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BIRD OF PARADIS

Margaret Rome



In a fit of bravado, Lynette rashly and untruthjulleclared that she
believed in trial marriages -- and only realizeavifoolish she had
been when Luis Estevez, Marques de Paradis, taot er word.



CHAPTER ONE

THE cocktail bar of Papeete's principal hotel was cedvwith a

colourful, chattering crowd of young, not so yourapd a few

gracefully old people. It waaperitif time in French-governed Tabhiti,
the most tolerant and carefree isle in the wholéhef Pacific, and

Papeete, its capital, was a hub of laughter aretygai

The gay decor of the room paled to insignificanseorae brilliant
dress vied valiantly with another. The scarlethd hibiscus flower
mated restlessly with the yellow of citrus; foliageeen fought with
brilliant ocean blue; sea aquamarine failed to cengthe sour
sharpness of lime. Parakeet colours; and the pgtlked, at times
even harsh voices fell as alien upon the earsaa®flihe bird itself.

It was not surprising, therefore, that when a wartespectfully

ushered a small party of newcomers towards an etaptg all eyes
should turn as if with relief to rest upon the lagier grey chiffon

worn by the regal old lady who, with her elegamgtpomed escort,
had just entered the room. There was a momentaity, lamd into that
small silence fell the words Lynette Southern wohéle given a
year's allowance to retract but which, once started to reach a
conclusion if only for the sake of saving face.

'Of course | believe in trial marriagéf one buys a dress one doesn
like then one can return it as unsatisfactory! Whgn should a
modern society such as ours tolerate an antiqusatste@m whereby
two people are tied together for years becauselthdy't the sense to
get to know each other well before the manacleg weapped on?'

Her last few words were not quite so decisive - Isag sensed the
size of her audience - but after a quick glancendoat the faces
surrounding her - some scandalized, some pityitigers openly

amused - she tossed her head and concluded dgfiaisthall insist

upon a month's trial before | marry!



Just before her sophisticated young companionsrbegahime in
with their opinions and the wave of conversatioatthad been
interrupted began once more, she looked up intdetiemless eyes
of the man who was escorting the aristocratic attyl She just had
time to note his censorious frown and the disdaitifunning of his
autocratic lips before her view was obscured bysti#&ing mass of
people between them. She sensed, however, thaatisplit second
he had taken in every detail of her appearance.viddently hued
pyjama suit had seemed to offend him almost as mashher
remarks, and she did not doubt that her fantasticdo of baby
blonde Bubbles curls that foamed over her headlamgped down on
to her forehead would not recommend itself to hirarethough it
was the pinnacle of fashiofm glad,she told herself without pausing
to wonder why his silent criticism should unnerver Iso, that |
slashed on frosted purple lipstick and eye makdiupill give that
prig something more to disapprove of!

She turned her back on the laughing, elegant cranedwas swept
into the conversation of her own circle. Vince Chans, her escort,
chimed in admiringly.

‘You certainly told 'em, Lynette! The dowagers sinecked rigid !
He laughed his approval, but Lynette's answeringeswas a little
uncertain,'ve done it againshe was acknowledging to herself as
sick feeling of disgust knotted her inside. Why, why can't | speak
my true feelings instead of pandering to the psexagrhistication of
the people I'm forced to keep company with? Shedla¢rself for her
weakness, for her spineless acceptance, and nawpabaship, of
the low moral standards of the pleasure-satiateaashe called - for
the want of a better word - her friends.

Two years earlier her father, Edgar Southern, danbkbss tycoon
reputed to be one of the richest men in England,dadled her into
the study of their luxurious home and told her fnovgly: 'I've
decided that something must be done about you,ttgihe



‘Doneabout me, Daddy?' she had queried, honestly piiz&ke had
frowned deeper and groped with thick, podgy fingats his cigar
box before continuing. She had waited patientlylevhe had cut the
end off his cigar and lighted it, but the queryhier grey eyes had
seemed to irritate him and instead of searchingvods to soften his
criticism he had snapped,

'Yes, girll Don't youever look into a mirror?' At her look of
bewilderment, he had hurried on: 'lI've spent hutsli@f pounds in

order to send you to the best schools; schoolsechespecially for
the emphasis they placed upon the importance afrttepnt, dress
sense and the like, and what have you gained fr@m? Nothing!

Just look at yourself, child. You left the most erpive finishing

school in Paris two years ago and for all the gtedone you | might
just as well have sent you to . Bradford. . . . to your mother's
people!

He had thrown his arms wide as if what he had sstggewas the
most drastic occurrence that could have befallendsein his eyes it
was. He had advanced a long way after marrying ttgtsemother.

She had been his childhood sweetheart in the dég ihey had
both lived in a row of small dingy terrace housesuched in the

shadow of one of Bradford's decrepit mills. But Bdgad nursed a
burning ambition to get ahead. He had worked ahdreed to reach
the top and his phenomenal achievements had @ustiieven his
wildest hopes. His wife had been a meek, dreamgoperwithout

ambition of any kind. His success had pleased hérsg but then

when money had begun literally to pour into thetS8etn coffers and
Edgar had wanted to jump head first into the soaram, she had
retired into her shell and refused absolutely teféne limelight. She
had spent her days with her baby daughter, detighti her to the

exclusion of everyone else, until finally Edgar asite had drifted
irrevocably apart. She had died when Lynette wasvievyears old,
eight years earlier, leaving behind her a bewildaetaughter and a
slightly ashamed husband.



All the irritation he had felt at his wife's lack confidence had been
mirrored in the disparaging look he had swept tvedaughter, and
she had been mortified. She had looked down atituenpled jeans
and grubby blouse and wished passionately thatcehtd be the
fashion-plate he so obviously wanted her to be. 4 could not.
Cocktail parties, afternoon teas and mannequindearkeft her cold.
She was happiest grubbing about in the groundspirwelthe
gardeners or taking long walks with her dogs amdirfg the rain on
her face or running wild into the wind. School $lael hated. She had
been a complete outsider there. Her apathy towhsdsocial graces
and her indifference to the ceaseless speculatimutamen and
marriage that had absorbed the other girls had nhaebarely
tolerated by the majority and completely ignoredtty rest; all but
one - a sweet little French girl who had attachesélf to Lynette
and whose friendship had made her last six weekes tiolerable.

As Edgar had watched, she had started to blinkdkgpanother
mannerism which annoyed him intensely becauselhi¢ betrayed a
lamentable lack of dignity, and in his temper hd hagun to bluster:
"'l have you knocked into shape, my girl, if if'se last thing | do! It's
a ridiculous situation when a man who has evergtisriet down by
his family, first by your mother and now by you l.need a hostess.
Someone to welcome my business associates andcalkem hand
on the running of the house. In other words, aptassta liability!"

She had digested this with a sick feeling of inca@dey, recognizing
that to him she was no more than an investmenthatnot paying
dividends. But she loved her father. She also agtinimm for his

tenacity, for his success as a business man; rhareanything she
wanted his approval. So with a plea for understagah her voice she
had lifted her chin high and pleaded,

'I'l do anything you say, Daddy, anything! I'lbst to take an interest
in clothes and I'll have my hair done regularly!: Then Edgar had
dropped his bombshell. Abruptly, he had told her,



'l've arranged for something better than that. Bw remember a girl
called Sutton - the Honourable Merle Sutton - idad you were at
school together?' The very name had made Lynetteal frame

stiffen with apprehension. Remember her . . . howict she ever
forget the girl who had made her last two yeasshool a nightmare?
The spoiled, capricious daughter of one of Englanst exclusive
families, she had had no real need of the ‘fingloff' the school

specialized in and had made no secret of her cqttéan the

daughters of self-made men whose lack of breedegssitated their
presence there; and of Lynette in particular. Heodb had run cold
when he went on to say in a self-satisfied wayrdL8utton and |
were in a business deal together, but I'm afraiceimee out of it rather
badly, disastrously in fact, he's almost bankrlype. helped him all |

can, naturally, and he's now indebted to me foteqailarge sum.
That's why,' he smiled complacently, ‘it didn'tdak great deal of
persuasion on my part to get his daughter to agreey plan.'

‘What plan?' Lynette had faltered as a horribl@sien had begun to
form in her mind.

‘That she should take you in hand, of course!'" Heé tubbed his
hands together with satisfaction and assuredYweull find no better
tutor. That little lady knows it all! I've arrangddr her to take you
under her wing for at least a year in the hope shate of her polish
might rub off on you !"

Lynette had blushed a furious red and her longesikkyelashes had
begun their agitated fluttering as her nerves haaened with
foreboding.

'‘But, Daddy, you can't ...! You mustn't ...!

Before her stammering objections could be marsthalieto
coherence he had jumped up from his chair and takeouple of
paces towards her. She had worriedly noted thes\ueintting at his



temples as he had striven to contain his wrath lamalying his blood
pressure was a source of worry, she had bitten theckvords that
might have clarified her seemingly ungrateful atte.

'l canand Iwill? he had spluttered angrily. Vexedly he had lifted h
eyes to the ceiling and asked of no one in padicuk there another
girl in the world who would object to a year's teling with a blank
cheque with which to buy anything she should fahel¢?had swung
around and glared at her. 'I'm offering you theld/on a plate, my
girl, see that you make the most of it!"

That was why, after six months' aimless wandermdeurope in
search of the refinement her father de-sired forthey were now in
Papeete because, Merle had drawlingly informed ih@ras amust
for members of the swinging scene at this timehaf year. She
looked up and saw Merle watching her speculativelgr nerves
jumped, as they still did whenever she felt Merg/ss upon her, but
by now she had mastered her childish habit of blmkrapidly
whenever she was the least bit disturbed and shenesl her look
calmly. Merle competently stubbed out her cigarattd turned her
attention upon Vince who was still smiling his admion of
Lynette's outspoken views. Delicately as a catpgheed to him,

'‘Most men would take Lynette's words as an indgtatdarling. We

all know how you feel about her, so why don't yeatrone of the

small islands that are dotted about the ocean ang ber off for a

month to see how well you get on together? Butgesh she added
silkily, 'you're afraidDaddywouldn't approve?'

Vince Chambers threw her a look of dislike as Hest gound its
mark. She knew he wanted Lynette and not just far honey,
although it was a major factor, but he dared reit offending Edgar
Southern - none of his crowd dared - Edgar wieliddence and
power and, if crossed, would not hesitate to sthmpransgressor
and anyone who favoured him into the ground. Fergake of his



family, who financed his junketings around the gdbr six months
of every year, he had to be discreet. So he de¢aleghore Merle's
bitchy remark and to concentrate on winning Lyretifection in a
more conventional, if duller, manner.

His eyes glistened with appreciation when he tuthedh upon her. It
seemed incredible she should be the same girl whmaenths ago
had trailed in Merle's wake to a party at his Lamélat. He squirmed
inwardly as he remembered how he had reproachedtk Ntar her

companion's lack ofavoir faire, her painful lack of chic, for which
the girls who frequented his parties were renowned.

'l say, Merle, sweetie,' he had whispered indiggahthere did you
dig herup?' Merle had not had the decency to keep heewidown
when she had answered mockingly,

'Didn't | tell you, darling? I'm a working girl, mo Merle
Incorporated, maker of geese into swans for theynaeh. Behold
my first assignment!'

He still felt hot when he remembered the strickesklon Lynette's
face as she had faced a barrage of amused eyep|umkly kid that

she was, she had not turned tail and run, as héhbagdht she might,
but had stuck it out right the way through what tinas/e been for her
a miserable evening.

She did not need pity now, he thought as his eyaslered over her,
she could hold her own in any society. Her voiceslae thrust and
parried her way through the scintillating convamsat rang with

confidence. Her small, beautifully manicured hawdsed to and fro
as she emphasized a point and even Merle, wheibdginning had
seemed to dominate her, was no longer allowed I the stage
exclusively as was her wont. The transformation weasarkable; in
no way more so than in her appearance. She haldeeot content
simply to copy Merle but had cleverly studied theess and



mannerisms of those around her until it was noase ©f the teacher
looking to the pupil for guidance. He chuckled dyi¢o himself as

he recalled Merle's discomfiture at her first sight.ynette dressed
for the evening's festivities. Her eyes had narmyealously when

she had offered her barbed advice: 'I'm not toe about that outfit,

Lynette. It's a bit outrageous, even for Papegiad then Lynette's

composed answer.

'‘But, darling, one of the Royals was photographednmg a similar
outfit while on holiday in Greece! But perhaps,edimad twinkled,
'you're becoming the tiniest bit outdated, Merle®en Vince had
recognized that this was throwing down the gauntéth a

vengeance and he was not surprised when the ateresfan the rest
of the evening simmered with the animosity towakgsette that
Merle had never really tried to hide.

He was brought back abruptly to the present bywbiee of Cy
Chermak, a feather-brained, rich and pampered Amernember of
the party, asking her husband, Lucas, penetratingly

‘Lucas, doll, who's that brigand of a man whotisng over there, do
you know?' Before Lucas could answer her in theatieg, she
appealed to the rest of the girls with an exaggdrgesture: 'Don't
you think he's the absolute ultimate, darlings?'Ganu just picture
him with a patch over one eye and a cutlass inharsd defying
anyone and everyone to challenge his rights? What ibe like to
be married to such an adorable man!

Totally disregarding her husband's frown of displea, she twisted
round in her seat to take another look at the mamwas attending to
the needs of the old lady in grey, mercifully ohdivs of the
comments Cy was making. Lynette's skin crawled wi
embarrassment when the occupants of the tabletoéxeirs turned
to smile at Cy with amusement. One of them, a isily chic,



middle-aged Frenchwoman, leant slightly towardstteinform Cy
with a twinkle,

‘You are not far wrong in your estimate of Luisdvsz, Marques de
Paradischerie.He is half Spanish and half French. All his liketas

made women weep, that one, but still we love his.fé being a
brigand . . . Well, let his nickname speak for litsAmongst his

islanders on Paradis he is knownlasPirat!

‘The pirate!" Cy breathed rapturously. 'The pict®aradise Island!
Oh, how absolutely spine-rippling!

The Frenchwoman laughed aloud at Cy's bemused ssipre then

added, 'Ah, but our dear Luis is civilized, thesggsl- at least on the
surface. He was a mere boy when his wild escapzaieed him that
title. Maturity and, | suspect, his grandmothere tGomtesse de
Guitaut, with whom he is sitting, have combinedaime the piratical

tendencies he inherited from his ancestors andhmvwe a scion of
our society. The only convention he has so farstediis marriage,
and that is not, | assure you, because of laclppddunity!

To Lynette's relief, she gave them a final smitent turned to give
her attention to her own companions. All during theevious
conversation Lynette had beenafraid Cy's penegratoice would
reach over to the table where Luis Estevez andraisdmother were
sitting and, although she gave no sign of it, lewes were tense at
the idea of yet another ice-cool look being dirddi@vards herself
and her friends by the man with the calm, compakadeanour of a
marquis and the contradictory reputation of a pir@Yhich was the
real man? Probably the passion of curiosity suclkeragma would
arouse in most women was responsible for his popuhaith her
own sex, Lynette thought contemptuously, complacentthe
knowledge that curiosity had never been a weakoielssrs and that
she was therefore immune.



It was obvious, however, lhat such immunity did antompass Cy
and Merle; they were both captivated by the manseharesence
seemed to dominate the room. The angry flush oa$'a¢ace should
have warned Cy to be more discreet, but she wastivanced to care
about her husband's feelings when she said inleedusoice,

'Oh, what I'd give to be able to get him interesteghette's eyes flew
to Lucas with quick sympathy, but before she cdirid words to
soothe the hurt Cy had inflicted, Merle broke inhaa hard laugh,

'‘Why, you can't, Cy, dearie. You're already mardhelas Lynette so
prettily put it - so you'll just have to sit backdawatch us single girls
angle for the prize!

Cy pouted. 'You meapou want him? Oh, well,' she shrugged, 'the
leaves us all out." Vince, who had been listeninth vpetulant
boredom, suddenly decided to join in.

'‘Why should it?' he asked Cy sharply. 'Are you ymg that Merle is
thefemme fatal®f our little group?'

Merle's eyes narrowed with surprise that he shauldstion her
superiority in the field and it gave him great sfction to prick her
vanity by continuing, 'My vote would go to Lynette.may be
prejudiced,’ he swivelled round to smile at herdign'but | reckon
she's the one who could topple the high and milgtatsques from his
tin pedestal, if she wished it.'

Two bright patches of angry colour appeared on &®idheeks at
this implication that the girl she despised as antoy bumpkin -
albeit the superficial cloak of sophistication sha&d so recently
donned - could be even considered a danger to Ilaas @nd her
Voice was sharp with contempt when she replied.

‘Lynette hasn't the ghost of an idea how to hasdtEh a man. He
would swallow her!" Lynette stiffened. Temper caliker to relax the



armour of indifference she had learned to wear temly in Merle's
presence as a protection against her barbed tanglieutting wit.
Her eyes flashed round each one of them and camestdinally
upon Merle. Hardly, she stressed,

'You, Merle, can be as predatory as you wish irr yuest for a mate,
but please leave me out of it! And, just for thearel, | would like
you all to know that from what little I've seentoi, the Marques de
Paradis is every bit as theatrical as his titlefsHe ridiculously
over-estimated man made to look big by the subsece of a bunch
of simple islanders whom he probably flogs if tlueye to disagree
with him. Any woman foolish enough to marry thatmaeserves the
deepest sympathy!

She heard Cy give a short gasp. Glancing towardsLiyaette saw
that her eyes seemed riveted above her own headu8ted in the
direction of Cy's horrified stare and found herdetiking straight
into the startlingly blue eyes of the man she hed peen reviling.
For a horrible hypnotized second their glancesddckhen he gave a
slight bow and walked on.

He had heartl She knew he had heard! Why then, in those bl
depths that had seemed so ready to blaze, had lbeere no real
anger? She could have stood that, even revelikddat the mocking
amusement she had glimpsed from under her madlyerfing
eyelashes had reduced her high-flown words to #i#bling of a
retarded adolescent. And her heart to a small guiyéraitor ...

Merle's malicious laughter broke into the appafigeince.

'‘Well! Well!" she exclaimed with evident enjoymettihink we can
now rule Lynette out of our little game, don't yolince darling?
She's completely ruined her chances with the handsklarques
with thatlittle speech!’



Vince gave a bored shrug as he put his arm acrngsstie's shoulders
and replied: 'Oh, let's forget the damned man,hiesven's sake!
Then, to the rest of the party, he appealed, 'V@hets for after
dinner? | feel-like making whoopee tonight! Are yallion?'

Eagerly, they grabbed at the chance of endingnleasy silence and
began to discuss the evening's itinerary. To Ly'efervent relief,
the ensuing argument as to where they should deetieing lasted
all through dinner and acted as a screen for heaitunal silence. She
wondered frantically if she could plead a headacloeder to find the
solitude she craved. She wanted to run away arej tadsort out her
mangled feelings and to try to regain control of lseattered
emotions. Never would she have believed that oref bncounter
could cause the turbulence she had felt from tkerhioment her eyes
had met the challenge in those of Luis Estevezf&han urge to flee
from Papeete - from Tahiti - anywhere away from.h8he sensed
danger and knew she was not equipped to fighbe.git her hand to
her head, her lips forming an excuse, but befooeuid be voiced
Vince concluded the heated discussion by pullingugefrom her
chair and saying: 'Right, then, it's decided! Weoga tour of all the
night-spots and then everyone will be satisfied!'

With a chorus of assent they made an exuberantlexighing, and
in evident high spirits, they surged outside i@ $oft tropical night
to begin their tour of the riotous Montmartre-typght clubs where
native beauties stomped out ancient Polynesianedgaondhe rhythm
of raucous modern jazz bands, and Lynette's fg@blests were lost
amongst the sound of their laughter and shrill @sic

After an abortive attempt to get Vince to listehe sshrugged her
shoulders and admitted defeat. He was in a gagipatory mood
and had no intention of allowing her to escape. 8inght have
persisted, hadit not been for Merle's too percepdivestioning. Her
brilliant eyes bored into Lynette as she provoked,



'Lynette, my dear, you're looking quite pale ! Ddall me your little
encounter with Le Pirat has upset you to such géanéyou don't feel
able to join in the festivities?' Lynette wondenatly anyone as
beautiful as Merle should be so full of malice. &veed up her head
and lied coolly,

‘Certainly not. I'd forgotten about it!"

But Merle was not convinced. As the evening advdncgnette was

conscious of her probing eyes and speculative glanso, in an
instinct of self-defence, she forced a swift chaogmood which she
hoped would be sufficient to allay her suspiciofsVince's delight,

she suddenly became the life and soul of the p8hg.insisted upon
dancing every dance, she wildly applauded everfppaer, she was
the first to become restless and to insist uponingowen to fresh

places of amusement. And it was she who, at tivet fendezvous,
began with desperate abandon to balance a champagheon the

top of her tumbled curls and to attempt to dandame to the music
within a circle of her by this time slightly tipgpmpanions.

