody in Bluyesmiling to herself because
when she played the rhapsody she always had aneynte try and
imitate the volatile style of Oscar Levant. She Ipadsessed his
recording until it had finally scratched itself teath because she
played it so often.

At sunset she went riding with Haid Saidi, a leam®who spoke
Spanish so she was able to converse with him. Hetieasame age
as Karim; they had been in the army together ard swnce he had
been employed by the Sheikh and Linda was awarieysrode
across the sands, aglow with the many colours filthedl the sky
when the sun died away, that he was studying hir ks hawkish
eyes in a face rather darker than Karim's becaedwat no dash of
Latin blood.

'l heard you playing the piano, my lady,' he reredtKYou have an
excellent touch.’

'It's kind of you to say so.' Though she often sawtall and lean

about the house, always clad in his Arab robes, h&te not had

occasion to hold a proper conversation with himisTdvening she

was glad of his company and the fact that Karinsted him like a

brother . . . this, after all, was the first nigiie would spend at the
Ras Blancawithout her husband.

'‘European music is so very different from the mudithe East,' she
remarked.



‘The East and the West are worlds apart,’ he ckeplie

‘Then do you disapprove of me as the Sheikh's Wgh@ eyed him
curiously from beneath the brim of her hat, forighh she had felt the
need to be European and so she wore a dip-brinarthta tweed
jacket with her riding breeches and boots.

'It isn't my business to have an opinion, my ldmiyt, as it so happens
| consider you a very charming woman.'

Linda's pulses gave a jolt but she retained heofatomposure; she
didn't want Haid Saidi to guess that she suddesitydss sure of him
than when they had started their ride. How coulel lsh sure of him
when her own husband was an unknown quantity, ntkehthe
desert which to a newcomer like herself had naaetfandmarks she
could follow if she went astray,

‘This morning in the bazaar | had my fortune tojddme of those
wizened old men who read the sand grains—are suah tan be
believed?' she asked.

'‘Who knows?' A cryptic smile edged his mouth. "THaad of fate
shuffles all of us like a pack of cards.’

'He said some strange things and I—I can't get thetnof my mind.'
‘The girl Perveneh related those strange thingsetomy lady.'

'‘Oh?' Linda gave him a curious look. 'Do you askduestions about
me?'

‘Arabs have enquiring minds.'

'S0 you encourage my personal maid to be— indis2ree



'‘Not really indiscreet, my lady.' His dark eyesmwhered into Linda's.
'She is a pretty creature who sometimes shareompany—ah, but
don't be anxious, my lady, | would never lay a hapdn a young
Arabian girl of virtue.'

'l should hope not!" Linda suddenly realised jusivhattractive Haid
Saidi was, with not a spare inch of flesh on hiergj facial bones.
'‘Perveneh is a nice girl and her marriage chanoegdabe ruined if
you--'

'She is a soft young dove and quite safe with neerhurmured.

Linda couldn't help wondering if she, the Sheikinge, was
altogether safe with this Arab who listened to heid's innocent
chatter and came to his own conclusions. In thatamt she
remembered what Karim had said, that it would begdeous for her
if his compatriots learned about her mother.

‘You were in the army with Karim, weren't you?' dad, and her
fingers had tightened on the reins of her horse.

‘The Sheikh saved my life. We were searching agdlfor a pair of
terrorists and | stepped inside a room where onleewh held a pistol.
He was about to pack me off to hell or heaven whlekhalid came

flying through the back window like a winged hawkdahe had a
knife in his hand. A knife in the hand of an Arakaiswift and deadly
weapon, my lady.'

Linda kept her features composed, for here in #sed where the
stars were so numerous there was always a lumyniasibe air and
Haid Saidi had his eyes upon her face. 'l havecedtthat everyone
thinks of my husband as being purely Arabian, itdbes have a
Spanish side to him.'

‘And which do you prefer, my lady?'



'l have no preference.’

‘Have you not?'

‘And you haven't any right to be so inquisitive.'

‘Arabs are inquisitive and | am entirely of the Eas

‘Do you basically disapprove of the Sheikh's choica wife?'