The nightclub was new to them all. Indeed, theyddatbst missed it,
secluded and tucked away as it was from the garifhiminated
entrances of the more popular haunts. It had béessaip whether or
not they patronized it at all, because its airadéstivity did not seem
to welcome them nor the frivolity, fast leading nmwdiness, that
possessed them. But its very aura of taboo repe$enchallenge
and so they had trooped into the lush, opulentiorteaughed and
clowned their way on to the small dance-floor, aigthored
completely the raised eyebrows of the more refideehtele who
were making no secret of the displeasure they vieslng at the
disturbance their noisy exuberance was causing.

The low, pulsating beat of a steel band reverbdrateund the room,
generating a heady excitement. Lynette, in the imiofs her
encouraging group of friends, carefully balanceel biottle on her



bright, curly head, practically unaware of the sd¢iosm she was
causing. Vince was watching avidly, a large griomupis face, when
Merle clipped in his ear,

' hope you'll remember th&taddyis paying me quite a large sum tc
look after his chick. While | don't pretend to gnjbe job, | shall be
most annoyed if something someonshould cause me to lose it!'

He looked blank. 'l don't know what you're insinngt

'‘Oh, yes, you do, Vince. | watched you pour vodki@ iLynette's
lime-juice. You know perfectly well she has no héadhard liquor -
never touches it, in fact. What exactly is your g&m

He shrugged carelessly and gave a short laughfoOiheaven's sake,
where's the harm? It was only a small vodka andcgomusee how it's
helped her to throw off the mood she was develop8ige'srealty
enjoying herself now. Stop playing the mother hderle, or you'll
be old before your time!'

She turned away angrily and as she did so heandieksof dismay
followed by a crash as the bottle Lynette had dmsancing tipped
from her head and shattered on the dance-floorckuihovering
waiters descended to sweep up the debris, folldwea short stout
man with a harassed expression who directed theibpe. When he
was completely satisfied that every particle hagnbaéisposed of he
turned to face the now slightly subdued party apeaking directly
to Vince, told him firmly: 'I'm sorry, sir, but | st ask you and your
friends to leave immediately. You will notice,’ $wept out a hand to
encompass some of his guests who were evidentlyinghakeir
departure, 'that the disturbance you have creasdupset some of
my clients. | must therefore ask you, please, té go

The crash as the bottle hit the floor had acted dsuche of cold
water upon Lynette. She stood at Vince's side,dlarel shocked,



shivering a little as she realized how her behavimad upset the
people around her. Her throat was dry, and whetrgteto speak all
she could force out was a slight croak. Her hedg@d@bominably.
Once more she felt the urge to get away; the trayspiof
sophistication that sat so uneasily upon her haeh bguddenly
stripped away, leaving her bewildered and vulnerablthe censure
she could feel all around her.

Vince began to bluster: 'Look here, my man, dokmaw who you're
speakingto...?'

Lucas Chermak butted in with his deliberate, slovawd that
nevertheless held a note of command.

'Let's go, Vince. There's no need to make a sdéfexe ready to
move on, anyway."! He turned to the manager and edmi
apologetically. 'We're sorry to have caused sutistarbance. Please
accept our sincere apologies.'

The manager smiled his relief and waved away thie haoicas
proffered.

'You are most generous, sir, but thank you, nopehl shall see you
all here again when you are perhaps in the moodafauieter
celebration.'

Lucas looked cynical when he answered, 'Yes, psarizap will.'

He began to usher his friends towards the exitpikeeVince, who
was still inclined to be belligerent, to the forit. Cy and Lynette
were the last to leave and they had to run thettgwot curious eyes.
Cy sauntered unconcernedly on, but Lynette's faase afire with
embarrassment. She kept her eyes fixed straiglsidaae she made
her way out, so that when a voice unexpectedlgddler name it was
all she could do to turn in that direction.



‘Lynette! Lynette Southern! How wonderful to see you afain

A slim, dark-haired figure detached herself fromt aaf the

semi-darkness that had descended suddenly in pteparfor the
cabaret that was about to begin and stepped stratgther path with
a cry of delight. Lynette was startled and coultianate focus in the
gloom that surrounded them. Impatient demandsitemee from the
nearby tables sent them hurrying towards the é&xitce outside,
Lynette gave a cry of recognition.

‘Vivienne! Of all people! What are you doing here?'

Vivienne laughed delightedly. '‘But | live hereherid Surely you
haven't forgotten? | know we were together for @ik/short weeks
at that dreadful school in Paris, but | have oftesught of you and |
had hoped that you would think of me . .

'‘Oh, but I did! I do . .. How could | ever forgedy, Vivienne? You
made that place bearable for me!' Laughing witlespéasure, they
linked arms and began to talk excitedly, the wdrdsabling from
their lips in their eagerness.

Lynette was stopped in mid-sentence by Vince'sevoalling out to
her: ‘Come along, Lynette, we're waiting for you!'

'‘Oh, but you cannot go just yetherie, Vivienne protested. 'Now
when | have only this minute found you againt&ll you what!" she
snapped her fingers. 'Why don't you join our pakye will see that
you get back safely to your hotel, either my fign&@cques, or my
brother will escort you.' Lynette hesitated. Vivienand she had so
much to talk over. Although, as she had said, tisy known each
other for such a short time they had been so cdbipathat an
enduring friendship had sprung up between themsieddid not
want to lose sight of her now. Besides that, she tivad of making
the effort to be at one with Vince, Merle and tkestrof their gang.



They lived always in a state of hypertension; rmitent merely to
enjoy themselves they had to be seen and heal¢o.dl'he warm,
quiet regard emanating from Vivienne was soothimyl aery

welcome, with her she could be herself withoutifeginadequate or
insipid.

Impulsively, she turned to Vince, who by that tilmed reached her
side, and asked him wistfully: 'Do you mind if lagf Vince?
Vivienne is a very dear friend whom | haven't sk@nages and we
have such a lot to say to each other.' He wasksmtaback by the
unexpectedness of her request that he could netth&lannoyance
that flashed into his eyes, but with both pairsegés upon him,
pleading for his understanding, it would have be®urlish of him to
make a fuss, so he answered, but with very litkeg 'Very well, if
that's what you want. I'll make your excuses togaeg and I'll see
you tomorrow." He gave a peremptory nod and stiaay with
resentment in every line. Lynette relaxed withggn $f relief when he
finally disappeared and Vivienne, with a small frgyut her head to
one side and asked,

'‘Why do you go with these people, Lynette, if thaegke you so
tense? Are they responsible for the change in yloithad not been
for the fact that one of them mentioned your namt@ch made me
look closer, | would not have recognized you !

Lynette blinked back a sudden urge to cry, swaltbward, and said
quietly: 'lt's a long story, my dear, and | wondré you with it.'
Vivienne's hand squeezed hers tightly and, althosiyl was the
younger of the two, she sounded almost maternahvghe assured
her,

‘But | shall insist upon hearing it, Lynette. Nowwtnot here - but
later when we cannot be interrupted | will wanktow why you find

the need to sparkle like champagne on the surfatget have a deep
loneliness in your eyes that can be glimpsed oglgdimeone very



close to you, such as myself. That is how | knoeséfriends of

yours do not touch your heart. They would not alkawh sadness if
they did.' She squeezed Lynette's hand again, haddfollowed up

briskly, 'But we must join the others or they viaélgin to think | have
deserted them. My brother will be annoyed with ait is, because
of my sudden departure.'

But when they reached the entrance to the diningmr Lynette
suddenly remembered. She tensed, and hung back Mikiemne
would have entered.

'‘Why, whatever is wrong, Lynette?' Vivienne querigith alarm.
"You have gone quite white again. Don't you fedl?ve

Lynette licked her dry lips and managed to ask iyiskhey saw...
in there . . .?'

Vivienne smiled and gave her a small shake. "Yotevemply in
high spirits,cherié No one is going to disapprove of you because y
felt happy and gay and were not afraid to show é@njoyed your
dance enormously. | admit some of the people hereather stuffy,
indeed, my brother and | had quite an argument tab@ming here
because | wanted to go somewhere more excitinggdusual he had
his way. | often wonder why | bother to cross sveovdth him; |
never win! Come, | want you to meet him and my ¢éenJacques,
who, | assure you, you will find quite charming.’

Still with misgivings, Lynette allowed her to lediie way towards
her party. The cabaret was over but the lighting) inat yet returned
to normal. Each table was lit by a small lamp ttedt a flattering
glow over the faces of the women and attemptedftersthe features
of the men. Outside their radius was deep shadalvagnLynette
followed in Vivienne's wake she noticed two meingso their feet,
as if anticipating their arrival, and melting intioee dimness while
they waited until they reached the table. But whlea and Vivienne



finally arrived, it was to the woman who remaineehted that
Lynette's eyes were immediately drawn.

She was so beautiful Lynette's eyes were riveted.v@as dressed in
unrelieved black, her matt white shoulders bare, &ith a single

rope of exquisite pearls twisted around her sletlerat. She gave
an impression of fragile delicacy. Her face, in go®l of light cast

from the table lamp, was a perfect cameo set wwis ef soft, limpid

green. Only her mouth marred the perfection aelititl drooped in

such a naturally petulant way that one sensed #telgmce was
permanent. Lynette expelled a breath of admiradiot held out an
eager hand when Vivienne introduced her.

‘Claudia, | would like you to meet my very dearefd, Lynette
Southern." Then to Lynette she intimated, 'Madanteudia de
Courcel, Lynette.'

Feeling gauche and over-ornate in her vivid trossgtr compared
with the elegant good taste of Claudia's gown, kignstammered a
greeting. Claudia's lazy eyes glanced over herta@diroop of her
mouth lifted with amusement when she negligentlyddeal an
acknowledgement. An annoyed sparkle lit up Viviéseges and she
hastily turned Lynette's attention to the firstloé two men who stood
in the shadows waiting to be introduced. A youragi-thaired man
with a frank open face stepped into the circle ightl and was
introduced by a beaming Vivienne as her fianceques Viaux. He
more than made up to Lynette for the offhand gngeshe had
received from Claudia. Bowing low over her hand, daed with
engaging impishness,

‘Ah, the fascinating young lady who entertainedsasnchantingly
earlier! My fiancee did not stop to tell us why dweabruptly had to
jump and run from our company, but now | have nwt,yshe is
forgiven.'



Vivienne threw him a laughing kiss which he prethdo catch in
his palm and place in his pocket as if for redempat a later date,
and Lynette's eyes glowed at her friend's obvioappmess.
Vivienne was still blushing a furious red when slm@ed to introduce
the final member of the party. Lynette could justke out his tall,
dark shape as it merged into the background. Shehss hand,
encircled by an immaculate white cuff, raise aisatioked cigarette,
then the glow as he inhaled. Vivienne's voice betiamette, may |
introduce my brother . .." but before she couléghrher sentence the
lights were switched on full with a theatrical seddess that could
almost have been a cue for the confrontation Lgnetbuld have
given the earth to have avoided.

Standing looking mockingly down at her, his handstretched, his
piercing blue eyes alive with amusement, was the sha had sought
all evening to forget. Luis Estevezl ¢ Pirat!



CHAPTER TWO

LYNETTE froze to immobility as his blue eyes bored into, Isending
a message she was too confused to interpret. Shesieat with
shock; her mind was frantically denying that suclhiag could
happen hadhappened. Vivienne's name ran protestingly thrduwegh
mind - Vivienne Chatrellenot Estevez! How then could she be Lui
Estevez's sister? If she had had the slightesinppkhat Vivienne
even knew Luis Estevez she would have run intatgkt and been
resigned never to claim her friendship again, matih@n risk a
meeting with him.

One point, at least, was clarified when, as if fogreat distance, she
heard Vivienne continue with the introduction.

'Lynette, this is my stepbrother, Luis - Luis EgteyMarques de
Paradis, to be exact.' Then to him, 'Luis, | wdikd you to meet my
very good friend, Lynette Southern, from England.’

She had no need to look up; her eyes had beendatilke his from
the moment the lights had blazed. Curiously nurhb,feund herself
thinking he had a cruel mouth. It was well shapdth a slightly full
lower lip that could perhaps denote a passionata&éaBut was it
capable of lifting with tenderness . . .? She didthink so.

He raised her hand to his lips and the pressureeleatrifying. She
snatched it away before the trembling that betrayed could be
communicated to him, and he gave a short laughhiméd of his
knowledge of how the small intimacy had affected. I&he was
caught up in a surge of feeling such as she hacernbefore
experienced. She resented him having such an eff@ct her senses
and tried to resist the magnetism he seemed datddgrto be
directing towards her. Even as he spoke a convaltgreeting, his
eyes caressed her slender body, carelessly agse$sirough his
thick black lashes he sent a reckless messagerihyashe received,



and it was then she understood that he meant &riexgnt with her
emotions, like the pirate he was, because he hadedeher
vulnerability but at the same time he intendedradibly, to use his
image of a suave, urbane aristocrat welcomingibiers friend into
the protective custody of his authority as a screenhis wicked
teasing. She sucked in a dismayed breath as sleedehow aware
he was that the magnetism he was deliberately egualfected her
deeply. He was supremely confident of his abildyattract, due no
doubt, she thought bitterly, to the many opportasihe had had to
practise his charms, and he was seizing this oppitytof punishing
her for the way in which she had disparaged hirliezdhat evening.
It was to be a contest, it seemed; his provokinglaient against her
pitiable barrier of scorn.

She tilted her chin, determined to withstand hgaalt, and gave him
a cool stare. He withstood it smilingly until hen lashes fanned
down upon her hot cheeks to curtain the appreherggalert eyes
might discover. Again she heard his soft laughberiadignantly she
swept up her lashes, only to find his sun-tanneshdeome face
startlingly close to her own as he bent to whisper,

'‘Don't be alarmednademoisellel never carry out a flogging after
sundown, so you are quite safe, at least until mgthHis voice,
melodious and with the merest trace of accentdicven pretend to
calm; his words were a laughing taunt that madénbart sink as they
confirmed that her disastrous remarks had beenhewed. She
swiftly averted her eyes from his and sought thkencsanity of
Vivienne's, but during this interchange - which Isag@med to her to
last an age - Vivienne and Jacques had obviously,l@nd still were,
engrossed in each other. Only Claudia had watchedthay
exchanged what had seemed to her to be the foresabt a first
meeting and she was waiting with ill-concealed itigyece for the
return of Luis' attention.

‘Darling,' she pouted, 'come and sit by me !"



Immediately he was the perfect host. He pulled authair for
Lynette, then, with a slight bow, he left her sideit next to Claudia.
For the rest of the evening he was all Marqueseltgndanced twice
with Jacques and, to her relief, only once with ,Haunt although his
tantalizing attitude had changed completely to afeformal
solicitude, she felt, by the time the dance hadednas if she had
been on a storm- tossed sea in a cockleshell bahtomly the
flimsiest of protection against an overwhelmingctar

She experienced a sense of reprieve when he leddieto Vivienne
and Jacques and then excused himself and Claudmder to
welcome some friends of theirs who had just arrived

‘Well, cherie,'Vivienne asked her eagerly, ‘what do you thinkngf
brother? Is he not exciting?'

Lynette flushed as she sought for words which coalgwer
Vivienne's question without betraying her feelinggcques relieved
her of her burden with the amused remark,

‘There you go againma petité Fishing for compliments about your
wonderful brother! | truly think that if you had hbeen related |
wouldn't have stood a chance with you !

'‘Oh, Jacques,' she pouted at him, 'you know thabigdrue! | just
hoped that perhaps . ..' She peeped at Lynettestiragged. 'Oh, but
never mind . ..’

'‘Ah!' Jacques twinkled knowingly at Lynette. '"Watoht, Lynette!
This little schemer is matchmaking and she obvipohsis yourself
and Luis in mind!

Lynette blushed crimson and Vivienne threw a fusitaok towards
Jacques. 'Not at all!" she retorted, annoyed tbahould have seen
through her wiles so easily and upset in case ltgr&tould take
fright. "You know perfectly well Madame de Courbtels her hooks



into him! | admit,' she glanced under her lashesyatette, 'l would
like to see him married to someone | could likdlyaaell, but,' she
gave a very French shrug, 'we all know how Luiseeaed sense of
obligation leads him to think he owes a duty tolikautiful widow of
the man who was his best friend.’

'‘And she, in turn,’ Jacques murmured, 'makes ¥ ebyar that she
intends that Luis shall step into his friend's shpest as quickly as
she can manage to persuade him!* Vivienne's expeedsice
clouded, and Jacques thought it politic to chahgestibject. He gave
her hand a sympathetic squeeze before asking,

‘Now, what about this heart-to-heart you two wdamping? There is
not enough privacy here to talk, so you will havartake plans for
another meeting. The question is, when? You, Vierhave to
accompany yougrand'mereto Paradis tomorrow, so as to be i
readiness for the guest she is expecting the follgpway.'

Vivienne frowned, deep in thought for a momentntsaapped her
fingers and cried out: 'But of course!' She beaatdd/nette and told
her, "You must come to Paradis to stay with meafevhile." When

Lynette would have demurred, she hastened on, yBut must,

Lynette! How else will we be able to meet and @flall the things

we have to talk about? Pleapsasesay you will come!'

The temptation was enormous. To stay with Vivieoneher island
home, away from the ceaseless round of activityhstaebeen forced
to endure for so long, would be heaven. But nbtii§ Estevez was to
be there! That she could not face. She was segrdébrman excuse
that would not offend her friend's generosity wii#audia, escorted
by the Marques, sauntered back to her seat jusima to hear
Vivienne make one more impassioned plea. 'Do plsage/ou will
come, Lynette..



She gave a small bored smile and asked, 'Whergoarplanning to
go, Vivienne?'

'l am asking - pleading - with Lynette to join meRaradis for a
while. | have to go there tomorrow with Grand'manrel if only she
would join us it would be ideal. | shall be boreddeath, otherwise,
with only two old ladies for company. Luis has t@ays here on
business for at least another two weeks and Jatgodes to return
to his family for a while. And so,' she concludededully, 'if | cannot

persuade Lynette to join me | shall be devastatitayiely.’

'‘Pauvre petite,'Claudia murmured. 'But you can always stay he
with me if solitude does not appeal. From tomort@sn having half
a dozen young people as my guests and | am exgebéair stay to be
quite a long one. Please do not hesitate to jojnVusenne. And
perhaps,' she slanted an oblique glance at LusvEst 'you might
also persuade this brother of yours to make my dobs
headquarters while he is herein Papeete?'

This did not suit Vivienne at all. She looked arusly towards her
brother and pleaded, 'Oh, but you understand, lthia,| must stay
with Grand'mere. Canyou persuade Lynette to come with me t
Paradis?'

Lynette felt the Marques's questioning eyes uponfaee as he
swivelled round to lift an interrogatory eyebrow er direction.
When she made no effort to meet his glance, he eneslWVivienne
coolly,

'Have you considered that Mademoiselle Southernhimitpve
interests here in Papeete which appeal to her tharethe prospect
of your company, charming though it is, Vivienne?b8y-friend,
perhaps ..."



Lynette was confused to find all eyes upon her. [Bighnes flickered
with agitation as she stammered,

'‘No ... of course not! It's just that | don't wisthh impose upon
Vivienne's kindness. I'm with a party of friendst.b

'‘Ah, yes!" Vivienne pounced knowingly. 'But you idunuch rather
be with me! Is that not so, Lynette?’

She was cornered. Trapped. Vivienne was quite mhgted to have
her way - every bit as determined as she had addwsebrother of
being, Lynette thought wryly. Impishly pretending ¢onstrue her
silence as consent, Vivienne concluded triumphafitherfe, then, it
Is settled! Tomorrow you come with Grand'mere amdtonParadis!'

‘Tomorrow?' Lynette echoed, thankfully aware tha tould be the
straw she sought. 'But | can't leave so suddemig, & such short
notice. | must have time to explain to my friendfs..

Vivienne was visibly upset. '‘But it must be tomavy@therwise you
will miss the boat; It calls at Paradis only onga@nth and if you are
not on it tomorrow it will mean a long wait before see each other
again.'

Relief washed over Lynette; she prepared to speasnaentional
expression of disappointment that the plans cowoldmmaterialize.
But she stopped on a half- drawn breath when theyis drawled
infuriatingly,

'‘Perhaps | can help. If you, Vivienne, will contamur soul in
patience for a week until my more pressing busimeskealt with, |
will take a day off and fetch Mademoiselle out tar&is in my
launch.'



'Oh, Luis, will you? You are a darling! | will naind going back to
the island withGrand'meretomorrow if | know | shall have to wait
only a week for Lynette to join me.'

Vivienne's eyes glowed with pleasure at this sotutb the problem
and Lynette had to try hard to seem equally pleaskdre was no
way out now, he had seen to that. There was no#igggfor it but to
accept the fact that she was committed to speratitepst a week in
his home. She gained a little consolation fromkihewledge that he
would not be there, but it was quickly submergedhs/thought of
the hours she would spend in his company on thagyu She gritted
her teeth as she envisaged the enormous enjoyreembiid derive
from tormenting her while they were alone togetta@gd was in no
way soothed when she noticed the small flickernafisement in his
eyes and the upward tilt to his lips that twitclheid a derisive smile
while he listened as she expressed her gratitudddcarrangements
that had been made. She gave an involuntary shiseemed almost
as if he had planned this situation and was coreplic
congratulating himself on the success of his mdatfmns. But that
was nonsense, she averred inwardly, he was tocosseg in the
lovely Claudia to give more than a passing thoughterself. This
premise left her feeling strangely depressed.

Shortly afterwards, the party broke up to enaldeMiarques to escort
Claudia de Courcel to her home and Jacques anénfieito deposit
Lynette at her hotel. Before she stepped into Jegqaoar, the
Marques reminded Lynette, 'l shall be in touch witu in a few
days, mademoiselleplease be prepared to leave at a momer
notice.' She managed to nod an acknowledgementdie¢ogave her
a mocking bow and returned to the imperious Clgudiao was
waiting in his car with a frown of impatience uplogr lovely face.

When Jacques' car reached the hotel, Lynette steppe feeling
physically and emotionally tired. The strain of theening showed in
the pinched whiteness of her face and she wasfgrateJacques



when he cut short Vivienne's excited string of-lagtute instructions
and drew away from the kerb with a final adieu andnjunction to
go straight to bed.

This she would have loved to do, but first she tadace Merle.

Knowing her predilection for sarcasm and the aigllaura she could
don when displeased, Lynette had to gather up txarage before
going in search of her to tell of her imminent déype to Paradis.
But, surprisingly, after tapping on her bedroom dand being

bidden to enter, it was Merle who for a second szkithat ease and
at a loss for words. She did not seem at all patbyulLynette's

desertion, indeed she seemed to bubble with a esggal excitement
that gave to her eyes a luminous glow and her &tiege of pink

colour. They spoke simultaneously.

‘Merle, | have something to tell you...'
'Lynette, there's something you have to know ...’

They stopped abruptly. Merle jumped eagerly int® bineach. 'I'm
leaving here tonight,' she finished arrogantly. M;Heer voice rising
with excitement, she went on, 'We've had a mosvetiaus evening.
After leaving you we bumped into a couple of Cytagkican friends.
They have a simply fabulous yacht anchored offsremd they
invited the whole gang of us aboard. Oh, the lukufthe
indescribable luxury of it made me green with erdgryway, to cut a
long story short, they've invited Vince and myseléng with Cy and
Lucas, to finish the cruise with them - and we'veepted!’

‘Vince too ...?' Lynette's voice held a hurt cysmeishe could not help
but feel when she considered the impassioned @giclas of love he
had so often voiced. She knew, of course, thatatker's wealth was
her greatest asset in Vince's eyes, but it stiit Adittle to think he
could leave her without a qualm when some rich&epbecame
available.



Merle did not bother to hide the malicious satittac she felt at
Lynette's hurt, and she deliberately stressed,cbhple who own the
yacht are brother and sister; both quite personaliiave no doubt
whatever that if | play my cards right I'll haveetimale half of the duo
in the palm of my hand by the time the cruise e’ she drawled
with great enjoyment, 'knowing Vince as | do, I'ertain his plans
are laid in the direction of the sister. He fusaed flattered her so
much tonight that she was well and truly hooked h&lneeds now is
the opportunity to land her, and this trip will lbeal for the purpose.’

Lynette was sickened by this mercenary scheming.

The distaste she felt showed in her expressive, facd Merle's
colour deepened. She turned on Lynette with vicsugglenness. In a
voice thick with resentment, she spat,

'Oh, yes, little Miss Moneybags, I'll do anythingy imoney. Hasn't
that been proved by the way I've humiliated mysaliling around
the globe with you in my wake? God, how I've hatgdry minute.
Running after a man for his money is no worse filagying nanny to
the daughter of a vulgar working- class man whaidpyts should be
labouring in one of the factories he owns! And@sthe money my
father owes ... if my plans materialize - and thwly - it - will give
me great satisfaction to throw those few misergblends right back
in your father's face !

The sickness Lynette had felt was now physical.dt#@mach knotted
at this evidence of the hatred Merle felt for hEhey had never
pretended to be friends, but even while she hdersaf the venom of
her tongue she had never guessed the extent ohatred that
motivated it.

She drew herself up with a small dignity that shaderle to silence
and looked steadily at her as she said quietly,



'I'm sorry, Merle, that you've found my companydgsiasteful. In the
circumstances | think it would be as well if wedsgbod-bye now.
I'm ... going out with friends tomorrow,' she liealiantly, 'so | won't
see Vince either. Please tell him | hope he haarapleasant trip. ..
and you too, of course.'

Merle looked discomfited. 'What will you do nowResasked surlily.
'You'll be left quite alone because the rest ofgaeg are moving on
tomorrow and | can't see them wanting you to tag@l You never
did fit in...'

Lynette flinched. Merle was right. She never hatdi in. Not with

them. Not at school. Not even at home. She wondsadty if there
was any place on earth she could go where she vbeusble to feel
wanted. To find her niche in the world should netmpossible - but
it was beginning to seem so. There was relief entblought that at
least it was no longer necessary to tell Merle ef hmminent

departure for Paradis. In any case, Merle was sppad up in her
own plans, that she doubted if she would be everaated; Vince
neither. So she kept her own counsel and answatkdinconscious
sarcasm,

‘Don't bother about me, I'll find somewhere.'

Merle gave a hard laugh. "You could always staiiene and try your
luck with Le Pirat. After we've gone the competitiavill be
negligible. Why not think about it?' she mocked.

Lynette gave a vague smile and walked out of tbento



CHAPTER THREE

MERLE and Vince left before breakfast the next mornlngette ate
alone and then wandered out of the hotel without definite
objective in mind. Gradually, an exhilarating feeli of release
dawned; it strengthened by the minute, giving witggker feet and
bringing a happy look of anticipation to her faBbe wandered along
the main street passing unpretentious shops, #&and business
houses that suffered somewhat in comparison wigr tWestern
counterparts but which nevertheless had a fasomatl their own.
She began to enjoy herself immensely. What little bad seen of
Papeete up until then had been seen through th@owsof cars
speeding her on her way to cocktail bars or nighbs Daytime
hours had been spent around the edge of the hatabmificent
swimming pool and occasionally on the tennis coundact, they
could have spent the entire time in a hotel in@eny of the world and
gained the same experience - the atmosphere oketapad been
entirely lacking.

She stepped down a shallow kerb and sniffed apireely. Instead
of walking on, she turned right, followed her nosed found herself
flanked by dozens of Chinese shops and restaufdietd with
smiling, chattering people who bowed graciouslglas passed, then
broke into unintelligible speech when she walkedFor hours she
sauntered pleasantly on, savouring the new smalistlae potent
combination of French, Chinese and Polynesian embes that
resulted in an enchantment that held her spellbound

After a while, she felt hungry - it was well pagh€htime - so she
slipped into one of the spotlessly clean Chinestatgants. It was
nearly full, but the proprietor immediately arradder a small table
to be positioned in a corner where she would nek ¢enspicuous
and, when she was seated, he presented the ména botv that was
neither obsequious nor servile; it simply reflecoexhfidence in his
ability to please. His confidence was justifiedtekfa delicious lunch



and a refreshing glass of iced lemon tea, she s@sted to the door
by the widely smiling proprietor whose incomprehblesutterances
she guessed were an invitation to call again, tichwbhe could only
nod a smiling acceptance.

Her elation increased as she walked in the dinectfahe waterfront.
For the first time since leaving home she feltras fas a bird. Merle's
oppressive and ever watchful presence had beesategistrain than
she had realized. So, too, had the efforts shénaddo make to seem
to conform with the totally alien outlook of Meddtiends. She felt a
different person. Sheasa different person, and nothing and no on
she vowed as she almost skipped along, would eyan gersuade
her to pretend to be anyone other than herself.

With this decision concrete in her mind, she redder destination.
Coming from out of the narrow side streets, thewvievas
breathtaking. She found a deserted spot on the gsaycross the
street from the business houses and hotels, addwat As she leant
back to drink in the sublime beauty of the tropmatne she revelled
in the soft fingers of the southeast trade wind# ttaressed her.
Along the waterfront were vessels of all kinds, emisland
schooners; private yachts; fishing boats and ewalmg canoes.
While anchored offshore, cruise ships gazed dowth Wwaughty
majesty at the cheeky tramp steamers they wereddocaccept for a
while as neighbours.

She closed her eyes for a moment to rest them tinerbrilliance of
the sun as it danced upon the bright blue oceasfyeming every
lazy ripple and wave to iridescent splendour. Betethrough closed
eyes the magic still penetrated her senses. Fremddbk where the
island's products lay waiting for transportationfterd the odour of
copra tempered by fragrant vanilla beans; glisggitma from the
ocean gave added pungency, as did the fruits agetateles piled
alongside of it. She relaxed, nestled into a cotafide position, then
slept.



When she woke, the sun was far down on the horiGaritily, she
jumped to her feet, only to sigh with satisfactiovhen she
remembered she had no one to answer to for heofatikgence; no
need to make a frantic rush back to the hotel tshveand change into
one of the off-beat outfits it had seemed so necgsenly yesterday,
to wear. The chains had fallen away and she relihe sweet taste
of freedom. She frowned as she recollected thogsoueverything
in her wardrobe belonged to the girl she had besteyday; not one
of them appealed. She would get rid of them! Thveeee plenty of
shops in Papeete - wonderful shops.

She gathered up her handbag and walked with putgadeps back

to the main thoroughfare where, late though it Was,shops were
still doing thriving business. She had a vagueamotif having seen a
suitable shop in one of the side streets she hamtlevad through
earlier and, after retracing her steps once orgwahe found it. It had
a discreet sign saying ‘Madeleine's' above a smatlow that held

only one gown and a wispy stole. She went in.

The proprietress, who came to meet her, was anrlelde
Frenchwoman. She was dressed entirely in blackheutlegantly
coiffured silver-white hair drew immediate attemtiand detracted
from the sombreness of her appearance. She smikestigningly,
and waited.

''d like some dresses, please,' Lynette stammarkitle in awe.

‘Mais certainement, mademoisellewill give me much pleasure to
serve you. Will you please step this way?'

Lynette followed her to a small fitting room angplked off her dress
while she waited for Madame Madeleine to fetchlact®n from her
stock. She had not been asked her preferencelefostgf colour and
she wondered nervously how she would refuse ifitlessy brought
should prove to be unsuitable.



Half an hour later, she was ashamed of the thoullsdame
Madeleine was not merely a dressmaker, she wasisn Whatever
her reasons were for plying her trade in a baaestn Papeete, it
was that small capital's gain and a loss to Pangh a great
discernment and a certain eye for colour she prediacvariety of
outfits that might have been created with only liy@mé mind. She
bought recklessly but - under Madame's directiansely. Some of
the dresses she chose were cool little shiftsctih@urs definite but
not aggressively so. They flattered her colouring acted as a foil
for her soft grey eyes and short golden hair. Gtiaeare romantically
seductive; clinging fabrics cut by a cunning hathey outlined her
shapely young figure and lovingly emphasized hécate curves. A
few brief tops and minute shorts were added taytioging pile set
aside for delivery to the hotel. Luckily, nothingeded altering, she
was stock size and never had difficulty when buyafgthe peg.
When, at last, she felt satisfied she had all sbeded, Madame
walked into the fitting room with yet another dresser her arm. It
was long and white and she handled it lovingly wkbka draped it
across a chair so that Lynette could see it to ratdge.

'‘Oh, Madame,' Lynette breathed, 'it's beautiful'd8bcate ..

Madame Madeleine nodded her agreement. ‘Indeed s,it
mademoiselldt is made of the finest hand- drawn lace whiatear
old friend of mine worked exactly to my designréamt up this dress
- yes, literally' - she affirmed in answer to Lyteét surprised look. 'l
dreamt of it one night and when | woke | immedataiit the design
on paper and then contacted my friend to work #ee.l It is a
beautiful partnershim'est-ce pas?'

Lynette's eyes were fastened on the dress andnsineged without
looking away. 'Beautiful,’ she whispered. The lemst evening
gown l've ever seen.’



It was so much Lynette's dress that when she tried Madame
Madeleine looked almost tearfully pleased. Shepedsher hands
together, stepped back, and said all she felt io words. 'Oh,
mademoiselle ...!"

Lynette's hands trembled with excited pleasure wstenwrote out
the surprisingly modest cheque Madame Madeleinaestigd. She
thanked the proprietress sincerely for her helplzefdre she left the
shop was assured that the dresses would be deliteeher hotel that
evening.

She was smiling pensively when she entered thel fmyer and
walked towards the lift that would take her to heom. She had
decided to clear her wardrobe of all the outfits Bd bought while
under Merle's influence and to give them to thehdtambermaid - a
lovely young Creole girl with a very obvious penché#or striking
colours and vivid design - and was so intent upenplan that she did
not hear when first her name was called.

'‘Mademoiselle Southern!" This time it was repedteaier and her
head jerked upwards to find the hotel manager ateh®w. He
seemed rather agitated, which yas unusual becaunseotloer
occasions when she had met him he had seemedaio lndane and
extremely self-possessed gentleman.

'‘Mademoiselle,he went on rapidly when he saw he had caught |
attention, 'we have been most anxious about yoevefal times
today we have tried to contact you, without succABs/our friends
have left the hotel, so we could not inquire ofnthehere we could
get in touch with you.'

She immediately thought of her father. Suddenlyteytshe clutched
his arm and asked,

'‘What's wrong? Is it something serious? Pleadanteluickly . ..'



'‘No, no, mademoiselle he gave her hand a reassuring pat, 'it
nothing like that. The Marques has been inquiriog You - the
Marques de Paradis - and we could not help him!'

She sagged with relief. 'Oh, is that all? | thougrething dreadful
had happened!

The manager's face told her that in his opinionetbimg had. His
look practically rebuked her for the lack of urggmnther response to
the information he had given her.

'Did he say what it was he wanted to see me abbyt@tte asked
him.

'He left a messagejademoiselld.am to tell you that his plans have
been changed hurriedly and that he would like yolbéd ready to
leave early tomorrow morning instead of next wesekplanned. He
will not be in Papeete this evening, but he haslétlephone number
he wishes you to use only if you cannot meet thiesngement. If you
are willing to go with him tomorrow morning, he askat you be on
the quay at eight o'clock and he will meet youdtlier

Every nerve in her spine tingled a warning at theeeds. She had
thought she had a few days' grace before havingeti the challenge
of the journey with him, but now it was almost ugwer and she did
not feel competent to deal with his devilish armga But she could
not back out. She had promised Vivienne she woisitiiver and she
would have to keep that promise.

The manager noticed her lack of enthusiasm and reddif she

realized the honour the Marques was bestowing hporHe was not
to know that the sun had suddenly been blackedooudter and that
the gently swelling blue ocean now representedrsagiag void that

had to be crossed before she could ever regaipethee of mind she
had been so newly revelling in.



The next morning after breakfasting on cups of bleaffee, which
was all she could manage, she arrived at the qimyar too early.
The grey cloud of depression that had dampenesidngts had given
way to tense, nervous anxiety as she stood onlthmitadeserted
guay waiting for her first sight of the man who hetth power to
savage her emotions. Wearing one of the cool, sless dresses that
had been delivered from Madame Madeleine's theiegdrefore,
and with the minimum of make-up and just the skghttrace of
iced-pink lipstick on her mobile mouth, her outwafpearance was
one of delicious serenity. But when Luis Estevemlfy strode up
from behind she was caught unawares and could owtrat the
nervous blink that betrayed her inner agitation.

He looked belligerently male; devastatingly so. eindis white silk
shirt his muscles rippled like well- oiled compoteas he bent to
pick up her luggage. His long brown legs, undeeftuhite shorts,
were bare from the knees, giving him a look of stireted freedom
he seemed to enjoy. Lithe, laughing, and with #asing devilment
in his blue eyes she had nerved herself to expeajreeted her.

'‘Good morning,mademoisellé | am glad you could make it.' He
peered at her, then quipped, 'But you do not sedme enjoying the
prospect of a day's sailing as much as | mwademoisell®ending a
little closer, he flicked her cheek with his fingard embarrassed hel
by asking, 'Why does your little pink mouth droa®ds it because
you find my company distasteful?' -

She willed the furious colour that flooded her dteet fade before
he could perhaps use it, too, as ammunition. Mogrginger gave a
sharp edge to her voice as she jerked out, 'l ata gtepared to put
up with your company for the short time requiredgach your home,
m'sieur.But after that, | hope we shall see very littleeath other!'

He did not question the antagonism she projectedpbt back his
head and gave a delighted shout of laughter. Sheeddo run at him



and to pummel his broad chest with her fists iretiart to ease her
frustrated anger, but instinct told her she wouwdplaying into his
hands and that his method of retribution mightlgds as astringent
as his appearance. So she subdued her urge tatethd forced
herself to adopt a meek quality as a defence aghiadeliberate
aggravation.

Annoyingly, he seemed capable of assessing hey eveod and he
fell in with her attitude of calm aloofness by atlng an expression
of gravity - belied by a twinkle in his deep blugee and by an
occasional twitch at the corner of his mouth - @a$=d the way to the
launch. It was moored against the steps of they.je&
powerful-looking sea rover, pristine in blue anditehwith dazzling
slivers of light sparking from its shining brassé@sch the sun's rays
caught as the boat bobbed impatiently on the oseall. He went
aboard first, then, after depositing her luggagetunned to help her
over the side. She was awkwardly positioning hétsgump on to
the deck without his assistance when he reacheditlerin three
strides and leant over to place his hands firmlgruper waist.

‘Now jump! he commanded.

She had to obey, although she would have preféorgdnp into the
sea, and as her feet left the step of the jettyfedh@is hands tighten
on her waist. She was swung over the side and tayghgainst his
muscular chest where he held her fast in the ciofldis arms,
seeming in no hurry to let her go. Her heart podrfdantically as his
hold tightened, forcing her slim body closer andstag a holocaust
of emotion to storm her senses. The whipcord strenfhis arms
frightened her almost as much as the red-hot swialert,
responsive feeling irradiating from the crown of hagers and the
ends of her toes. His warm mouth teased her edneagently
whispered 'Lynette ...?" and the questioning itfd@cbored though
the haze of emotion she was trying to fight andalsihed an answer.
What did he want of her? Why was he wasting hienéittn upon



herself when he had Claudia de Courcel willing aader to do his
bidding? The answer pounded her brain. His attifude the very
beginning had been one of premeditated revengadaray in which
she had dared to insult him. Probably if she hahlzeman he would
have found a swifter and more physically satisfyivay of reaping
retribution, but she, being a woman, was to be ghed physically
yet with diabolical cleverness. The thought wasshdof acid. With
an involuntary movement she brought up her handsangtk her
open palm across his bronzed cheek. He jerkeddad bpright and
stared hard into her frightened eyes. For a longherd he searched,
the imprint of her fingers showing livid throughshian, and then a
reckless flash lit his eyes. He moved his headeclasd for a second
she was certain he was going to kiss her. Buthiedaughed into her
panic-stricken eyes and agitated her further bykmgc "You are
right, mademoisellé This is neither the time nor the place. | sha
reserve that pleasure for later!

Quickly, before she had time to protest that shatecto be put
ashore immediately, he stepped over to the cordralsset the boat's
engines roaring into life. Seconds later they wezading swiftly out
to sea.

Under different circumstances, the voyage coulceh@een a delight.
The world was fresh and lovely and the breezettssted her golden
hair into wild disorder was clean and invigoratifghe took deep
breaths and filled her lungs with the pure sweetioés; for too long
she had been subjected to heated rooms cloudycigitinette smoke
and overpowering perfumes. Her eyes were Dbrilliamith
appreciation as die watched Tahiti fade on thezbboruntil there was
nothing left but the blue-green ripple velvet c¢ hcean merging into
cloudless sky.

She gathered, after a while, that Luis Estevezileadied to leave her
In peace to enjoy her pleasure, because each hienehsinced a peep
in his direction his eyes were directed straiglgaghand his brown



hands were busy with the controls. So she was gbéelually, to
allow herself to relax and to savour the new exqrere to the full.

They passed many small islands, scattered likelgoepon velvet,
some quite large; some seeming big enough for ardgzen palm
trees. She was curious to know how far it was t@adisa, but each
time she gathered up enough courage to speak ttiswleed in her
throat when she contemplated the crossing of swtrds might
ensue if she should start a conversation.

They had been travelling for some considerable timen she began
to feel hungry. Breakfast seemed hours ago andvsiseregretting
her foolishness in refusing all but coffee when lshé known of the
long journey ahead of her. She felt the launchr attarse, and looked
ahead to see they were heading for a small, cresbaped atoll, its
dazzling pink and white beaches edged with sleni@dmguorous
palm trees that seemed to dip their heads in wedc@he expelled a
breath of relief at the thought of Vivienne waititagwvelcome her and
wondered if they would arrive between meals ohdré would be
food and refreshments waiting for them. The holleeling in her
inside suddenly developed into ravenous hungehasemembered
that her last real meal had been the one she hed iathe Chinese
restaurant the previous day. She derided herselidofoolishness,
but fortunately the nearness of their destinatioviated the need to
beg for a bar of chocolate or even a ship's bistwin the
supercilious Marques.