'‘My Lady Linda, a man takes for his wife the worméro pleases him
best and it's apparent to us all that you havedareat favour in his
eyes. Among the Berbers he is a very popular manhanis with

them in Rabat because they want him to take on owerall

leadership, the position held by his father at time he was
assassinated. El Khalid has always divided his lii@gabetween
Spain and the Berber regions but now he has maarwde in Fez
there are hopes that he will remain here.’

Linda sat quiet in the saddle, staring ahead oiriterthe black and
silver desert. 'Have you any idea what his decisidlh be?' she
asked, and her earlier feeling of desolation hagptcback into her
heart.

‘That decision, my lady, rests between him andmlla
'He loves his people, doesn't he?'

‘Arabian loyalty has no peer.'

‘And Karim would be so right for the job, wouldh&?'
‘Many think so.'

'I—I think so myself." She suddenly urged her harde a canter,
then into a gallop, and the stars shimmered blinulyer tear-filled



eyes. Karim's decision, as she knew, rested bethieeand a name
carved into a little gold heart.

The following morning at th®as Blancdhe hand of fate dealt Linda
a card with a sinister face on it. She went intoilka dressing room
in order to put away in his bureau the embossetdvieth she had
bought him in the bazaar. She didn't intend to lpry just needed
some sensory contact with him by fingering his moremate
garments, especially a blue shirt which he had \astnh on the
journey from Spain.

As she lifted the shirt with the intention of pressit to her face a
buff envelope fell out as the shirt unfolded. Il te the floor and
Linda bent down to pick it up; her fingers felt sstiming stiff and
square inside and because the envelope was unsbal¢ook a look
and discovered that the square object was a passase in red
calfskin, very similar to the one she had lost firgt day in Spain
when the cab which was taking her to Dona Domalyalsse had
driven into a sack of vegetables and spun half dwvercliffside . . .
suspended there until Karim had arrived on the escamd taken
charge.

Even as she withdrew the passport from the envelapda knew

what she was going to find inside. There was hey ga/n picture,

her eyes wide and guileless, and there were tlikedotiocuments
which according to Karim had gone missing in tha s@en the cab
had plunged down the cliffside.

He had sworn to her that her passport and papeeslo&, yet here
she stood with those same objects in her hand.addeabtually used
them to bring her into Fez Eldjid and she hadrésjoned him when
he had said that he'd been able to acquire tempdamuments that
would permit her to enter the country.



Karim had lied to her. He had deliberately madddsthbeholden to
him for the passport case contained the money athéatken with her
to Spain. Looking her directly in the eyes he had shat she was
without a penny to her name; that her work visalergpermission to
reside in Spain were gone forever.

Anger swept over her and she bundled the blue bhok into the

drawer and slammed it shut, then leaving the masti#e she

hastened along the colonnade to her own room,abgport case and
its contents clutched in her hand. Damn him, he digdn her no

chance to resist his half-threats and his persnsside had taken
brazen advantage of her naivety; she had suitegungose in every
respect until he had seen the name of her mothgedaipon the

heart that was as hard as his own heatrt.

To her relief her room was empty and when she dldke door

behind her, she slid the bolt with determined finsgel'here was
nothing to keep her at theas BlancaKarim no longer wanted a
child from her, and if he decided to stay in Feaagmlitical leader

then he would hardly want for a wife a woman whailddoe a source
of potential danger to his position among the Bexbe

She would take nothing with her but her handbawgmtise members
of the staff would be suspicious if they saw hawlag the house with
a suitcase. She was entitled to take a drive ifwgisbed and she
would tell the driver that she wanted to do somepging at the

airport where the shops sold modern goods. Karanlg honest

action as she saw it was to leave her money iimtsicte her passport;
there was sufficient to get her home and that wiag she had taken
that amount to Spain, in case her job asrapafieraturned out to be
disappointing.

In a mood of cold calmness she changed out of hessdinto a
cream-coloured suit and she tucked a sweater irmdenandbag.
When she landed in England she would feel the ahanthe climate;



already she felt a sense of coldness deep insid&he felt betrayed
by Karim and by her own feelings. She had allowd to become
very precious to her and it hurt indescribably thlhalong she had
been his dupe.

The shy and lonely English girl whose innocent bbdg appealed to
his Eastern appetite. She was about to wrench iemarist the wide
gold bracelet that was worth a small fortune whendecided to keep
it as payment for the pleasure she had given hirth& she could be
sure! No man could be truly deceiving when it caitme~vhat he
achieved in a woman's arms and the one thing skesw@ of was
that Karim had enjoyed to the full the many hotnesythad spent in
exploring the sensual side of their relationship.

She carefully combed her hair and because shedotber bleak
she applied some make-up. The mirror reflectegaitiefeishain the

vee of her voile blouse and quite deliberately @meoved the Hand
of Fatma which she was always going to wear. Sbppid it into the
little gold box with the note he had pinned to thkow where his

head had rested beside her own.

A hard tremor of pain ran all through her body. Gtbess times she
had kissed his mouth not knowing that he had bdaetr, uncaring of
the anguish he caused her. He was an arrogargssitinan who had
to have all his own way . .. well, he wouldn't hake pleasure of
telling her that he was going to untie their mageiknot because
there was no place for her at the side of a paratrieader.

He would return to th&as Blancao find her gone.

Nervous but determined Linda made her way to thaggawhere the
chauffeur was cleaning the cars and told him teedher to the
airport. He looked astonished but she was the 8hedgind also an
infidel and he didn't pretend to know the workimgfsa roumia’s

mind. He put on his jacket and his cap and Lindabkstd into the



back of the big black car, glad that the windowsenevered so she
could sit in the dimness with her sense of desmiati

She was sorry not to be able to say goodbye t@ Sofil Perveneh but
the three of them had enjoyed themselves in thedvand she hoped
they would remember her with friendship.

As the car drove out of the great courtyard shedithe blind over the
rear window and gazed back at the lovely white bawstil it went
out of view. Her throat felt blocked with unshedr®and all the way
to the airport she held her hand to her throat laslding in the sobs
that wanted to break loose. She hated Karim .e .leed him. She
wanted never to see his face again . . . she woeNeér be able to
forget his face.

'l shan't be long," she told the driver, whose &bamwas less
proficient than Haid Saidi's. 'l need things | mbay in the airport
shops.'

'Si, lellah.'He settled back with his cap over his eyes asd wdlked
into the airport and made her way to*'the counteeng the flights to
Europe were booked. She was praying that she wbelducky
enough to acquire a cancellation and she stoock threa silent
torment as the girl made her enquiries. A flight Madrid was
possible and from there she might get a seat onatkeafternoon
flight to Heathrow Airport.

Linda snapped it up. She would be on her way aatwas all that

counted. She just wanted to put as many miles ssilje between

herself and Karim el Khalid. Forever she told hése she made her
way with other passengers into the boarding lounge.

It was dark and rather cold when Linda emerged fideathrow
Airport but she wasn't too concerned for she kndverne she was



going. There was a small hotel in Chelsea that tookic students
and Linda had telephoned Mrs Palmer the proprietbose daughter
Olive had studied music at the same time as Lifiti@y had been
quite good friends and Mrs Palmer knew her.

Yes, she had said, she would be only too glad ttd.ileda have
accommodation at the Palm Court.

Little specks of rain touched the windows of thadil cab as it drove
Linda in the direction of Chelsea. Under the jackdter suit she now
wore the sweater which she had brought with hex;ve&s glad of it
after several weeks in the warmth of Fez. Shetifeltl, still rather
dispirited, but quite certain of what she was gdioglo. She was
going to pawn the gold bracelet, for it wasn'tytiuérs to sell, and she
would be able to pay for her hotel room while sbheked for a job.

All she knew was music so she would look for a goich as Olive
Palmer had once suggested, that of a pianist Ilnka A job would
make her independent and as time went by she rsigttto forget
that she had been for a few magical weeks theatigeSheikh.