The launch skirted the edge of the atoll and stigp® a clear, placid
lagoon, jade green in the sun and fringed with elagceen foliage:
She looked eagerly for Vivienne's slight figure &ppear on the
beach, but it remained deserted. An anxious frowokered her
brow, but it cleared when she remembered Vivienras wot
expecting her for another week yet. She suddehlgddight-hearted
that she was able to smile at Luis Estevez wheer afitching off



the engine, he crossed to her side and stated, 'n¢eé¢ we are, are
you ready to go ashore?’

With all antagonism submerged by the thought tkawbuld soon be
leaving on the return journey to Tahiti, she noddezt head

vigorously and affirmed, 'Oh, yes! | can't waitsi®e Vivienne's face
when we walk in unexpectedly, a week early. | dpéhshe's at home,
it will be such an anticlimax if we arrive at th@use, ready to
surprise her, only to find that she's out.'

To her surprise, his only reaction was an unfathdel@ok and a nod
in the direction of an inflated rubber dinghy helltarown over the
side of the launch ready for their disembarkation.

'‘Why do we need that?' her eyebrows lifted witlpese. 'Is there no
landing stage on Paradis?' But he was too busggeiined, to answer,
and so she decided to keep all her questions fereidie and

remained silent even while he handed her into thghy and began
to row towards the fairy-tale shore. He rowed wifhick, even

strokes and Lynette watched avidly as the beactv giearer and

nearer. She felt a faint stirring of unease, unactable, unless it was
born of the distrust she felt of the slight smilesatisfaction that

played upon his straight-cut mouth. She looked radoat the utter

stillness that surrounded them and began to havletsld/NVhere were
the islanders? Where were their boats, and thdudreh . . .? The

island seemed deserted, with not even a footpranting the pink

and white symmetry of its beaches.

The dinghy grounded in shallow water, and she vefselal on to the
virgin sand by the man who in some indefinable s@gmed to have
thrown off completely his mantle of civilization érwas looking
down at her with a light of conquest in his reckleyes. Sudden
premonition assailed her, and she accused himlgharp

'Where are we? This isn't Paradis?'



He took her arm and held her eyes with his owneaevhé answered
audaciously, 'No! But it will be a paradise for litjle Lynette, |
promise you!'

She looked her bewilderment. He threw back his laatflung his
arms wide, encompassing all that was around hirth ®/frightening
glitter lighting his deep blue eyes, he went oastound her.

‘This is my hideout. My release from the bonds aoflirsy
conformity!" With unleashed exhilaration, he coogd, 'For months
| carry out my duties as Marques de Paradis, hemmby irksome
convention and by the affairs of my estate, butyemew and again |
escape and make straight here. No one else knowisisofsland
retreat of mine. | come here to live as my ancesti - free and
untrammelled. The first Estevezes were men of ¢lae- Huccaneers!
Although they passed on to me their possessionsheandmounting
responsibilities they also bequeathed to me théloaid that runs in
my veins and with it the urge to be free - everdwilfor a small
number of weeks in the year. And now,' he glintegvidl into her
disbelieving face, 'l also have a companion whaelek as | do that
convention should be thrown overboard if it threatéo choke and
subdue a natural longing to be free. You touchgghapathetic chord
in my heart, little Lynette, the night you astorddhsome of the
hidebound members of our society by so passionagiypunding
your views on marriage and the manacles that pattineould never
be manacled! Of all the women | have known, nottbioeght as you
do,mon ami.They all wished to tie me down even more by mggia
- some even talked of children! Some day, perhkapsjst comply
with those wishes, but not yet; not now! | havel alant in you, my
sweet little rebel!’

He pulled her limp body against his rock-hard oné elamped her
within the circle of his arms. Sun and sky weretteld out by his
dark, piratical face as he swooped upon her tremghtouth and
besieged it with all the fire and passion he haeiited from his lusty



forebears. But not even volcanic fire could hawdilied warmth to
Lynette's icy lips in that first shattering momenttiruth. His kisses
were a brand of shame she suffered numbly; tooksldband too
ashamed to protest her innocence of the chargeathdaid against
her. It had never once occurred to her that shéataigpear so cheap
In anyone's eyes, because even while she had allyveaucepted the
casual endearments and ultra-permissive views aflevVend her
crowd she had remained inwardly the same romastightly
diffident girl she had been before she had met théonv could she
tell him he was mistaken in his opinion of her? Howld she defend
her behaviour when he had the evidence of his oyas and ears
with which to condemn her? These questions moveadgshly
through her mind even as she battled with the serssicrazy urge to
submit that his passionate lips were awakening.kidises became
more forceful as he sensed her infinitesimal respohe tried, so
hard, to turn her mouth away, but he would nothiveatted and held
her prisoner by threading his lean brown, fingéreugh the pale
golden bubble curls that tumbled around her hehd.f8lt his heart
hammering against hers; a great dynamo of powethh@atened to
accelerate beyond control and send them both hgritiast the
bounds of reason. She had to do something, anéllguio leash the
violent storm of feeling that pounded inside of hand which
threatened to sweep away them both on a mountiegdi ecstasy
that would need to reach fulfilment before it woelob. She knew it
would be useless to try to convince him that she Wwart and
ashamed and that his behaviour was an insult. $is¢ first be able
to reason with him. As the only way she could thaiko cool his
ardour presented itself, she jerked her mouth afn@y his and
instilled all the coolness she could command iovoice when she
demandedStog Please, don't..."

Surprise loosened his grip, and she swiftly wrigglmut of 'his
clutches. He moved forward to imprison her onceanbut she took
three hurried steps backward out of his reach. ieefee could
advance farther, she somehow managed to projeghttrtill of



laughter through her tight throat and at the same forced into her
eyes a flicker of coyness that must have lookectliedably genuine
because his own eyes narrowed to questioning dlitdue as he
made a visible effort at control, and waited. Rally her
panic-stricken wits around her for the greatesishethad ever been
called upon to perform, she swept her gold-tippeshés up over
smoky grey eyes suddenly full of guile and repreakchim.

'‘Really, Luis!" voicing his Christian name was abhber undoing,

but she grabbed at her courage and continued wettbedate

sweetness, 'l know you have a reputation to liveouput you'll have

to curb these piratical impulses of yours untilweespent a little time
together. After all, I hardly know you, do |, andibn't like being

rushed.' It was a play for time; a last- minute gkenshe thought was
going to come off until his hard white teeth showe@ wide smile

and he answered confidently,

‘Surely, my little rebel, we know enough when wewreach other's
hearts? We have the same views, the same beinrefgoa won't try
to deny,mon petit,that we share a very strong attraction? That
would refuse to believe! Your eyes tell me you agaed your lips,
when | kiss them, are complete traitors becausg tespond
immediately to mine. Now," he challenged softlye 'ssou going to
admit that I'm right? Or do | have to make yourpoek mouth admit
it for you?' His eyes lingered upon her mouth| gtiivering from his
siege upon it, the sight of which had the effectreindling his
ardour and he took a decisive step towards hedesperation, she
pleaded,

'‘But | hardly know you! You can't expect that | shibfall into your

arms, even if, as you say, we feel a strong phlyattaction. Surely
that would defeat the whole object of my argumdiutua,' her voice
stumbled over the hated phrase, 'trial marriagéciwis supposed to
indicate a period of discovery - a time to assebether or not
physical attraction is the only basis upon whiactoaple can agree?"



'‘But,' his voice was suddenly wary, 'l have notugttt you here as a
prospective bride. | thought | had made my feelmgise clear on that
point. | want a .. . playmate, if you like. Someameo understands
my need for freedom from watching duennas and s
mothers-in-law. Someone like you, little rebel, why your own
admission, care as little for shackles as | do ffyse

When her face flooded with colour, he gave an imepaflick of his
fingers, then, tired of arguing, he coaxed impalyeri'm asking for
only a few days of your company, Lynette! What jgassharm can
come of that? It will be our closely-kept secrete dthe world outside
will never learn of. What do you say, will you stay

Hope flared in her heart. 'You mean | have a Ci®islee asked, half
afraid of his answer. He reached out and took rerdhwhich
trembled in his and she waited with bated breattim to say she
could go. But a despairing calm filled her whenjéeked up his
arrogant head and decreed,

'‘No! | know you want to stay and | want you to $thpromise to

behave,' he glinted wickedly, ‘for as long as ngjiirations allow me
to, but this is too good a chance to miss just ®eayou have
suddenly developed cold feet. In a few days' tinyaette, you will

thank me for sharing with you the happiest expeeeof your life!"

Completely assured, he dropped her hand and stdopgedk up her
luggage. 'You won't need these,' he nodded chéeafithe bags, 'but
now they are here they might as well stay. Coniviame! | want to

show you my house before | take you on a tour efisland.’

Lynette stifled an hysterical scream. She had beidnapped,
insulted, and her wishes completely overruled, lyetobviously
expected her to pin on a smile and to get readntbuse over his
island domain. What prisoner, she wondered wildiguld be
expected to exclaim with pleasure at the barsghabunded him?



Luis Estevez was undoubtedly the most exasperatimg, most
presumptuous, and by far the most dangerous mahaghever met.
She would need to be on her guard every momentdékie ahead
loomed menacingly as a test of endurance from wélnehwould be
fortunate to escape unscathed. He had promisedhavi, but how
much consolation could she derive from a promisesmgiwhile
audacious mischief danced in eyes that were alreadgssing the
potential of his booty? Her teeth caught up hetdmotUp in an
agitated nip as she stumbled after him.

The path he took inclined upwards from the bedulough luxuriant
vegetation; dark green and splashed with the suddlenir of exotic
blooms. Elongated palm trees thrust their slimksunigh in the air,
their graceful branches shimmering in the sliglgelae that teased
them. He looked back several times to make surevsisefollowing
and to send her encouraging smiles which she veagdspondent to
return. When he reached the summit he put dowiags and held
out his hand to help her up the last steep slopenThe placed his
hands upon her shoulders and turned her round sheilfaced the
ocean.

'‘Look, Lynette, is that not a wonderful sight?'ds&ed her softly. Far
out to the horizon stretched the deep blue oceahpwut a ripple

seeming to disturb its satiny surface, but its gedous activity was
evident when it met the edge of the coral reef timgted the island.
As great rollers surged against the reef, curtafinglistening foam

edged by momentary rainbows were flung high ineodin. She drew
in a gasp of wonder at the beautiful sight andnhiéesl when he heard
it. Without moving his hands from her shouldersirtedéined his head
and murmured in her ear,

'On this island there is no time and no care. Rgtax tense little
mind and body and be prepared to live for a whaleva were meant
to live - happily - free from inhibitions. This maye the only
opportunity you will ever have of being completedrefree. Why not



take what is offered with both hands and live eglohious moment?
| promise you will have no regrets.’

He rendered his message with the sure touch otatnaa plucking at
her heartstrings with insidious temptation untié $alt almost ready
to succumb to the sheer magic of his charm. Oniyild grab at

common sense prevented her from leaning back adasiean body
and surrendering to the wild, treacherous clamguoh her own
heart. She fought a hard inward battle before ngpamway from his
lightly- placed hands and managing, through sheeattam

of-factness, to bring herself and him abruptly dawearth with the
mundane reply, 'Luis, I'm famished! Is there amyghio eat on this
island of yours?'

For a second he looked blank, then he gave a gineat of laughter.
'‘My poor little Lynette! How thoughtless, how stdpf me to try to
woo you on an empty stomach! Conmeon petit,'he held out his
hand, still laughing, ‘we will see what we can fitdsatisfy your
hunger.'

He was still chuckling softly to himself when heal leer to a small
thatched house set in a grove of coconut treeshywhetold her with
pride, he had built entirely from coconut treessts@and planks from
its trunk and thatch from its leaves. Even the agedused to tie up
the structure had been made from bark thongs. 8aeeg into the
dim interior and saw that it held only a metal caogul, devoid of
mattress, and a few metal cooking utensils thaghupon the wall.
The only other object in sightwas a large tin trgoished up against
the opposite wall. She turned away quickly befdre implication
born of the sight of the solitary metal bed couétjin to send her
nerves quivering again, only to find the grove desk Luis was
nowhere in sight. She was about to take to the thathled through
the undergrowth when she was hailed from above.j&tked her
head upward in the direction of his voice. Her h&@ok a frightened
plunge when she saw him, stripped to the waistkihgaway with



virile strength at the branches of a towering catdree. He waved
her aside and she stepped hastily back just asl afheoconuts
thudded into the soft ground a few yards from leet.fHe shinned
quickly down the trunk and bowed with mocking em@mnt as he
told her: 'Mademoiselle will be served dinner istja few moments.'

She sat down to watch as he drove a sharpenedistakke ground,
point uppermost, then deftly used it to chip ofé thusks of the
coconuts neatly without breaking the shells of tiés inside. He
skewered a couple of holes in one of the nuts a&diihto her lips;
the milk was deliciously cool and satisfying. Shiark thirstily and
exclaimed with genuine gratitude, 'Mmm, that wasnderful!
What's next?"

During the next half hour he teased her so unmelgifbout her
regard for food that she found herself graduallsponding to his
remarks with a shy humour which delighted him. Seimso that by
the time he had prepared their meal and they weadyrto eat, the
grove rang with his appreciative laughter. He curdgd to tease her
while they ate delicious baked bananas and yambegagown with
coconut milk; an unusual but sumptuous meal.

The sun was drifting towards the sea by the tiney thad finished
and small shadows had begun to creep into the gimale where
they sat. Luis rose lazily to his feet to throweavfcoconut husks on
the the dying fire, then he walked into the hugieerge a second later
carrying a small guitar. She watched covertly adem against a
convenient trunk and began to strum. She closedyex against the
magic of the night, but could not escape the stulrgy melody he
was softly playing. It reached across the distahag divided them
and held her entranced and deeply moved.

She was somnolent, but not asleep, when the migpped and she
heard him move towards the hut. Her pulses raceshwhe heard the
trunk scrape across the floor and the noise ofkangasprings as a



mattress was thrown across them. Every nerve wasvtaen his soft
footsteps moved towards her. She kept her eyegdldsigning

sleep, and felt herself lifted and carried towattus hut. He must
surely have felt the terrified thumping of her hlieas he held her
gently in his arms, but he made no effort to spekklowered her on
to the bed and, to her fervid imagination, seenaedtand looking
down at her for an age. Just as the lump of feahan throat

threatened to choke, he moved quietly away, steppgside, and
closed the door of the hut firmly behind him.

She lay awake for hours, frightened and confuseith wall the
enjoyment she had felt during their hours of happgpanionship
submerged by her quick realization of the appaléage with which
he had lulled into her a false sense of securitywhbliable, how
malleable he had found her to be when opposedsogvinn diabolical
cunning. Only now was she aware of the full extdritis power over
her wayward emotions and of the purpose behindchenged
attitude. She was to be wooed gently, by way einflily smiles and
teasing words, until she fell willingly into hisras. All through the
long night she searched her mind for some avenasaafpe from the
island, knowing only too well that her only defenegainst
heartbreak was to put as much distance as posmbileen herself
and Luis Estevez - but there was no escape. Evsheifwere to
manage, somehow, to reach the launch she had @mohioe to
navigate it. Finally, when her mind was a massnogjed nerves and
her body ached with nervous tension, she had tot adfeat, and fell
into a deep sleep of emotional exhaustion.



CHAPTER FOUR

A THIN spear of sunshine stabbing through a slit in tlagched roof
above her bed woke Lynette the next morning. Asdtagged up
heavy lids over eyes still drugged with sleep, tineeality of her
surroundings confounded her for a second until nmgrih@oded back
and brought with it all the complex problems of finevious evening;
the same problems which were responsible for tleel Stupor she
was now struggling with. Her heart was so heawsegmed hardly
worth the effort to try to stay awake and she waglg tempted to
slide under the blanket of fatigue that still ogs®d her in a
cowardly attempt to retreat from the contest whiahuld begin at
first contact with Luis Estevez. But she was dertesl luxury of a
withdrawal by the entry into the hut of the man whshe now looked
upon as an opponent, and her timid heart flutteakdost to a
standstill as it acknowledged the futility of oppapsuch zestful high
spirits as he was exuding.

He had been swimming. She could see diamond dsoglieging to
coffee-silk skin that was stretched tight over tiyppling biceps and
over the powerful exposed muscles of his back &edtc Her breath
caught in involuntary admiration and her tell-tédshes fluttered
nervously when he leant across the bed and lifexdchin with a
brown forefinger. She froze - only her gold-tippashes continued to
show the anxiety she felt as she waited, fearfutly,his opening
attack.

One of his straight black eyebrows arched and desoneased his
brown cheek as he queried, 'Are yaaweringfrom me, Lynette?'

She blushed crimson and willed her stiff body t@axeunder the
single sheet that covered her. To her mortificatibe laughed
unkindly and derided: "You are clutching that shaetif it was a
shield,ma petitels your assessment of my intentions so lurid?H@r,’



leant closer, 'is it perhaps wishful thinking - ey®que - because you
consider me to have been neglectful last night?'

Forgetting her fear of him, she jerked upright dedied indignantly,
'‘Of course notHow can you even think such a . . ." She stopped,s
remembering the reason he thought as he did wasibeher own
words had condemned her. She decided not to ptinsusubject in
case it should lead her into deeper water, andhhastned the
conversation away from herself.

'Have you been swimming?' she stammered out thecassary
guestion. He humoured her by answering, 'l have, the sea is
glorious. That is why | returned to fetch you. Huimto a swimsuit
and we will swim together." He swung on his heal as he made
towards the door he threw over his shoulder, 'Bguack a£ you can.
| will be outside getting a fire going to cook dareakfast.’

She jumped out of bed as soon as the door clogeddokim and ran
to open up the suitcase that held her swimsuitsshesrummaged,
she mentally reviewed its contents and wished ééhathat she had
thought to include swimsuits amongst her purch&ses Madame
Madeleine's. Tucked into the corner of the caseewtiree
microscopic bikinis, one made of futuristic plasticscs which
definitely did not encourage immersion in water ardch had been
evolved solely for lounging at the edge of a paall a second one -
equally unsuitable because of its multitudinoudisfrwhich were
almost certain to turn into a bedraggled mess whetn She thrust
them both back into the case and reluctantly dorthedemaining
one - a handful of silver lame, highly fashionatefiantly modern,
but completely out of environment amidst the digmit her natural
surroundings. She slipped over it a white towelliolge and belted it
round her slim waist, then, before her couragedctdelsert her, she
ran outside to join him.



He was leaning over the smouldering embers okalfiowing gently

on to the coconut husks he had piled upon it sio &ndle a spark

that would bring it flickering back to life, whehe reached his side.
He grunted with satisfaction, but whether his pleasvas caused by
her arrival or by the flames that had begun to emolund the dry
husks she had no chance of discovering, becausihas tanned

body straightened in one supple movement and Haebgdahold of

her hand and began to run with her towards theeshor

She was laughing and breathless when he finalsaseld her. She
sank down on the warm silver sand, gasping withcomstomed
exertion, quite unable to find the strength to gledth him to let her
rest when he began to advance towards her oncewitbrdevilment
dancing in his eyes. He caught the desperate nes$egsignalled,
but could not voice, and grinned widely as he thremself down
beside her to wait until she regained her compodtoe several
minutes he laughed down at her while she foughtbfeath, his black
hair, dense and disordered by his earlier swinfinéabver his brow
and giving him a devil-may-care, rakish look thasaechoed in the
frightening glint that lit the dark depths of higes. She moved aside
to escape his disturbing nearness, and as dieodidesloosely tied
belt of her robe became undone, exposing to hisised gaze her
smooth, lightly tanned limbs and her inadequatepvat costume.
Blushing fierily, she clutched at her robe to toyhide the costume
which she had worn many times in the company ofc¥iand his
friends without embarrassment, but which now, unidemockingly
piratical assessment of Luis Estevez, made her debkarably
self-conscious. As she made to pull her robe classund her waist
his hand reached out with a casual possessivemassidde her face
burn and deliberately slid it from her bare shorddeUtterly
confused, her hands lifted from her belt in an reffo replace it, but
as soon as she released her grasp he gave a wgyvifind deftly
whipped the robe from around her and threw it achos shoulders
where it landed upon the sand a few feet away.ddatlover her,
forcing her back against the warm sand, his eydswlih turbulent



feeling, and even though the sun was beating dgen ber she gave
a chilled shiver when she felt his hands cool upan waist.
Broodingly, his eyes caressed her, taking in edetgil of the silver
sheath of provocation which vainly attempted toesolver and the
smooth beauty of her curves which it exposed. Shited for his kiss
- sensing that it was inevitable - and the thougdht sent a surge of
nervous excitement through her body which termohatean agitated
flicker of her long, sun-tipped lashes. The nervoalsit annoyed and
disconcerted her, coming as it did at every momoéstisis, but she
was unable to control this visible betrayal of Imaward fear and
could only hope it would go unnoticed: a hope sdmpelled when
he spoke to her in a voice so low and so thick witotion it was
terrifying.