Karim, she decided, would divorce her. It was corapeely easy for
an Arab; all he had to do was to declare in frdnwitnesses that he
no longer wanted her for his wife and the deed ea. He would
be rid of someone who could prove a potential enalsarment to
him, and she would be rid of a man who hadn't\keén he had said
that he had never known what it was to love.

Love? Linda stared from the window of the cab. #swa state of
illusion, a spell that when it broke left a feelin§disenchantment
that was barely endurable. But she would endure.v&uld make a
new life for herself, untouched by Karim whom shawd probably

never see again.



He would hardly come looking for her though he vabshrewdly
guess that she had returned to England. If he ¢aokéng her aunt
and uncle wouldn't be able to put him on her tidér aunt didn't
know Olive Palmer, though Linda had a slight notibat Uncle
Henry had met her at one of the college concertsyway, he
wouldn't be likely to remember that brief meetimg: had always
been a little absent minded and wrapped up in bak$® and his
recordings of Mozart and Brahms.

Linda looked a little sad. She was fond of her armlit she couldn't
face Aunt Doris and her recriminations. The vemuight of having

Karim thrown in her face as a man who had destrdyaxdife was

more than Linda could bear. He hadn't destroyed henot quite.

She was warmly welcomed into the cosy environsiefRalm Court
and merely explained that a job she had taken ast Ead gone all
wrong and so she had hurriedly returned to Engiartie hope of
finding work in the capital. She was given cupsted and ham
sandwiches and was then allowed to go to bed. Bivdexl wearily
beneath the covers and tired as she felt, lay shiyen the grip of a
nervous reaction.

Everything had happened so swiftly . . . insteaehg in bed in a
luxurious oriental room she lay in one of the mm@dest rooms of a
small hotel in London. Instead of silk sheets she tay between

stiffly laundered cotton ones, and instead of mggtie cicadas in the
starlit trees she heard the sound of a tug waiitaghorn as it

proceeded along the Thames. It was September asr@ thas

probably a mist on the river, and with this thoughimind Linda

drifted off to sleep, worn out by her flight froneE

In the next few days Linda went job hunting witklemgeance; a job
as a pianist seemed as if it would never mateeigdind then she had
stroke of luck. TheChez Lille in Bruton Street placed an
advertisement in th&vening Standardthey required someone to



play the piano in the supper room and Linda telepldat once for an
appointment.

As it happened she was a member of the musiciansh ufor like
other music students she had hoped to perform@&aaring capacity.
Her change of heart and mind prior to her trip pai8 had been
complex, tied up with impulses she had only partigerstood at the
time, but thankfully that union membership madpassible for the
manager ofChez Lilleto accept her as their supper room entertain

Linda was thrilled. She and Olive went shopping ahd bought
herself a simple but stylish evening dress in dlsdhade of apricot.
It suited her bright hair and her tanned skin dmel started her new
career with enthusiasm. She played well and shedltw play and her
repertoire ranged from classical pieces to thel@&@arsmusic she had
played that day when the sand diviner had seemhkght, running
to where the desert sands didn't reach.

It was a close friend of Olive's who brought hex fhece of music
that within a few months was to become her them@amRhe intimate
supper room o€hez LilleLinda went on to become the pianist in th
Harmony Room of the Clarence Hotel, and thieebird music
initiated the dress of fire-coloured chiffon whishe wore in the
second half of her performance, when as the ligimsned leaving
only a tinted spotlight around her slim figurela black grand piano
a quietness fell over the diners and they watchédeced as Linda's
slender fingers beat out a rhythm that was bothigaus and elusive .
.. like love on the run, as a male customer hathrked to the elusive
Linda Layne who only smiled her slightly sad smilleenever a man
tried to become more than an admirer of her musiais.

It got around among the stylish patrons of Londightlife that there
was someone special to watch and listen to in trendny Room of
the Clarence, as long established as the Ritz quialg handsome in
its decor.



When Linda played thEirebird the cabaret audience were led to th
brink of believing that tiny scarlet flames werapeng around her
slim figure, an effect produced by a clever spbtlighe dress she
wore and above all her playing. Always at the #nafl the music the
audience applauded madly and young men sometinssedalfter
Linda as she slipped between the curtains, asdhiron beating out
the flames that in their aroused imaginations wesrching her
creamy skin.