'l find that trick you have with your eyes mostdasting, cherie,
You are like a little brown English linnet whoseahteis fluttering
with fear in the face of an attack by a great ed¢lky are you afraid
of me, little brown linnet?' His fingers gently satbed her quivering
lashes until they were still crescents upon hestid cheeks, where
she allowed them to stay rather than uncurtainvith@ panic she
knew would be reflected in her eyes. When she didanswer, his
firm hand slid down her cheek and came to rest uhdechin. His
touch was causing havoc inside of her. She longgdnp and run,
but her limbs were stiff and unresponsive whentsbd to move; her
nerves taut with anxiety. Again his caressing wqidsged upon her
senses when he whispered against her ear, 'Yoa drag in my
veins, mon coeur.You make my heart beat faster every time 1 a
near you. Tell me you feel it too, this heat thatris me, this longing
| have for your touch - for your kissd30 you feel it, little linnet?'
His warm breath fanned her mouth as he urged, tdowant me to
kiss you ... do you long to feel my touch?'

A bewitching languor chased all resistance fromdugty as his lips
teased her mouth with featherlight kisses and &gl dallied lightly
and with deliberate sensuality against the smoathather shoulder.



She was lost to all but the music of his words tedinflammatory
delight of his touch. This, she thought, is loregl love.Tentatively,
her hands crept around his neck and she slowlyeapbkar eyes. As
her lashes so unexpectedly swept up she felt haséle looking
almost into the depths of his soul, but what shetbare was enough
to dispel all her stupid notions of love.

As if the naked flicker of triumph she saw was aobugh to sicken
and dismay her, he confirmed his trickery evenlasgatched by
changing the small chuckle of satisfaction he haderg at her
response to a huge grin of satisfaction. Her hibardded to earth
with shattering force as his smile told her thaige again, she had
almost succumbed to the deliberate fascinationubgsted her to.
He did not want her love, she was honest enoughknowledge that
he had made that quite plain - but she could reiepd that being his
plaything would be enough for her; not now when &lagl just
realized how much she loved him. She wanted tolnatdor playing
upon her emotions with such devastating effecthsitebeen ready to
submit to his will without thought of the conseqoes. She tried to
find words - blistering, despising words - with whito humiliate
him, but her mind was too confused and her hearstwe to search
for them. She looked into his triumphant face aed fnembling
mouth tried hard to form a rejection, but to hesnalay she felt a surge
of tears behind her eyes and she hastily turnetidet aside before
he could gauge the true extent of her hurt. Shedmdyl one faint
straw to grasp at.

Loving him had given her a deep perception whid¢ovwad her to
hope that, domineering and ruthless though he nagpear, Luis
Estevez was a man who would not accept that wheh ot given
willingly. Although he had tried, and nearly sucded, to overcome
her resistance, he was too proud to force hernd b his will. She
would have to go to him willingly or not at all. Withis notion to
bolster her courage, she managed to force bade#ns that burned
behind her eyes before turning her head to meesthlis/ictorious



gaze. The tears stung, giving her eyes the lockeafwashed grey
pearls, as she forced steadiness into her voicesket him with a
valiant effort to appear unmoved,

'‘What about that swim you mentioned, Luis? If | mgjgsend some
time in this godforsaken place the least you carsdo try to make
my stay enjoyable!’

His hands fell to his sides as her words registeard for a moment
the pirate in him was subdued by the marques. éitrifs flared and
his head went up with an arrogant jerk at the disoheher voice and
at the sight of the bored, petulant droop she vediberately forcing
her mouth to portray. Then, after a tense secorsdrigid frame
relaxed and his anger gave way to reluctant amusenwith
laughter spilling into his words, he said admiringl

‘You certainly are a cool little character, Lynetted an amusing one.
Of all the women | have known you are the only ai® can make

me burn with desire and then curl up with laughaéiin the space of

seconds. You are good for nmaa petité With you | feel complete -

you are everything a man could wish for in a wontart, minus the

chains that would bind him!'

She realized that it was going to be incrediblyiclilt to penetrate
his enormous self-assurance, but his amusement rhadeso
resentful she did not have to try so hard the stiare to project her
displeasure. She sat up so suddenly he was takawaves, and
before he had time to speak again, she thrustnat 'Aind do you
expect me to be flattered because I've been chbgeyou as a
companion?You, the playboy of the south seas, if gossip is to |
believed!' Her heart beat fast with fear, but skketwvon to charge him,
'You may have made many conquests in the pastsieur,but |
assure you that | am not one of them! And if yom'tlind," she
carefully blended in a touch of sarcasm to givevnanmds credibility,
'l would like either to continue my journey to Pdisaor be returned



to my hotel in Papeete. There | will be under thetgction of the
management, and if I'm to be subjected to any narm®rous
advances | will be at least able to choose my partiyself instead of
being forced to suffer your unwanted attentions !

In the still silence that enclosed them after last Wwords, Lynette
realized that in her eagerness to convince, shgbae too far. The
twinkle fled from his eyes instantly and was repady a mask of
chilling hauteur. Rigid with displeasure, he staapl, pulled her

ungently to her feet, and looked menacingly dowheat Grimly he

searched her face as if for confirmation of whalhae just heard, and
she returned his look with an outward defiance shatved nothing

of the quaking fear she was feeling inside. Sheteawnuscles under
his gleaming brown skin tauten as his fists cledali#h anger, and
her knees began to shake as she contemplatedatsyowhat the

outcome might be if she had been mistaken in hersasnent of his
character. Terrible thoughts ran swiftly through imend. What if she

were wrong and there was more of the plunderirgkless blood of

the piratical Estevezes running in his veins thiaa ksad thought?
Looking at him, he seemed quite capable in his mofg@veeping her
off to her feet and carrying her back into the niotelike a piece of

booty chosen solely to pander to his whims.

A nervous tremor shook her and she blinked neryayslat him. As

if a spring had been suddenly released, he expleiécloreath and his
muscular frame slackened. Her eyes were fastendusoface and
she gave a small sigh of relief when she saw hik, cdangry look

begin to recede and his compressed lips relaxardold smile that
held no humour and which was only a shade morsueag than the
angry tightness it had replaced. She watched tlek soile as if

hypnotized, and shivered while she waited for lorsgeak. When he
did, his voice rained a hail of ice upon her nowtbkead and
although the words he spoke were the ones sheonged to hear,
she gained little comfort from them, coming as tbelyfrom the lips

of a chilling, aloof stranger.



'If you had made your distaste known to me eartimgdemoiselle,
you would not have been subjected to nmwanted attentionsVe
will resume our journey to Paradis without furtioetay and | hope
we will be able to erase this unfortunate episaaenfboth our
minds.' He gave a negligent shrug but his lookstared as he went
on, 'l hope you will accept my apology, Mademois&buthern, for
bringing you here. | thought we were compatiblet,'bagain he
shrugged, 'since you have made your feelings quiaa, | must
accept that we are not. Please forgive me my nestée gave an
ironic bow and when he straightened his voice snlyderisped:
'‘When you are ready we will proceed to Paradis!

He turned upon his heel and began to walk towdelpath that led to
the hut. Lynette stood stock still, and watched hialk away from
her. She felt, in that first moment, such a sem$ess and deprivation
she was almost compelled to call him back in otdgrdead with him
for the return of his teasing, tormenting smile dmd carefree
manner. Almost, but not quite. The hard core ofthremn common
sense she had inherited from her father directedalay from
disaster by taking firm control of her wayward eimon$ and
prevented her from following her heart by pushimghte forefront of
her mind the words he had used to try to persuad&hstay:|'want
a playmate . . . someone who understands my neéeédom ...'

Dejectedly, she picked up her robe and shruggedtirShe could not
bear to be simply a plaything for him to discardcewlhe tired of her.
Neither was she different from all the other wonfenhad known
who had wanted to tie him down with responsib#iteend to shackle
him further with marriage bonds. She was thankiiMould never
know how much she longed for that very thing. Stgced slightly

to herself as she pictured his probable reactibe Mvere ever to find
out that, far from being the uninhibited, permigstype he thought
her to be, her present idea of heaven would bave his ring upon
her finger as a symbol of his undying devotion, hisdove wrapping

her like a cloak. Because he would never know,esfen dared to



dream of a house filled with happy, laughing clallr blue-eyed,
black-haired boys and silver-topped little girlsl-endowed with the
same daredevil temperament as their piratical fathe

She looked up and saw him waiting impatiently fer to catch him
up, his jaw uncompromisingly rigid and his eyesc@h and the
dream faded abruptly. She blushed crimson, fedriagoerception
might be acute enough to read her thoughts, artdyheast aside the
sweet daydream before he was able to read thertgedming in her
eyes and the small, soft smile of longing clingiadner lips.

By the time she reached him, she had composecehairés into a
mask of cool indifference and her grey eyes weiasasutable as his
own. In frigid silence they walked together towatigs hut.



CHAPTER FIVE

IN less than half an hour, after a breakfast of fyestaught fish that
Luis had left baking in the fire embers - which glichave tasted like
ambrosia but which instead had almost choked liee taunch was
again speeding across the sparkling sea leavirmngry stream of
foam cascading in its wake. Lynette sat in thensteatching the
iIsland fade gradually from sight until it was a mdlur on the
horizon and feeling terribly conscious of the dilehspleasure
emanating from the man whose back was turned tasé@e busied
himself with the controls.

Not a word was spoken during the hour long jourmegde to seem
even longer by the continuous silence and the newking
atmosphere of tension that set them so far apapiri he could have
been an unfeeling automaton mechanically carryutdghe necessary
movements of control and she a piece of luggagepedmboard to
be forgotten about until time for collection.

But she did not really mind the silence becausehstteso much to
think about; so many of his words stored in thekbafcher mind to
resurrect and ponder over. Had he really meant Whdtad said on
the beach earlier? Strung out in the forefrontesfrhind like beads of
fire were the wordsr'ou are a drug in my veing\on coeurYou make
my heart beat faster every time | am near ydad they been spoken
as a mere ploy to her susceptibilities or had tleen a thread of
sincerity running through them? She badly wantdokieeve she had
been wrong to reject him, but in all honesty shetlvaadmit that Luis
Estevez would probably have said those same woralsyt likely girl
he should happen to be alone with on a deseriudsEhe pondered
upon the word she had subconsciously chosen toridesthe
category in which she was sure he had placed liesty". How
puzzled he must have been to discover how 'unlilgg actually
was and how very much opposed her actions werbealéfiant,
unthinkingly reckless words she had used when clanmy the



cause of permissiveness on the night when sheitshanet him. A
shudder of self-revulsion creped her flesh andabsently rubbed
her arms in an effort to disperse the chill thatdanly gripped her
when she remembered the outraged looks that haa dieected
towards her by the more conventional members ohbdrence that
evening. She blanched at the thought of how firgiressions were
the more lasting and forced her mind to skip hdtyieover the
guestion of how she would face the recipients af ingortunate
comments that evening should she ever encounter dgain.Her
first impression of Luis Estevez had been a corapletrong one.
Far from being the censorious prig she had labdliedat first sight,
he was even more in sympathy with her outspokewssighan she
was herself. Her own guilt complex had been regptador the
hasty judgment she had made of his reactions; ati@xpected him
to be shocked, but instead he had turned the tabhlégr completely
and had utterly confused her by displaying a der@dor convention
which far outstripped even the permissiveness atedcby Merle
and her companions. She sighed and stirred a ldade she
remembered the vow she had made only yesterddedsas skipped
towards the waterfront. It seemed she was doomeer e project
her own personality but was forever to act out d; @acompletely
alien part.

Once more she was committed to playing the roleaotool,
sophisticated member of the International Set,sBldisconcerted
and never allowing emotion to rule her actions.t™as how Luis
now saw her, and for her own defence she had ttuneuthat
impression because she knew that if he were evéndoout how
flimsy were the barriers she had hidden behinceiraltempt to resist
him he would not hesitate to renew his attack upeninsubstantial
armour and would then immediately discover heifyitleception.
Much better that he should think she had resisiegikrge through
disinterest in himself as a lover than that he khbecome aware of
the overwhelming passion he was capable of arowsdgexploiting



it to the full. She had wounded his vanity, but wsund was slight
compared to the scars she knew she would carrgohdart for ever.

Through lack-lustre eyes she noticed a smudge enhtirizon.
Gradually, as she watched, it took the shape afland, much larger
than the atoll where they had spent the previoyslula smaller than
the majority of inhabited islands that dotted tisean. As the launch
drew nearer, she saw signs of activity on a smiadirfithat edged the
shore where men were busy piling sacks and box#sraeadiness
to dispatch as cargo when the next ship should lcai$ guided the
launch up to a landing stage that jutted out ineogea and she bracec
herself to meet the chill formality of his tone wheafter switching
off the engine, he turned to her.

'‘Welcome to Paradis!" he mocked gravely. 'l hopdalet that it is my
home will not detract from the pleasure of youydtare.’

She did not deign to answer his sarcastic chall&ogenade to step
out on to the landing stage. He forestalled hesvaytly vaulting the
side of the launch, then he leant across towardswite his arms
open to receive her. She hesitated, wary of hishtoout saw she had
no option but to jump the small space betweenitted the launch
and the landing stage where he waited with sardoamour. She
tried to time her jump for the moment when the ghwater between
the launch and the landing stage was at its nasipvioeit a split
second before she jumped the launch bumped aghmstooden
supports and the impetus sent it gliding momemtanitward. She
lost her balance and instead of embarking in digghi§ilence as she
had intended, she was propelled into his arms avitbrce that sent
him rocking on his heels. For a 8plit second thiemg together to
right their balance, but whereas only hours befans would have
welcomed the opportunity to tease, it was he wha st to
disengage himself and to ask with distant politeng$ave you hurt
yourself,mademoiselle?'



'‘No,' she stammered, 'but I'm afraid | must have fiau when |
landed with such force.' A slight smile feathereduncompromising
mouth when he answered the anxiety in her trouiptey eyes.

‘Not at all, mademoiselleyou are as light as .thistledown." Evel
before he had finished voicing the polite rejoinder had taken hold
of her arm and had begun to lead her towards keds

She felt herself to be the object of much speautaimongst the
islanders that lined the wharfside watching th@praach, and her
long eyelashes gave a quiver of apprehension asdattery of eyes
grew nearer. But when they finally reached théeligfroups of men
she was relieved to see that each cinnamon- caldace reflected a
huge friendly grin of welcome that changed to dakgl shouts of
recognition when they saw her companion. Luis grthnhis

appreciation of the welcome and was immediatelyosunded by the
warm-hearted islanders as they all tried to shakeh&and at once,
almost as if he had been absent from the islangdars instead of
actual weeks. Lynette, too, was enfolded into treemvcircle of

friendliness, and her hand was shaken so many tojmése men and
by their wives who had run up from the beach to joi the small

festivity that by the time they were allowed todedhe wharf it felt

like boneless pulp.

She could not help but stare at the girls and wowlemhad left their
children playing happily on the beach in orderun to join in their
husband's welcome committee. Without exceptiory there start-
lingly beautiful women; spice-coloured, delibergtgdrovocative,
entirely feminine Creole beauties dressed in biygtloured prints
that clung to their voluptuous figures with caragsgrace. Their
evident love of life, and of their men, shone umasédly from
sloe-dark eyes, all of which held the twinkle of thorn coquette.

Lynette's eyes held an answering twinkle as shieddterself in the
front seat of the car Luis indicated when theylfjnananaged to drag



themselves away from the excited islanders. Asewwead up the
engine and began to move away she twisted rourtrirseat and
waved until the last bright dress and colourfuttstaided to a blur in
the distance before she turned to face the roaddate smile of
pleasure still playing upon her lips. The smilegddbruptly when
she heard his hateful drawl.

‘Do you still think | flog my islanderasnademoisel® She blushed
furiously at this reminder that he had not forgotter first disastrous
outburst against him, and all her pleasure fad¢kariace of his cold
sarcasm. Swallowing hard, she answered stiffiy, slorry, monsieur,
| should have apologized earlier for the remarksalde about you
that evening. | had no right to speak as | did.’

'‘But you do not retract, nevertheless,' he speared.may apologize
for what you said, but your opinion of nje is ewearse now than it
was then - is that not so?"

Indignantly she challenged the censure in his tone.

‘How could it be otherwise? Have your actions beamducive to a
change of heart on my part? You carried me offiarysland without
a thought to what | might feel in the matter. Hoang/ou expect me
to respect you when | know tineal you! Everyone else may see yol
as the dignified aristocratic Marques de Paradis,| lhave met the
barbaric, ruthless pirate that hides behind thaada, remember?
And that is how | shall always see yoognsieurno matter how hard
you might try to erase the memory. To me you willays belLe
Pirat!'

She dared a look towards him and was disconcentdithd herself
looking straight into his enigmatic eyes; her bneeaught in her
throat with a small choking sound and she haddk &way hurriedly.
She clenched her fists as they lay in her lap aiflddiher limbs to
stop the trembling that had begun when their glauicteshed, but her



pulses gave a great leap when she felt the carddovn and finally
come to a halt.

For a moment he said nothing, then she felt hislherder her chin
and was forced to meet his look. Tensely she waitbde he
searched her face with sombre intentness, andurassed to detect
apology in his voice when he told her quietly,fi aorry to hear you
say thatmademoiselleBarbaric . . .? Ruthless .. .? Is that really ho
you think of me? What can | do to atone for thérdss | have caused
you? | apologize humbly for my actions, pleaseysay will forgive
me?' His deeply tanned face was grave as he w@aitdter answer,
and her hand went out impulsively to cover his agide of
compunction swept her. She could not stand to seeshbdued and
humble. She had said she would always think ofdsire Pirat,and
she would, but only because that was how she want&ehk of him.

It wasLe Piratshe had fallen in love with . . .

'Oh, please ... Of course, | forgive you!" Her eyese liquid velvet as
she swiftly consoled him.

‘You are quite sure?' he asked with alien diffigeer&he smiled up at
him earnestly and reaffirmed,

'Oh, yes, perfectly sure!

‘The time we spent together will be our secret? Famise you will
speak of it to no one?' he urged intently. Lynetvelded her head
fervently. She would have promised anything to elisp his abject
mood.

'l promise,' she pledged.

He gave a sigh of relief and relaxed against tRarlous upholstery
of his seat. She watched him reach into his pdcket cigarette and
when he had lighted it, lean back once more witlsnale of
satisfaction that seemed to her puzzled eyes &lidpetly ominous.



His humility had disappeared so suddenly she becampicious,
and when he turned his eyes upon her and she samndicking
amusement sparking out of them she charged hirgniadily,

‘You were making fun of me! You don't care in teadt who knows
about the hours we spent together!

Negligently, he contradicted her, 'Oh, but | d@demoisellel care

most deeply, but now that | have your promise ldne®rry no

longer. You see, as you so rightly said, no oneybutself knows the
real me, and | wish it to remain so. | have thedusrof my family to

consider, as well as a duty to set an example tastagders, and it
would never do if they were to find out our litBecret. Now that |
know | can rely upon your discretion, | have norfeamy grand'-

mere or my young sister Vivienne being upset by suchsgo as
might have arisen had you seen fit to speak to raaaf our . . .
assignation.’

She looked at him with dawning contempt. '"You tedkme into
giving that promise. But why should you think sutickery
necessary?' She drew herself up proudly. 'l caimag®u,monsieur,
she answered shakily, 'l have as little desirecashave to acquaint
the world with the fact that we spent a day andyatriogether. | just
pray,' her voice shook with unshed tears, 'théime | may be able to
forget | even knew you!

He shrugged with seeming indifference and reaclwedard to
switch on the ignition before saying coolly,

'l had to be sure of your reactions before | caudn contemplate
introducing you to mygrand'mere She is not of our generation anc
therefore does not understand our outlook on swattens. But while

| insist upon complete freedom to live my life asvish, | also
recognize the necessity to be discreet in my astiororder to save
her distress. In her mind, you see, she still liage the days of her



youth when women were cosseted from the cradleagtave; first
by diligent fathers and then later by adoring huaslsaShe could not
even begin to understand young things such as gibwko travel
the globe unescorted, snatching at every oppoytahienjoying the
power your beauty and wealth gives you over the yoernuse merely
as implements with which to demonstrate your engatitin. So |
hope you can understandademoisellethat while | understand and
sympathize with your code of conduct, msand'merenever could.
And again, even though | am willing to enjoy pagating in today's
modern permissive trend, it is unthinkable that young sister
should be exposed to it.'