When she entered her dressing-room Maudie quicidiosed her in
a wrap, for such intense playing made her feelasmwas if she had
escaped from the flames of the music.

'So you still know the art of setting a man on.fire

The deep timbre of the voice made Linda's headttwside her. 'Oh,
Maudie, why did you let him in?' It was a cry frahe heart of her.

‘Your dresser wisely knows that she couldn't keepout," he said.
'‘She also realises that you and | must speak phwaigether.’

'‘No--' Linda flung a look of desperation at the gawmtured Cockney
woman who had been her dresser ever since theostaetr success.
'Please stay, Maudie!

But Maudie was already opening the door. 'No, Itltenake myself
scarce for a while—as the gentleman says you havat@ things to
discuss.'

The door closed behind her and Linda found hewdelfie with El
Khalid for the first time in months. He still hactcammanding air of
distinction and authority, and he could still mélex feel weak at the
knees.

'‘Why have you come here?' Try as she might Lindddcdt keep a
tremor out of her voice. 'W-what do you want?'



He studied the way her fingers plucked at the séster wrap, then
slowly he lifted his gaze until it dwelt full on hiace. 'Perhaps | came
to hear you play.'

She flung the smoky-gold hair back from her brda you consider
that I've improved since those evenings when | usgolay in the
salaof your house?’

A furrow appeared between his black brows. 'It setoo long ago.’
He took from his coat pocket the cigar case stamp#dhis initials.

'‘May 1?' He drew open the case and there in aatydiow were the
brown, slim cigars that were specially blendedhion. They always
looked lethal but their aroma was sultry as a desght.

'‘By all means.' She turned to the dressing-tabteaaglance in the
mirror, lit by a glowing crescent of bulbs, showsslr the lingering
look of shock in her eyes. She had thought of Ka#being out of
her life for always.

The remembered smoke of his cigar drifted to henging with it
potent memories of the desert when the sun stéotedol and the
sands beyond the white walls Bhs Blancébecame an undulating
carpet of many colours. The memories littered heughts as the
stars in the desert sky, and silence lay betwermsetliand Karim like
a barrier, a silence underlined by the soft humnohghe electric
heater attached to the wall.

'‘By Allah, this country of yours is still a devifiscold place. As |
stepped from the aircraft at Heathrow it was likading in the
Arctic.'

‘Christmas is almost upon us.' Linda dared to labkKarim's
reflection in the mirror and his eyes were pengtgalher like knives
that wanted to rip the silk and chiffon from herdgoThose eyes



swept up and down her figure as if he were lookiog some
alteration in her looks.

‘Why did you run away from me?' he demanded, sdexlg that he
made her almost jump out of her skin.

'Y-you know why.'

'l knew when | returned from Rabat what motivated,yyou had
found your passport and papers, but | never réalkyv why you left
me.'

Linda turned from the mirror and beneath the smgdadgl, tumbling
hair her tawny eyes were tormented. 'Is it so gedrshe asked, 'that
a wife should leave a husband who never loved her?'

He gazed fiercely into her face, which was suddatlilgleakness and
fine bone. His eyes raked her plume of hair, heamy skin, her
mouth that was poignant with the pain that had negally gone

away. Only when she played her music did she fdnget but now

he stood before her and she wanted to hate himn&bing her love

him all over again.

'‘Does it seem strange to you,' he asked, 'thavé In@ver stopped
looking for you? Your relatives had no notion ofexd you were and
it was only by chance that in the bar of the Dostée | heard
someone mention your name and | then discoverddythawere
playing the piano here at the Clarence.'

Linda tilted her chin and gathered her pride togetlWhy come
looking for me, Karim? | thought | did you a goadrt by running
away from you—I knew that when you returned fronb&ayou
would tell me that our marriage was over.'

'‘Over?' His eyes drilled into her. 'l don't follgwu.'



'‘How could you be supreme leader of your tribe hade me for a
wife?' She raised her wrist on which swung th&elgold heart. 'l am
Miriam's daughter, am | not?"

‘And you are also the wife of El Khalid." He tosgld cigar into the
wash-basin where it spat sparks as he came amdlesiy gathered
Linda into his arms. 'Did you ever really believsatt | would
surrender you for the sake of putting more ropesffide around my
headcloth? Do I look a fool?'

He took her chin in his hand and raised her faded@nd never had
she seen his eyes so burningly black, so fiercebistient, so
devouring.

‘The only foolish thing | ever did where you arecerned was to say
that | couldn't feel love. | haven't stopped feglinsince the day we
met. | haven't had a night of peace since | rethfnem Rabat and
you weren't aRas Blancao run into my arms. My arms have only
just stopped aching for you. | love and cherish tibbu die. If you
require, my very dearest Linda, then | shall shiolubm the rooftops
of London as thenuezzirshouts the prayer from the minarets. | adol
you—want you—and, by Allah, | won't be denied. Inkde, do you
hear me?'

Linda gazed up at him, as helpless as she hadtbagiirst day in his
limousine when he held her for the first time iis brms and they
forgot to be strangers when they touched.

'‘But—I have my career--'

‘To hell with your career!

'You—you told me a pack of lies--'

'So | did.' He quite shamelessly smiled. 'lI'd htle several packets
of them just to get my hands on you.'



‘You truly are the most arrogant man in the world.’
'‘And you," almost gently he stroked her hair, "go® divine.'

'Oh, Karim--' She could feel herself melting intorh... all her brave
resolve was ebbing away. 'Karim--'

‘Yes, my dear heart?'
'Did you really go and see my Aunt Doris and Urtdénry?'

'Of course | did. | acquired the address in Essermfmy cousin

Ramos and went to see them as swiftly as possibkey could tell

me nothing and were extremely anxious about youth@nfirst visit

to England | did my utmost to find you, then | meted to Spain in the
hope that you had gone looking for another job ampanera.
Nothing! Nada!'

He gazed down at her and he held her bruisinglsechs if even yet
he couldn't quite believe that they were togetlgairg that they were
touching and the search for her was over. "You Ipaene through
hell, do you realise ihint?"'

She nodded, for now they were close like this shddcsee that his
face was fine-drawn as if anxiety had eaten awdymat She slowly
raised a hand and touched his face. 'l didn't thok really wanted
me, Karim--'

'‘By Allah, how can you say such a thing?' He gaseapunishing
shake. 'l thought all sorts of things— that you Ihaen kidnapped
and taken to some house of infamy. Haid Saidi aledt Ino stone
unturned and then | decided to come to Englandhagdhe hope that
you had visited your relatives. Tell me why youysth away from
them?'

'‘Because |—I wanted to be anonymous.'



‘And luckily for me achieved it," he said sarcaati; 'by becoming a
nightclub celebrity. What am | to do with such Qi

‘Do you truly love me, Karim?'

'‘Are you not woman enough to know that | love ydu®'mocked.
‘Think, my bint. Think of the night before | left for Rabat. In the
morning | left you with great reluctance but | himdconfront the
Sheikhs in order to tell them my reasons for refgshe honour they
wished to bestow on me. It was courtesy that kielin to their faces,
but the days dragged and the nights were withodt—gmou will
never know my torture when | arrived home and yewengone.'

A look of torture was there in his eyes when hel:s#éti was as if a
sabre had slashed me in half . . . you were gama fmy side and
where you had been there was an aching emptinesg. whdu sorely
punished me for the deception | played on you, &jrehd | should
have remembered that wives go looking in pockedstrawers when
a husband is away on business.’

'‘Oh, | was being sentimental, Karim, | wanted tacto something
personal of yours and out fell my passport.’

'l see.' His features softened. "You wanted toifeebntact with me?'
'Yes.'

‘Then if | forgive youadorada will you forgive me?'

'‘Oh yes!'

‘Never, never strangers when we touch, my darlirig g

‘Never, never lonely when we kiss, my darling Karim



They were still kissing when Maudie poked an erniggihead around
the door ... so that was who he was, he was Mrsdd's gentleman.