He felt her give a start and his lips curved intauaful smile as he
admitted, 'Yes, | know that sounds arbitrary, butidhne has an
old-world charm which she inherited from lggand'mereand which
| find completely captivating as, | have no doulatcques also does.
He would not wish her to change any more than Heoknows that
when they marry she will love, honour and obey Famthe rest of
her life. To you that will sound unutterably dreand old- fashioned,
but Jacques will delight in it - as would any maansd to her it will
come as naturally as breathing. Provided," hiskquiard glance
lanced her heart, 'she is not spoiled beforehanaryy upsetting
influence that might instil into her a restlessksag after superficial
pleasure which you must acknowledge, as | do myisadf pastime to
be indulged in only by people such as ourselves kvimv the score
and who will not be hurt and bewildered if our chieglaymates
should lose interest halfway through the game!'

Into the silence that fell, she thought she hedrmbugh the
clamouring of her pulses a softly breathed 'asdidy but the blood
was pounding in her ears with such force she cooddbe sure. In any
case, it hardly mattered. What did matter was #agisg knowledge
of how contemptuously he valued her. He had tofddidiquely, but
with ruthless intent, that he did not think hemgatble friend for his
sister, and through the telling had run an unmaék warning that



she was not to contaminate Vivienne with her owmlap views.
Worldly! For the first time Lynette wished ferventihat she really
was as uninhibited and uncaring as he thoughtdseiguse then she
would be incapable of feeling the staggering paihéd so carelessly
inflicted. Pride answered the call for help thakesmed through her
senses; it lifted her chin high and sent fury tapmbright flags of
colour into her cheeks and brightness to her eymging
tremendous will to bear, she forced steadiness hetovoice and
lashed back at him.

‘You're despicable!ln her relief at finding her voice as cool an
steady as she had prayed it would be, she rushédmnsacrifice to
the form of hypocrisy which necessitates you havwmgrovide an
excuse for indulging in your baser instincts. Iin'tisyour
grandmother's feelings you think about when youecawp your
indiscretions; your insufferable conceit will nofoav you to let
people see you as you really are! You cannot beaamyone to
realize that the omnipotent Marques de Paradis im@tal as other
men! Far from retracting the remarks | made aboutin Papeete, |
reiterate them: You are a shamonsieur| sensed it from the very
beginning! Do you wonder now why | rejected you? Fe, a man
must be above all things true to himself, not aubstantial shadow!

The anger that had given her the courage to ckasims fled when
she saw his face darken. Tight-lipped, he repeatgd angry
incredulity,

‘A shadow?Mon Dieu,that | will not allow!" His brown-fingered
hand reached out to snap off the ignition and thefgre she realized
his intention, she was very forcibly pulled ints hipcord arms and
held a silent prisoner under the cruel pressuhgsgbunishing mouth.
His kiss contained all the fury he had subduedr@island and
reaped retribution for her scorn and rejection wh.hWith mute

opposition she fought him, every nerve-end scregniom him to

stop, but he overwhelmed each attempt she made#k liree and



continued to kiss her until finally she lay brokarspirit and passive
in his arms. Only when he sensed her defeat dictlease her. She
fell backwards into her seat, meeting the victoris eyes with hurt
disbelief, and did not even attempt to answer wherchallenged,
'You enjoyed being kissed by a shadovademoiselle?’

She refused to react and turned her face away fiomuntil all he

could see was her delicate profile; soft, infamtscthat tumbled on to
a smooth brow and the fan of her eyelashes asrédstgd upon her
rounded cheek. A momentary quiver disturbed thelyietched bow
of Jier mobile mouth, and the sight of it impelleich to grind out

harshly,

'‘How do you manage to have the look of a chasttkedub when . . .I'
Instead of finishing his sentence, he threw baskdark head and
uttered a savage, humourless laugh. Impatientlgwhtehed on the
engine and drove on.

They drove through idyllic tropical scenery; lusiidge, cane fields
and coconut groves through which the sea and tleetagular
coastline emerged time and time again, but thetsighly half
registered upon Lynette's numb mind as she gazédwacant eyes
through the car's wide open window.

Luis depressed the accelerator, perhaps hopeftithkaincreased
speed would evoke some startled rebuke from hesitsdompanion,
but she did not stir, did not seem even to notibat the passing
scenery had merged into one vast kaleidoscope wfelol colour
from which it was impossible to distinguish any itiue object.

Neither was she conscious of the frowning glaneesdst her way at
intervals during their journey, and he had to sp&adrply to bring
her back to awareness when they reached theindasti.



‘Well, we have arrived! What do you think of my heph

With a visible start, she emerged from her deepqmepation and
saw that the car was passing through tall ironggateimpressive
workmanship, so finely wrought they seemed to hesdelicately as
finely-worked black lace. She half-turned to haveetter look, but
then her attention was caught by the smooth ve&xwehs running
alongside the drive, bordered with exotic shrubaring brilliant,
multicoloured blossoms. Far away in the centrehefdgrounds she
caught a glimpse of a fountain and here and thedemushady trees
more delicately worked white-painted iron was fasled into garden
seats. As they rounded a sudden curve, she sdwtise and gave a
gasp of appreciation which seemed to compensats ftaxi her
silence, because her expression lightened withiek qamile as he
leant forward to share with her in her first gliraps his home.

They were still a considerable distance away frgnibut yet near
enough to be able to distinguish its beautifulctrce of white French
stone fashioned in an old colonial style of arddtiiee that re-created
an atmosphere of earlier days. Streams of coleumesd the pristine
walls and as the car drew nearer she saw that thesecascading
flowering vines that showered downward from thef noibh tropical
lushness. He halted the car in front of an elalkbratarved door, and
as he helped her out she noticed, with a lump stahgia in her
throat, the totally unexpected contrast made byepabaded sweet
peas that clambered over a trellis framing onéhefwindows. The
sight of the very English flower sent a wave of lesikness surging
through her, and it was only the sound of Vivieartélling voice
coming from inside the house that prevented thestésat ached
behind her eyes from falling.

Luis, too, heard his sister's voice and he motidnggktte to precede
him into the hall from where the sound had come Sbpped inside
eagerly, impatient to greet her friend, but heiseyaich had become
accustomed to brilliant sunshine, could distingumgithing in the



seemingly dark hall. A sudden squeal of deligh&szbgnition sent
her swerving in that direction, and a couple obsels later she was
being enfolded in Vivienne's enthusiastic embréfe.welcome was
heart-warming.

'Lynette, darling! | was not expecting you for days yet! How
absolutely wonderful it is to have you here."' Tsenailing Luis, she
directed a sparkle of delight and told him, 'Yoe ar darling for
bringing her here so soon.’

Half a dozen excited interchanges later, she linked arm into
Lynette's and urged her forward towards one oftiba's that lined
the hall. "You must come and meet grand'meregdarling,' she told
her. 'She is dying to meet you!'

At these words Lynette's heart sank. Incredibly Blad just then
realized that Vivienne's grandmother had been Lgigst that
evening in Papeete and was almost certain to haadhthe

foolhardy views she had been expounding. Shelelssmply could

not stand any more emotional stress that day, anddrves were taut
with apprehension as Vivienne led her into a chaghyi feminine

drawing-room where "the regal old Comtesse satidgeamiably to

the only other occupant - a pleasantly-smiling plurady who

looked as old as the Comtesse herself. Viviennbedidorward

exuberantly and startled them both by almost ygllim her

excitement.

‘Grand'mere!Luis has arrived and he has brought with him mgrde
friend, Lynette Southern. See, here she is!'

Lynette saw the frown that creased the Comtessave dd wanted
to flee from the room, certain that she had beeogeized. Then her
heart filled with relief when the old lady rebukétvienne sharply,



'Really, child, how many times must | ask you moshout when you
address me. | might be hard of hearing, but | &gou | am not as
completely deaf as you appear to think." AftermgyVivienne's hand
a small slap of disapproval, she turned to beanmupgnette with
obvious pleasure and extended her hand towards her.

'l am so pleased you could come to visit us, my.dé&ienne has
been singing your praises for days and | am suteare just the
friend she needs to help to tone down her unladydikuberance. |
quite despair of ever getting her to realize thi@hsbehaviour is not.
comme il faufor a young woman of her position, but | can tel
dear, that your natural young dignity will be a daofluence upon
her.'

Lynette's ears burned when, as she answered thee€gais greeting,
she heard Luis give a strangled cough somewheradkar. She felt
his derisive glance as he moved forward to kisgrasdmother, but
she gave her complete attention to Vivienne asrgh@duced to her
the other old lady who, Lynette was delighted tane was an
Englishwoman named Mrs. Reddish, a friend of thentégsse's since
girlhood. She told Lynette, as they chatted foramant while Luis
and the Comtesse exchanged affectionate greetimshe had been
a widow for many years and her annual holiday Wwaays spent, at
the insistence of her old friend, on the islantPafadis.

"You will love it here, child," Mrs. Reddish asstifeer, her kind eyes
assessing the signs of strain that were beginnisgaw on Lynette's
rather wan face. 'But might | suggest,’ she addeser remark to
Vivienne, 'that you show your friend to her roomtisat she can rest
for a while before dinner. We English are not adiamatized to the

sun as you islanders, and we tire more easily.'t8hreed back to

Lynette. 'Isn't that so, my dear?’

Lynette could have hugged her for her understandBige was
longing for a moment's solitude in which to recgpern some small



measure from the assault Luis Estevez's presenogduam her frayed
nerves, but she hesitated to appear lacking intesyby trying to
avoid thetete-a-tetéV/ivienne was so obviously dying to indulge in
Vivienne looked her disappointment. But even aslbek pleaded
with Lynette to deny the assertion, Luis sudderppeared as an
unexpected ally by stepping forward and agreeirtg thie old lady.

‘Do as Mrs. Reddish says, Vivienne. We have haihg &nd tiring
journey and Mademoiselle Southern will be all ther@receptive to
your chatter after she has rested. | myself propodeave a quick
shower and then rest for an hour and | am sure froemd will
welcome the opportunity to do the same.'

His tone implied that he intended to brook no argaimso Vivienne
immediately wiped the faint expression of dissemsfoom her
expressive face and gave a sigh of acceptance.

‘Very well, Luis, you old tyrant, | will do as yask. Butno one,she
laughed threateningly, 'will be allowed to part eyte and myself
after dinner, so be warned!'

Galily, she took hold of Lynette's hand and ledtberards the door,
hardly giving her time to stammer out her thankiheotwo old ladies,
and mercifully giving her no time at all to meetis'a piercing eyes.
She was swept up a fan-shaped, shallow-treadedasgtaiand along a
short passage to the room that had been prepardeefoVivienne
swiftly showed her around, then as she was makiwgrds the door
she stopped and said thoughtfully, 'Luis is rigist,usualma petite,
you look all in. | will leave you to get some reatyd don't worry
about over-sleeping, | will call you in good tineedress for dinner.

Her kind words and worried expression were almoghetie's
undoing. She had to fight to control tears of wesenbefore she
could say huskily, 'Thank you, darling, for beirggusrderstanding. |



promise I'll be better company this evening. | taaint you to regret
having asked me here.’

'‘Pouf!" Vivienne snapped her fingers with amusement aketiout:
‘As if | ever could!" before closing the door behiner and leaving
Lynette wrapped in the soothing oasis of solitude sad been
craving for. ..

It was amazing how a short nap on top of the beided her flagging
spirits. She woke feeling comfortably refreshedd as she lay
looking drowsily around her at the sumptuously fsined room she
had barely glanced at earlier, a sensation of eelavell-being spread
through her. She could have laughed at the vagass finat had
precipitated the headache and the tense muscldsathaequired her
to take this rest. Now that she knew the Comteadeb recollection
of ever having met her before, she could begimjoyeher holiday;
with Vivienne as a companion and an enchanteddsiarexplore it
should be an ideal interlude. She stretched witisfaation and
pondered on what to wear for dinner. Only one m@rening of
Luis's company to endure, she thought with quiakgpulses, before
his departure tomorrow morning, then she would tee fof his
saturnine presence altogether. He must leave tompshe consoled
herself, because he had implied, when Vivienne draahged with
him to transport her here, that he had unfinishesiness in Papeete.
Claudia de Courcel's madonna-like face flashedsadner mind and
a twist of primitive jealousy speared her. But slek not intend to
allow such feelings to upset her newfound compoaunckthrust the
upsetting vision out of her mind. Luis Estevez was for her, she
told herself grimly, so it hardly mattered whoseegance was
responsible for drawing him back to Papeete.

She jumped up from the bed before thoughts of hioukl once more
set her nerves on a knife's edge, and began torexipkr room. She
was drawn towards a huge french window draped patle yellow

silk curtains gently billowing in a soft breeze,dafound herself



overlooking smooth, undulating lawns that diredted eyes onward
until they reached the shimmering, vivid ocean fitlad the horizon.

She could have stood there drinking in the heawaely for ever, but
conscience nagged her to begin dressing for diraret she
reluctantly moved away.

Some silent spirit had unpacked for her while daptsand had hung
her dresses in a large blonde-wood wardrobe. A mrajcchest of

drawers held her underwear and casuals, and setomuthe

glass-topped dressing table were her brush and csetband

cosmetic case. She padded, shoeless, over a peipadsrned carpet
which, combined with leaf-green walls, gave arsiltun of being in a
cool, flower-filled glade, while the added soundtbé fountain's

tinkle that drifted through the open window gavedance to the
fantasy.

She undressed slowly, savouring the tranquillithef surroundings,
then sauntered through a connecting door into thtgrbom; a
deliciously cool grotto lined with green tiles tieelour of ocean
depths and with a sunken bath of the same transiucalour
decorated with silver and crystal fittings.

She had finished her bath and was standing exagiihexcontents of
her wardrobe when Vivienne knocked upon her dodrcatled out:
‘Time to dress, Lynette!'

'Oh, do come in, Vivienne, I've been awake for agesne and help
me to choose a dress.

Vivienne bounced in, more than willing to obligeaderly she
scanned the contents of the wardrobe, then hesitette turned her
puzzled face towards Lynette.



'‘But where are all the gorgeous way-out garmemntad expecting to

see? That wonderful trouser suit you wore in Papdet instance
e

Lynette blinked. 'l gave them all away," she raplieonly wore them
because my companions dressed in that way and |tvinawre stood
out in their company like a sore thumb otherwisaey simply
weren'tme,Vivienne, and although | tried hard not to show felt
horribly ill at ease while wearing them.’

‘Hmm . .." Vivienne nodded understanding”, 'that p&the story |
shall insist upon hearing later, when we have tionwalk, but now,'
she picked out a dress of subdued pink, the cabualrifting May

blossom, and handed it to Lynette. 'Wear this tonjoetite,and give
Luis the opportunity of enjoying the sight of alreéaglish beauty. He
must, by now, be satiated with Creole lovelies aedwill enjoy

feasting his eyes upon you in this!'

With a cheeky grin at Lynette's dismayed face, sloged towards
the door once more, saying as she went. 'l mudtliigve to have my
bath yet and Luis an@Grand'mereget so annoyed if | am late for
dinner. Do not wait for me, just go down when yoe eady. It's the
door directly opposite when you reach the bottorthefstairs.' With
a cheery wave, she disappeared, leaving Lynette wmspoken
objections trembling on her lips.

A worried frown marred her brow as she finishedsdieg. She
would have donned a different dress from the omdriend had so
teasingly indicated, but for the embarrassing contmmshe might
have to endure from Vivienne if she did. The evgnalready
promised to be a great ordeal without adding thiddauof Vivienne's
unthinking remarks. She felt she would be more #gwtrsfied if she
were allowed to fade inconspicuously into the backgd until the
time of Luis's departure.



Finally, when she was unable to find any more sihathands upon
her time with which to delay her departure dowmstahe gave a last
nervous flick at a tumbled curl and walked to tle®rd Vivienne's
directions were easily followed, but she dalliedthwe hall before
going through the door she had mentioned, so adrtore the mature
elegance of the furniture. She guessed Vivienndokad given a free
hand in redecorating some of the bedrooms in a stigire suitable to
her modern taste, but here below one could happsteback in time
to the days of the earlier Estevezes who had faedishe house with
priceless antiques arabjets d'artfrom every country of the world.
Unbidden came the thought of plunder, but thisgfedy added to the
romance of the atmosphere rather than detracted ifroShe was
tracing with a loving finger the design of a velg and beautiful in-
laid cabinet when a voice from behind startled her.

'l see you are a lover of antiquityyademoiselleYou continually
surprise me with your contrariness; | imagined ytaste would lean
towards more futuristic design.’

She stiffened at the sound of Luis's voice and teadheck the

involuntary denial that sprang to her lips. Witlarsecond she had
control of her emotions and, without turning, ansdan the vein he

obviously expected of her. 'Oh, some of these lidgs are quite

attractive,' she shrugged, 'but in their place ..

He moved forward and her heart leapt when she saw \htally
attractive he looked. Against his dark tan histpresshirt and white
evening jacket contrasted vividly. The fine matené his black
trousers held a razor's edge crease that enharmmeedlegance and in
his cuff, which showed as he leant his arm negtigesgainst the
cabinet, sparkled links inset with tiny diamond® tdked her face
and she withstood his scrutiny bravely, for thstfirme successfully
controlling her wayward lashes. She waited calmliilev he
continued to study her, but was immediately cordusben he said
with a lazy quirk of one black eyebrow,



'‘Not all things are stripped of their beauty whemoved from their
natural environmentnademoiselleYou, for instance, remind me at
this moment of a lovely English rose and," he tedcher cheek and
watched with interest the wild colour that floodi#d'your alien
surroundings have not detracted one whit from ydeticate
perfection.’

She had no defence against such concentrated chadnstood
looking up with unconscious appeal into his insablg face. His
eyes dominated and seemed to demand from hert#oreake could
not even guess at. He reached out towards her lémuligh she
despised herself for her weakness she knew shenatagoing to
resist when he kissed her . . .

A loud reverberating gong startled them apart amdkd the
intransient spell. With a gasp, she turned to ramfhim, then, as if
in answer to a prayer, she heard Vivienne's laugd her
grandmother's answering voice as they met at theftthe stairs. He
gave a mocking laugh and bowed as if concedingatidiefore
opening the dining-room door for her to precede imside. With the
wild rose colour even more evident in her cheehs, walked past
him.

During dinner, which was served romantically untlez glow of
flickering candles set in heavily engraved silvandelabra, Lynette
determinedly kept her glance from lingering uporsl.who sat at the
head of the table. Now and then, during gaps iroh&r conversation
with Mrs. Reddish, she heard his well- modulatect&@nswering
some query of his grandmother's or parrying sorasiig remark of
Vivienne's and her heart flipped at the sound.dBettook care not to
be drawn into conversation with him, nor even toemmleis eyes.
Always conscious of his probing glances, she edree great an
interest in Mrs. Reddish's conversation that tloeladly was visibly



flattered and with such a seemingly attentive auzheurging her on
she excelled herself as she spoke eloquently ofaheurite subject -
the island. Lynette soon found it unnecessary &epid an interest;
the subject became absorbing. Mrs. Reddish, whekpldred every
part of the island and its industries during theaynaolidays she had
spent there, brought into vivid prominence eacheetspf it she

portrayed, Lynette was fascinated by her accoutite@harvesting of
sugar cane, the growing of bananas and spicesp#wtacle of native
spear fishing and, lastly, the interesting procedupllowed in the

manufacturing and distilling of rum.

Vivienne had long since given up the attempt toerstéhe
conversation into a more general vein, and hae wontent to chatter
amiably to her stepbrother and the Comtesse untd. Reddish's
fund of anecdotes should run out, or Lynette'sr@sieshould wane.
Luis, she lazily noted, was not pleased at beinguebed from
Lynette's attention, and her quick mind began totmo and two
together and to make five. As she watched covehiyimpatient
drumming of his long, tapering fingers upon theface of the table
and the dark frowns that chased across his fadeteae he looked
towards Lynette, she arrived at a sudden conclydierwas falling in
love with her!

Mentally, she hugged herself as she explored ting satisfactory
idea, and with a vague notion of helping thingsvend to a happy
conclusion, she broke into the conversation that al@sorbing all of
Lynette's attention to say very loudly,

'It is all very well hearing about these things,nktte, and Mrs.
Reddish,' she smiled charmingly at the lady, ®lfascinating tale,
but why not wait until you see everything for yaelf8 | am sure,’' she
glinted wickedly at her stepbrother through dowhdashes, 'my
stepbrother would be charmed to show you around idkand,
wouldn't you, Luis?'



Lynette's dismayed eyes flew towards him and thereveowardly
averted when she saw his lurking glint of challerfgy@ooth as silk,
his voice registered the satisfaction he felt wheranswered coolly:
'‘But of course! It would give me very great ple&suo escort
Mademoiselle Southern round the island.’

Lynette's face crimsoned. Before she could polidelgline his offer,
Vivienne rushed in with careless impatience. 'ObisL don't be
stuffy by insisting upon using surnames. I'm certaynette won't
mind if you call her Lynette, and you,' she addedsker friend
smiling, 'must call him Luis.’

To have declined this offer after the intimacy lo¢ thours they had
spent together would have amused him greatly, setty was forced
to give a quick nod of agreement, which he ackndgeée with
suitable gravity. She knew he was secretly laughinger when he
said,

‘Very well then,Lynette,'he lingered as if savouring her name upc
his lips for the first time, 'let me hear you sdywvould love to have
you take me round the island tomorrdw,js".'

She felt she almost hated him then, but with adlsaypon her, smiling
encouragement, she had to obey. With flaming chedlesrepeated
his words, stumbling over his name which she fe# sould have
voiced as 'Lucifer' in that moment of humiliation.

Vivienne's happy laughter cloaked the tension llnabetween them
and the Comtesse - who would have died rather dldamt that her
deafness caused her to miss most of what wentoamarher - asked
with seeming inconsequence,

'‘Are you enjoying our French dishes, my dear? Taey not to
everyone's palate, but perhaps you do not mindgbaidventurous
with food? Myself, | like to try as many as | cahtbe traditional



dishes of any country | visit." Lynette looked doahthe dainty
forkful she had been about to lift to her lips amalized, rather
foolishly, that she had no idea what she was eatiagindeed what
she had eaten earlier. Vaguely, she remembereticzgods lobster
cocktail, followed by an unfamiliar but tasty fisburse, but the dish
she had just then been served with, although regent of chicken
or some such fowl, was totally unfamiliar.

She lifted up her fork. 'This tastes heavenly, Gmse, but | hope you
will forgive my ignorance when | ask what it is?'

The Comtesse smiled. 'lt is a product of Frenchgimaion and
culinary skill, my dear. A delicacy very highly r@gled here and in
France - broiled dove.'

Lynette thought she had not heard aright. Her fdaktered to her
plate and she looked instinctively towards Luighveiheeks suddenly
ashen, for a contradiction of his grandmother'seidible statement.
Broiled dove! How could they . . .she was thinking, aghast, as
surge of nausea overwhelmed her. She had a visforthe
soft-feathered, gently-cooing creatures as she asgele them at her
home where they had been favoured pets, as doatestias her dogs
and her two Siamese kittens. To have to think ohsielightful birds
being killed for food was, to her, an act so criiladismayed and
sickened her. With a quick understanding and arinctsve
knowledge of the way she felt, Luis rose from haatsand quickly
reached her side. Sharply, he instructed the yowargservant to take
Lynette's plate away and then, under the complete
uncomprehending stare of Vivienne and the Comtégsput his arm
around her and urged,

'‘Don't upset yourself by dwelling upon it. Come, wi# go outside,
you will feel much better in the open air.' Hisostg arms encouraged
her to her feet and led her towards the terragryn with dinner,'
he commanded Vivienne sharply when she would halatdxlly



jumped to his assistance, 'l will attend to Lynét®ith a look of
puzzled astonishment, Vivienne obeyed.

Lynette was grateful, while she grappled with andengually
overcame the dreadful nausea that swept her, $osttong arm that
held her steady and for the broad shoulder she lgaon until the
spasm had passed. He lead her towards the baleistreth seemed
content to remain a silent sympathizer while hetedhuntil she had
gulped into her lungs sufficient of the cool night to dispel the
unpleasant after-effects of her unhappy experiebice was aware of
his soothing hand stroking her brow and of thensligghtening of his
arms when she nestled closer, seeking comfort. Dslemce
enfolded them as they stood silently in the dartewran indigo sky
displaying a crescent moon, breathing in the paw@erfume of the
flower-laden garden secreted in the darkness thabunded them.
She wé&s grateful for the sympathy she knew he wasrfg; and for
his quite passionless touch which was 104 surgyiagwell as being
immensely soothing. She had never before been &ebjeto
gentleness from him - only impatient passion - aiidh coherent
thought came the wish that she could learn motaisffacet of his
nature.

She stirred, and lifted her head from his shoulHerbrooded down
at her, his mouth tender with anxiety, and spoké wilight trace of
accent.

'You have recovered?'

Shyly, because of a faint stirring of foolishnesse nodded, and
whispered, 'Yes, thank you. I'm sorry to have aateduch a silly

way. What must the Comtesse and Vivienne be thgn&frme, not to

mention Mrs. Reddish? They'll think me completeldi

‘Don't worry. | am sure they understand.’



'‘But how can they possibly?' she stammered in &emndg distress.
'How can they understand my reaction to what thag, you, regard
as a perfectly normal meal?' she pleaded with HDm you
understand my feelings, really understand? Or axe jyst being
kind, and pretending?' Her look demanded completesty, so he
chose his words carefully.

'It is an English characteristic, | believe, todaeeless - even slightly
callous - towards human emotions and yet to belygisceptible to
the suffering of animals and other helpless creatuEven there,
there is an anomaly, because your race are gréawérs of blood
sports, is that not so?' Without heeding her gyiekhispered 'Not
all. .." he went on,

'So while | cannot, with honesty, claim to undemstgou English as a
race, | can only speak the truth and say | beligwe to be utterly
sincere in your feeling of distaste - horror 4a sight of what is to us
simply another meal.'

He felt her sudden shudder of revulsion and cortindeliberately,
'‘And yet you eat chicken and pheasant .. .? Isuhlg-fleeced lamb,
killed in order to provide tender chops, any legttg than the cooing
dove?'

When she refused to answer and kept her head doyriteefirmly
forced up her chin and challenged with a hint ¢érent laughter:
‘Come now, Lynette, answer me, is it. ..?'

With a choked cry of shame, she had to concedegis. 'Oh, Luis,'
she hid her face against him, 'yare laughing at me!'

She felt his frame shake with silent amusementtaed, after an
indignant pause, she gave a glimmer of an answernmtg. At this
sign of capitulation, Luis gave rein to his laughtéis merriment was
so infectious she was able, because she felt it masunkind



laughter, to give a rather woeful, trembling lawgrher own which
pleased him immensely and a while later, when hg e@mer, he
affirmed,

'‘How pleased | am you have your share of anothaots English
characteristic: a sense of humour. | thought, | bffdnded you
deeply, until you saw the funny side and begamugh.' He sobered
completely and looked down at her keenly.

"You know, little bird, you intrigue me. You areetltonly woman |
have known who has dared to excite, rebuff, puanlé even insult
me, all within the space of a few hours. | have hgdheart wrung
with compassion and then been transported intoapsm of mirth.
Who taught you these wiles that you practise witbhsdevastating
effect upon my poor sex? Were you born a temptoes® you have
to work at it?"

She withdrew from him and stammered, 'But I'm natoaplex
person at all. | have never tried to beguile youpuldn't know how!
When he laughed disbelievingly, she cried out tesity, 'You make
me sound as effervescent as champagne, whereasad'm
uncomplicated asa ... a. .. glass of water!

His laughter faded and his black eyebrows sudddmw together in
a frown. He replied slowly, as if only realizindgaet,

'‘But a man can live without champagne. He canmetiithout water

Vivienne, whose keen ears had picked up the sounduc'

unrestrained laughter earlier, moved tentativelyawuto the terrace.
When she saw how closely they stood together amd darnestly
absorbed they were, she backed away, loath todetrBut as she
silently retreated, her ankle knocked against d@rpdong plant pot
and she gave an involuntary gasp of pain that inmbelgt attracted



their attention. Lynette was quick to seize upon dse a means of
escape.

'‘Oh, Vivienne, are you looking for me?' She gagb@t embarrassed
laugh and stepped forward. 'l don't quite know Howvexplain my
behaviour. You and the Comtesse must think meedntiacking in
manners to leave you in the middle of dinner, @isl I

Vivienne's lively face was alight with amusemenewlshe answered
merrily, 'We understand perfectlgherie, so do not worry. Mrs.
Reddish has explained everything!

Wondering how this could be, when she could haekplain it
herself, Lynette entered the dining-room and sthesditating just
inside the french window, waiting for the Comtessespeak. Both
the old ladies were smiling broadly, and the Cossdeeld out a hand
to encourage her to move forward.

'‘Come, my child, don't stand there as if you expeeto bite. | must
admit that, at first, your obvious repugnance tasayour meal
puzzled me greatly, until my friend, Helen," shelimed her head
towards Mrs. Reddish, 'reminded me of my own reactvhen |
asked for the ingredients of a dish | enjoyed emusty when |
visited her in the North of England, years ably. dear' she raised
her hands in horror at the memory, 'it was calledibopudding and it
tasted divine. But when they told me that an esslangredient was
fresh blood . . .I"

She broke off as, at the sight of her stricken ,féoey all collapsed
into helpless laughter. The Comtesse smiled bepigmbn them and
while she waited contentedly for them to recover ghlled Lynette
down on the settee beside her and patted her rmastieatold her
solemnly: 'l promisema petite that you will be informed well
beforehand of what you are being offered at théetao more
broiled dove for the sensitive English Miss!"



For the rest of the evening Lynette felt wrappe@ warm glow of
happy companionship. Her sligbbntretempsnd the consequences
of it had endeared her to the Comtesse and Mrsdife@nd they
both showed it. Lynette felt completely relaxed aa@dpy for the first
time in months; she felt she was amongst realdsen

It was very much later when Vivienne and she hair thromised
chat. They talked in Lynette's bedroom as she peepéor bed.
Vivienne, looking no more than twelve years olchar short white
dressing gown, sprawled inelegantly on the bedveatdhed Lynette
remove her make-up in front of the dressing takileam

‘Alone at last! Now tell mall? she demanded eagerly as she settl
more comfortably.

Tentatively at first, and then with increasing adahce,, Lynette
opened her heart to her friend. She began from whereft school,
skipping lightly over her father's blunt ultimaturecause it hurt too
much even then to dwell upon it, and finishing veheshe and
Vivienne had met up once more in Papeete. But ¥ness
perception was more advanced than her years, aadksbw
instinctively that Edgar Southern's words had Istdaughter to a
degree just short of actual cruelty. She was wiseugh not to
denounce him, but the hard anger she felt at bjgagagement of her
friend was a lump in her throat. She walked ovevltere Lynette sat
motionless, staring into the mirror, her mind nunviaith
newly-remembered hurt, and told her simply,

'l know how you feelcherie,because up until | met Jacques I, toc
felt | had no one really close.' To Lynette's sisgut murmur,

‘But you have Luis and your grandmother,’ she eelpli

‘Luis's mother was my father's first wife and | nlee loved her until
the day he died. The Comtesse is not my real gratithn - Luis's



mother was her daughter - so you see, we are lab¢deat all. Luis's
mother died when he was about nine years old aee tyears after
her death his father married again. A year latesid born. My mother
used to talk to me about my father. She thoughad wo young to
comprehend the heartache of loving a man whose ee in a
grave, and indeed it was only years afterwards wheoalled some
of the things she had said that | really underst&e once said to
me: "They are wild and utterly devastating, theelZzsz men, but
when their heart is given it is given for everléthshe wept bitterly.
Shortly after that they were both drowned whenrtheat was caught
In an unexpected storm that swamped them. Luis tesKather's
death badly. He went wild for a time, always segnmbe looking
deliberately for some new act of devilment with g@fhito outrage
those around him. It was then that the Comtesse carthere to look
after us and | have grown to love her as if sheevsey own flesh and
blood. But | have always had the feeling that -teuiaturally, |
suppose - Luis comes first with her. That is whgy eyes took on a
soft luminous glow and her young lips trembledpfig for the day
when Jacques and | will be married." She countedlsaon her
fingers with a return of her old impishness. 'Omglve more weeks
until | become Madame Jacques Viaux!

This happy subject engrossed them for another aondrthey were
both fighting a losing battle with drowsiness whiie Comtesse
rapped on the door and commanded Vivienne to atlemfriend to
sleep. When she had returned to her own room, Lg/rpeindered
dreamily on what Vivienne's mother had said. Hest lavaking
thought was the sentence that had held her attetttithe exclusion
of all others.

‘They are wild and utterly devastating, the Estewen, but when
their heart is given it is given for ever!



CHAPTER SIX

THE next morning Luis and Vivienne took Lynette on thremised
tour of the island. Vivienne had tried tactfully back out, thinking
that being left on their own for a day might hetpprecipitate the
romance she had determined was in the offing, poétte would not
allow it.

'If you don't come then I'm not going,' she told/i¢nne firmly. 'l
came here to be with you and if, as you say, yefeptto spend the
day in the garden with a book, then that will soé fine.'

'Oh, I'll come," Vivienne had answered swiftlyjust thought that as
Luis will probably be returning to Papeete soomatowould be a
good opportunity for you both to get to know eatieo better. You
haven't had time to get acquainted, and | am ceytau would find

you had a lot in common, given the opportunityé &ad finished on
a hopeful, questioning note and had had her hopskedl when
Lynette had given an uncompromisingly firm answer.

'l know your stepbrother as well as I'm ever likedyknow him,
Vivienne, and I've no intention of spending toddgna with him.
Either you come with us, or | don't go at all!"

However, Vivienne was cunning enough to make sieesbared the
back seat of the car with the enormous picnic hartipst had been
prepared for them, leaving Lynette no alternativetb take the seat
in front next to Luis. But his behaviour gave heraause for alarm.
At the beginning of their tour, as he drove inte tteart of the island,
he seemed strangely quiet and preoccupied, lealiitige talking to

Vivienne, then later as they walked around thetpkaoms looking at
banana, pineapple and sugar cane crops, he waslpotformative

but very much the Marques showing a visitor aroarsddomain.

Lynette was puzzled, but relieved at his changattittide - one she
found much more acceptable than the teasing wicksgthat had so



ragged her nerves - and she began to enjoy seanagli® unfolded
before her.

But Vivienne became more and more depressed ashiagp eyes
watched for signs of a budding attachment and gsagingly found
none. She decided it was her presence that wasrngneg Luis from
being more forthcoming, so when they left behinehtithe fields of
tall sugar cane being cut and handled by the ee$tand labourers
into carts for dispatch to the refinery, and Luisgmsed a visit to the
works to show Lynette how the cane was processedtine fiery
island rum, she hastily excused herself from ac@nyimg them.

‘Drop me off outside Cecile's daughter's houseggaelLuis. A visit
from one of us is long overdue a@dand'merewill be most annoyed
If I omit to visit her when | am so near to thdagle.' She explained to
Lynette, 'Cecile was our cook for many years be#bre retired and
went to live with her daughter. She looks forwavdatvisit from us
now and again and will certainly be upset if | daall when I'm in
the neighbourhood.’

Lynette looked suspicious, and was rewarded wismde of bland
innocence. Luis did as she requested, telling @evduld pick her up
on their return from the factory, then he headeel ¢hr in the
direction of a low, rambling group of buildings jugsible on the
horizon.

Lynette, reflecting on what she' had so far seencladed that the
Estevez's must be an extremely wealthy family. I8t@sv, from what
Vivienne had told her, that the entire island bghkmhto Luis and that
the plantations, refinery and other industries weamstrolled solely
by him - provision having also been made for Vivienn her father's
will which would make her a very rich young wométnwas small
wonder, she thought, that Luis Estevez sometimsplalied an
arrogant conceit and an arbitrary disposition. fitimg such wealth
was bound to have made him the target of everygpoegl female



who entered his orbit, added to which, his vitaygbal attributes
provided an attractive bonus few women would be &bkesist.

They were met upon their arrival at the factory thg manager,
Monsieur Giscard, who greeted Luis like an oldérid and beamed
expansively upon Lynette when it was explained thaias for her
benefit the visit had been arranged. For the nexir l'she was
completely absorbed as she was taken on a thortmughof -the
buildings. Monsieur Giscard was delighted to answWer many
guestions she put to him and he told Luis as héledvay out of the
last of the buildings preparatory to showing her ¢kllars where the
bottled liquor was left to mature: 'The littheademoiselldas a keen
interest and a quick mind, Luis. You would do welemploy her!

Luis smiled. 'But then | would get less work fromuy Valery, and
you find distraction enough as it is!" Lynette waieved when a
sudden call ofMonsieur Giscard!distracted their attention from the
sudden blush they were both smilingly observingl eaused them
both to turn and wait until the young islander wizal called out had
reached their side.

Panting a little, he told the manager importantgu are needed
urgently,monsieur,n the refinery. The foreman asks that you con
immediately!

Monsieur Giscard shrugged apologetically and tumedeful smile
upon Lynette.

'‘Will you excuse me,mademoisell® | am devastated at being
deprived of your charming company, but | know Lwsl enjoy
showing you the cellars - the contents are hisepridnd | will join
you both as soon as | can." As Lynette thanked df@ming
Frenchman for his courtesy, she felt Luis's armenrner eloow and,
as usual, his touch brought an instantly-stillenreuof delight which
she hoped was suppressed quickly enough to escapetite. She



glanced obliquely up at him from under lowered &shnd was not
comforted when she saw a slight smile flicker agtas firm lips. He

kept his hand firmly under her elbow as he ledtbesards a heavy
door set into solid rock. He inserted a large keg the lock and the
door swung open to reveal a black chasm of darkiésgsletained
her with a warning when she would have steppeddaiw

'‘Wait, | will go first. There is a torch behind tdeor, or should be.’
He groped, then gave a grunt of satisfaction. y&s, here it is!' He
beckoned her forward. 'Follow me closely and | gilide you down
the steps.' Obediently, she picked her way dowlhamhateps cut out
of solid rock, her eyes never deviating from tharbeof light he
shone on each step. When they reached the bottdwarted her the
torch. 'Stay there, there is a light switch ovelttloa far wall, | won't
be a moment ..."' She had to smile when she heardumse lightly as
he stumbled into something in the darkness and ftieadly
relationship that existed between himself and hesnager was
emphasized when he spoke ruefully into the darkrnbgs argued
interminably with that stubborn old fool, Giscaahout having this
switch moved to the top of the stairs, but he issiswould be left
switched on by some careless person and he swesrob much
light would harm our maturing process. How, | davén pretend to
know and neither, | suspect, does he. So we ardeconed to
grovelling in the darkness for a switch that is thest cunningly
hidden of any | have ever seen, so that we will tff the light down
here and will not be tempted, as Giscard vows waavbe, to simply
walk out and leave the bulb alight. A ridiculoustion, don't you
think . . .?" She could not see his face, but oretof aggrieved
injustice brought laughter bubbling to her throat.

The light suddenly blazed. One bare bulb hunggttaslown from
the roof of what she now saw was a large cave lin@a floor to
ceiling with rack upon rack of dusty, regimentallyanged bottles. In
the centre of the floor was a table-topped cabiireh which Luis
took a tray and two small crystal glasses. Helsathtdown on top of



the table, then reached out a hand towards hemeCde indicated
the racks with a nod of his head, 'you choose tigenee shall sample.’
They sauntered along the racks, her hand lighélypsd in his, and he
read out the names of each vintage as they pd$bezione isSsRhum
Clement",it has the quality of fine cognac. This one," befed, 'is
"Vieil Acojour" which means "Old Mahogany", named so because
has a dark colour, and next to it l&8une Acojour"...’

'Light Mahogany!" she interrupted in her desiraaboher suddenly
awakened knowledge, 'because it is light coloured.’

‘Correct, ma petité he laughed. 'Now tell me what this nam
indicates.' He pointed to a sign that bore the wi@deur Chaudand
waited with one black eyebrow raised questioningly.

'Um, "Heart ... something",' she hesitated, a mpazftown creasing
her brow as she strove to remember the small anafufitench she
had managed to assimilate during her stay in Rdeseached down
the bottle and carried it to the table where heotked it and poured a
small amount into each glass. He gave her oneefjthsses and
raised his own to the naked bulb so that the khioiwed through its
mellow depth, causing it to glow jewel bright.

' "Warm Heart"," he said tenderly, his look sudgiesWwivelling
towards her with such depth of meaning her knegaréo tremble.
‘This is my choice for you, Lynette. As light asuy&isses; as strong
as the attraction you hold for me, and as hot ademper that fires
your veins! To you, "Warm Heart"!' he toasted, befputting the
glass to his lips and tossing back the liquor vaWashbuckling
vigour.

Nervously keeping her eyes averted from his, andnfiad from
dwelling upon their solitary surroundings, she sgbghe fiery liquid,
then coughed as molten fire scorched her throht..'O she gasped,
when tears sprung to her eyes with its savage biee.stepped



forward, full of concern, and she hastily backedagwearful of the
intent behind his words. He stood still and regdrider gravely. She
waited for angry teasing or mocking laughter, shendensed herself
for another physical onslaught, but he surpriseditterly by asking
softly,

'‘Would it be possible, do you think, for us to beggain, Lynette?' In
answer to her look of wary puzzlement, he clarifi&bmewhere
along the line | suspect | made a mistake in mgsssent of you and
my subsequent behaviour has not endeared me t@yaomuwe forget

what has happened between us previously and bé&gshaas if we

had just this moment met? If you were to wipe fygoar memory the

actions of mine that caused you to dislike me,lamére to forget the
image of the kind of person | thought you to been perhaps we
could be friends. What do you think? Are you agbéea

Her heart was thumping like a wild thing, but waaution born of
mistrust of his honeyed words, she reminded hirdlgpl

"You played this trick on me once before, rememii@r?/ou think
me so gullible that a few soft words will disarm nveice?' she
stressed.

With a sincerity she could only wonder at, he ackedged, 'l

tricked you deliberately into giving me your woltat you would not
speak of the hours we spent together on the islaudbelieve me,
Lynette, when | say this. | truly want you to logon me as a friend.
| promise you will never regret it if only you wiligree to forget my
transgressions and allow me to make up to you®sstupid notions
| had of your character. Will you meet me half-way?' he coaxed
softly, stepping closer, but making no attempotach her,please!’

Wild joy filled her at the thought of being treateg him as a person
whose feelings had to be considered and whosedBfep had to be
wooed, instead of having to endure the hurtfultade of playful



contempt she had hitherto suffered at his handsisnrole of
plundering pirate.

Marqueswas asking for her friendship whelte Pirat would have

stormed her heart and taken at will whatever heebksHer trustful

grey eyes mirrored wonder and then a soft acceptahat

communicated without words the answer he waited s dark

face, devastating even when grave, lighted witlaglee when he
saw the message written there. Deliberately,

he lifted her small, cold hand and touched it gdlNeto his lips while
he murmured,

'‘How do you do, Mademoiselle Southern. May | préseryou, for
the first time, my humble self, Luis Estevez, | bope will be great
friends!'

His ridiculous nonsense broke the tension betweemtand their
laughter spilled over until the glasses on the beside them vibrated
merrily in unison. Then, quietening suddenly, Ltokl her lightly,
‘This is the thing | treasure most about yma petitethis ability of
yours to make me laugh. It is a gift very rarelgwh by a woman and
| thank you for allowing me to share in it.'

Shyly, she answered, 'If it is a gift then it's walno have nurtured it. |
can't ever remember sharing laughter like this \aitly other man.
Perhaps we are good for each other, Luis.'

'‘Perhaps,' he agreed softly, as he smiled gentiyndid her earnest
face. As they stood silently regarding each otheremotion, so
fragile it could not be tabulated, was born, andas then she knew
she had made a great mistake in her eagernesd to fath his
wishes. It had been possible, with the help of aagd shame, not to
dwell too deeply on the love she felt for him, dmsl behaviour had
helped her to erect a barrier behind which shedcbide her too



tender heart. But now the barrier had fallen. Skeeriowhere to hide.
All she could do now was hope that if he shouldaN®r her secret he
would be kind enough to ignore where-once he wbalke taunted.
She gave a visible shiver at the thought of henemdbility to the
whims of a man who could so easily beguile hemidwud had so often
stressed his aversion to marriage and his dislikev@amen who
pursued him to that end.

He noticed her shiver and was immediately full @h@ern. "You are
cold?' he condemned himself. 'l am a fool for kegpiou here in this
gloom after being so long in the sun! Come, we gdl Valery is

obviously too busy to join us and," he glanced vt his watch, ‘it
Is time we returned to pick up Vivienne.'

They found Monsieur Giscard still busy with the teatthat had
required his attention and bade him adieu. He as@edlynette's

promise that she would visit him again before dfethe island and
with a possessiveness she thrilled to, Luis repliedill personally

see to it that she returns, Valery.' He quirkedelyisbrow to signal a
message as he stressed, 'We will both remembergnatitude the
pleasure this visit has brought us, is that not.goette?'

Under the manager's quizzical eyes she colouretatkdly and
nodded. She could still picture, as they drove awhg look of
dawning comprehension that swept his smiling fadeerw Luis
placed his arm lightly around her waist to leadtb@rards the car.

Vivienne was waiting, slightly impatiently, for tin@eturn, but when

her all-embracing glance swept them and took irettig's tremulous
smile and pink cheeks and then noted that the gssithat had been
so evident around Luis's mouth on their outwardney had been
replaced by a curl of humour and a relaxed lookatisfaction, she
felt amply rewarded. She greeted them warmly attedeinto her

seat at the back of the car with an attitude ciigleable anticipation,
expecting to hear that her suspicion of a romaraemot unfounded.



But she was disappointed. Although there was a athdhange in
their attitude towards one another not even Vivesroptimistic
nature could build into their words or their tondfigient meaning to
convey any more than friendly companionship. Bbg sonsoled
herself, there was an improvement, a small sigoradress, and she
pledged herself to be content with that for the rapm

As they journeyed home Lynette's thoughts were @ashna turmoil

of speculation as were her friend's. Luis's offér fkendship,

welcome though it was, had taken her completelywanes,

rendering her incapable of fathoming his action ahdrefore

inclined still to suspect his motives. But a strdegling of happiness
overawed her natural diffidence and coloured heotems with

rose-tinted optimism. All was now set for a comelet new

beginning, the slate was wiped clean and she darddeam again.
He had admitted several times to feeling a strdtrgaion towards
her. If that were so, could their newly pledgedestd friendship pave
the way to an even deeper attachment? Suddenlypdban was
bluer, the sky more cerulean, the island a bowaerivafl hibiscus,

bougainvillea, .poinsettias and wild orchids, tHesauty intensified
by a poignant awareness that she shared themthlLwis.

It was not until they were almost home that VivierBighted the
launch in the harbour: 'Are you expecting visitotsyis?' she
frowned. He followed the direction of her eyes dmht forward to
get a better view.

'‘No, | am not expecting anyone,' he said with & bafrsurprise, 'no
one knows | am here, so far as | am aware.'

While Luis concentrated on driving with increas@eed, Vivienne
and Lynette watched the/ strange launch for sighsnavement
aboard, but saw nothing. Whoever had arrived adtaihad left the
boat and must now be on the island. 'Do you reaegthe boat,
Luis?' Vivienne persisted.



'‘No," he replied, 'but your curiosity will soon Batisfied, we are
almost home.'

He drove with a flourish through the iron-lace gatad drew up
outside of the silent house. They alighted from ¢tlae and Luis
moved forward into the cool hall, but as Lynettandchave followed
him, she saw Vivienne staring with rapt attentiba digure moving
swiftly over the lawn towards her. Suddenly sheame run.

‘Jacques! Jacquesshe called out with unbelieving delight, then &
Lynette watched she was swept into the arms ofnhery-eyed
fiance. Lynette was still smiling her delight foernfriend when a
voice behind her caused her to swing round withmdis plainly
written upon her expressive face.

‘Merle!" was all she could utter in her surprise.

‘Lynette!" she mimicked back maliciously, 'aren't you a shsg
When no answer was forthcoming, she continued wittlous anger,
'So you managed to hunt the handsome Marques dmswnu said
you would,

you clever girll Has he taken the bait yet? | dpdwour arrival here
won't upset all your well laid plans, | would nevergive myself if
my appearance here were to prevent you from begpthi@ next
Marquesa.'

Merle's eyes were mere slits as she spoke, buitlimned suddenly
with pretended dismay and Lynette's heart plummesda sensed
the steely, hard mass projecting terrible angenfbehind her, and
was numbly unsurprised to hear Luis's voice cubgscher shoulder
to command Merle with deadly impact: 'Will you Ileaws,
mademoiself® Even Merle was not proof against such visibigean
and she did not wait even to portray the triumpdshas feeling.



Lynette swivelled round with a quick, pleading dgnipon her lips,
but it died immediately she saw the steel shuttérgithdrawal that
clamped his face. His voice grated with leasheceatigat sparked
blue fire behind his eyes as he spoke.

Your friend is quite right, yoare extremely clevermademoiselle.
Clever enough to deceive me so far as to ask farfy@ndship. How
that must have amused you!'

She backed away from the force of his fury and fepped out,
sounding unbearably provoked: ‘Do not cringe froal'm

She stood, immobile, and he went on in a voice ne&gs more
terrible by its implacable softness.

‘Do not draw away from me! | feel | never wantdadh you again!'

He turned on his heel and strode away, leavingingounded by the
fragments of a broken dream.



CHAPTER SEVEN

LATER, everyone met in the lounge for pre-dinner cotktand the
circumstances of their arrival in Paradis wereifiéatt. Lynette was
not surprised when Vince walked into the room inrlefe wake and
at his appearance she surmised that something hav& gone
drastically wrong with the plans they had had comog the wealthy
American couple they had latched on to. He madesedirie for her
with a self- conscious smile of welcome on his fand greeted her a
shade too effusively.

‘Lynette darling, am | pleased to see you! Merld bwere worried
stiff when we returned to Papeete and found yoeftl without
leaving a forwarding address. You really shouldw'itry your friends
in such a way, pet. We were almost at the poigabing in the police
when we had the great fortune to meet Madame dec€lbwho told
us of your plan to visit your friend here in Pagadi

Claudia, who was complacently accepting a drinknftbe attentive
Marques, looked up at the sound of her name antkgpliYes, Luis,
and | would not have known of your sudden departumd not

Jacques here informed me that you were no longeapeete. | had
been waiting for a call from you and could hardéieve when, after
meeting Jacques quite accidentally, he told me duk Heard from
your business colleagues that your affairs had babkruptly

concluded so as to enable you to fulfl some otpegssing

engagement.’

Lynette gave a start and her eyes flew automagicalards Luis,
who continued imperturbably to serve his guestsaudib was
obviously expecting some qualification of the pregengagement
that had necessitated his hurried departure; butvas not
forthcoming. Jacques bridged the awkward silencd ftell by
explaining his own unexpected reappearance in Rapke gave



Vivienne's hand a warm squeeze and told everyonie gt
unrepentantly,

'‘On my way home | felt my fiancee's absence to sudkgree that |
decided to return to her as quickly as possiblepaBsion is
intolerable, and the only way | can think of to appe my indulgent
but understandably irate family is to persuade &fivie to advance
the date of our wedding so that | can take her battkme to France.
Otherwise, the Viaux family fortunes will declinas | can see no
chance of my being able to concentrate on busiafags while
thousands of miles separate me from my beloved.’

A beautiful colour stained Vivienne's cheeks, anergone laughed
kindly, but Jacques' seriousness was betrayed end#termined
out-thrust of his jaw and the way his eyes tenderfyessed
Vivienne's rosy face.

Then Merle chimed in with simulated hurt reprooask of Lynette,
‘Why didn't you tell us you had been invited hémette? Why keep
it such a secret? After all, we are supposed totrbeelling
companions, and if anything had happened to yaudrdt think what
your father's reaction would have been to the rnbaisyou had been
roaming the islands on your own. | can only be giadhe happy
chance that sent us to inquire about you at thel labtprecisely the
same time Madame de Courcel was meeting some frignade. She
heard us inquiring for you at the desk and came wvell us of your
intention to visit here. Then she put us in toudWlonsieur Viaux,
who had stated his intention of chartering a layranid he very
kindly offered to bring us here.’

How strange, Lynette thought dully, that all theilelshe had been
happily supposing fate had at last decided to saplen her, some
gremlin working in opposition had arranged suchezise meeting in
order to shatter her pitiful illusions. She facedri with an utterly
expressionless face. She could have renouncedcbotind Vince as



hypocrites who had abandoned her in their purstitvealthy
partners, but she knew they would ruthlessly rdaagether to present
an image of hurt injustice which would make her egpan
ungrateful, spiteful creature unworthy of solicofriends, so she
remained silent.

Vince cleared his throat nervously and changedstiigect. 'All's

well that ends well, and all that,' he grinned daisly. "This island
seems a wonderful place and I'm very grateful ®@@omtesse,' he
raised his glass in her direction, ‘for invitingtasstay for a while.'

The Comtesse inclined her head gracefully.

'It is our pleasuremonsieur.Any friend of Lynette's is welcome
here.'

The dinner gong came as a profound relief to moma bne member
of the party and in the small activity of movindgarthe next room,
some of the inflammable atmosphere surrounding theas
dispersed.

It was with hurt relief that Lynette wondered byask orders Claudia
had been seated next to Luis at the dinner tablke h&d to admit the
fairness of herself being placed next to Vince @pposite Merle, for
they were, supposedly, her friends, but this didonevent the spread
of hurt she felt when she saw how engrossed Leimed in Claudia's
conversation and how delighted she was with thdysofurmured
answer Lynette could only guess at when she askedichly: '‘Are
you pleased, Luis, that | decided to seize thisodpity of coming
to Paradis?'

Vince must have had misgivings about their intrasito her visit
with Vivienne, because after chatting to her fomsotime and
receiving monosyllabic answers, he whispered umdeer of the
conversation around them,



'‘What's wrong, Lynette?' He saw her start with ssegpand searched
her face for the information she could not voucasaGod!" he
muttered savagely, 'your eyes are tortured! Havehwe you so
much?'

Appalled by her own lack of discretion, Lynette gall her attention
to her food and tried to forget the spoiled encimemit of the earlier
part of the day. But Luis's voice, so warm withlifegit made 'Warm
Heart' soundlike a caress, kept creeping back with heartbrepki
nostalgia. Vince tried once more to invade her ¢fmsL

‘Lynette! Won't you speak to mpleas®@' His tone, louder than he
had intended, attracted everyone's attention anslecconversation
to cease and immediate attention to focus on Lgné&iach one's
reaction was plainly written. The Comtesse washfllygperturbed
because she sensed all was not well but, becaaseahunable to
hear enough of what went on, was unable to judgs; Reddish was
uncomprehending of the explosive undercurrents;quis and
Vivienne were concerned but, owing to their absompt not
completely aware; Merle and Vince were aware buérdanedly
self-interested; Claudia was definitely alien. Ands - he was coldly
forbidding, his eyes glacial as they rested upanvhth the distant
stare of an aristocrat whose breeding forbids angthess than
politeness to a guest, however much unwanted.

Lynette wanted to flee from their questioning eyas, that would
have underlined her misery and defeat, so she c&tdyee even
managed to sound nonchalant when she answered.Vince

'‘Oh, | beg your pardon, | must have been woolgatgekWhat was it
you asked me?'

Vivienne chortled, "You must forgive her, Monsiétinambers, our
iIsland has obviously cast a spell on her and skenb&ayet come



down to earth. But she must be excused, becauseashieeen here
for less than a day and some people take weekgdstdts beauty.'

As delicately as a kitten treading on glass, Claudorrected

Vivienne, 'You are mistaken, surely, Vivienne, whgou say

Mademoiselle Southern has been less than a day heneist be two
days since her arrival.' Her brittle voice demandedexact answer
and in the small interval that elapsed while Vivierknit her brows
and thought, Lynette's panic-stricken eyes metalobshe enigmatic
Marques who blandly ignored her signal for help &aht casually
back in his chair and waited.

'‘No, | am right, am | not, Grand'mere?' Vivienng@agled. 'ltwas
only yesterday Luis brought Lynette here, althosghmuch has
happened since then it seems more like a week &go.'hand
reached out to Jacques and was caught and helsl tight clasp.

‘Then where," Claudia's ice-green look linked Lymewith the
Marques, 'have you been since you left Papeetalays ago?' Fear
made Lynette's clenched hands clammy as once rherdased a
barrage of surprised, questioning looks and whenattempt she
made to speak died a croaking death at the bablerofight throat,
she appealed mutely for help to the silent, frogmman at the head
of the table.

He waited until the void of silence was as peniglgads a scream
before rising to his feet and walking deliberateywards Lynette.
She sat petrified when she felt him place his hapds her shoulders
and heard his cool voice reaching across the tdy@ohead,

'‘Lynette and | had things we needed to discussvate, So we spent
some time alone before coming here.' His explanarmbraced them
all, but it was to his grandmother he spoke dir@tte Comtesse
coloured slightly and Lynette felt his grasp on &leoulder tighten a



little at the sight of the small flicker of painelfComtesse was not
guick enough to mask before she reproved him gently

‘Your discussion must have been of great importangis, when it
took precedence over discretion and,' she hesjtdted stressed, '...
chivalry.'

When Lynette, crimson with humiliation, would hawetested, his
lingers increased their pressure on the soft té$ter shoulders until
she was forced to relax in order to relieve the p& was so callously
inflicting. Pain that was immediately lost amongjs¢ turmoil of
amazed incredulity that engulfed her when she hieigrednswer.

'It was very important, Grand'mere. | asked Lyné&itde my wife,
and | know you will be pleased to know that she-daepted me!'

After a short, stunned silence everyone seemedatt o speak at
once. The Comtesse smiled a trembling, happy samtkjoy was
evident in her voice when she recovered enouglhetalie to say.
'Oh, Luis, this is the news | have waited so lamgear!'

As she reached across the table to clasp Lynated in her own a
tear rolled slowly down her finely wrinkled chedkynette, my dear,
| am so happy to welcome you into our family, soyveappy . . .'

Mrs. Reddish nodded her happy approval and Vivisnegcited

voice rose above the babble.

'l knew it! | just knew there was something betwgen two. But |
amshatteredlynette," her voice ascended to a walil, 'thatgdunot
confide inme!'

Lynette blinked with nervous confusion, too apphlie answer, and
once again Luis's firmly controlled voice took coamd. 'We

naturally wished to approach Lynette's father fsrdpproval before
making our engagement public, Vivienne, that isréeeson we did
not speak of it earlier. After all," his words seshto Lynette's ears to



have the rigour of tempered steel, 'he might yetd#eagainst me as a
son-in-law."'

Claudia uttered a harsh sound that might have gassa laugh if it

were not for the fact that her face was a maslkagan and her eyes
glowing green signals of danger. 'l cannot piciwoe, Luis, begging

for any woman's hand in marriage, you have becopasamaster in
the art of avoiding such an institution." She tfixesl Lynette in a

beam of malice before continuing, 'One cannot balpvonder what

magic formula the little English Miss employed teeccome your

iImmunity!" Her contemptuous glance said plainlyt i@e was not so
much admiring as astonished that Lynette could le@eemplished

such a feat.

But by that time, Vivienne, together with Jacqués, Comtesse and
Mrs. Reddish, were vying with each other to offére tfirst
congratulatory kiss, and the impact of her barb fwas amid the
surge of family rejoicing. Lynette's bruised sharklwere released
from. Luis's painful clasp and in her relief tofbee she found herself
able to smile at the happy faces around her; afhdwer numbed
mind still refused to grasp the enormity of the diee was being
forced to accept. Someone called for champagneatst the happy
couple and it was immediately produced by a smilimgnservant
who must have heard the news while hovering bethiadioor.

Luis, under the benevolent eyes of his grandmotwted the part of
a newly-engaged man to perfection and Lynette dadiffer his arm
around her shoulders and his outwardly tender gkatitat deceived
all but herself, because only she could see lurkirtheir depths the
angry frustration of a freedom-loving pirate beirigrced by

circumstances into accepting the yoke of domegtluit had fought
for years to resist. Her heart withered at the givof the showdown
that had to come before very long and the smile lshé so

desperately pinned to her lips faded to a tremblshee pictured a
confrontation with the angry, despising Marques.



The Comtesse urged Luis, 'You must use the radephiene
immediately, Luis, to cable Lynette's father anguaant him with the
news. Tell him we will be honoured to have him as guest if he
should find it possible to visit us.' Luis's eyearnowed and he
seemed about to protest, then he shrugged hisdgdrswdnd agreed,

‘Yes, perhaps that would be as well.’

He walked across to Claudia to refill her glassl ¥imce seized the
opportunity to corner Lynette.

'‘How could you do this to me?' he asked her repriodlg. 'l thought
we had an understanding?'

If she had been capable of feeling emotion she avdave felt
contempt for his duplicity, but the battle she \glsting left no room
for trivial skirmishes, so she smiled at him vataand hoped her
dazed look would pass for bemused wonder.

Merle sauntered up. Her needle-sharp eyes seatghezdte's face
and a smile of triumph lightened her expressionnwstege noted her
discomfiture.

‘Tell me, darling,' she glittered mockingly, 'whetel you andLe
Pirat spend that lost day? We never did find out andallmgog with
curiosity.'

Lynette's blush deepened to a fiery crimson atdghestion and,
miserably aware of her guilty colour, she stammered

'‘On . .. another island not far from here.'
Merle's eyebrows elevated.

‘An inhabited island, | hope...?'



While both she and Vince waited with intense indgefer her reply,
Lynette cast a desperate look around for help.f€lhdike a lamb
cornered by two vixen and some of her trappedrfgedias visible to
Luis, who, looking her way, saw how desperately sbeded to
escape. He bowed slightly to Claudia and annoyedyexcusing
himself and walking purposely over to his fianckterle was still
probing pitilessly when he reached Lynette's sifell, Lynette,' she
prodded, 'are you going to tell us?'

He took hold of Lynette's arm and interrupted srhtyot'Will you
allow me to steal my fiancee for a few moments?simnded down
into her eyes and continued, softly, 'We have ntodtliscuss, have
we not,ma petite?'

Thankfully, Lynette nodded, and as she was led afsam her
intended tormentors she expelled her breath igracfirelief. Further
Inquisition from Merle was certain - this was justmomentary
reprieve - but she would feel better able to faee taunts and
guestions later when she had shaken off the stinabrstill fogged
her reactions.

Luis led her through an open French window intortf®nlit garden.
She realized his intention too late to make a detowards the
Comtesse and Vivienne who, together with Jacques Mns.
Reddish, were busily engaged making plans for gagement party,
but in any case, any attempt she might have madésdape would
have been foiled by the tightness of his grasp endibow. He
remained silent until they reached a seat by tlhmtéon and then
when he calmly produced his cigarette case ancepoed to light his
cigarette with a calm nonchalance that riled heeted nerves, she
berated him through clenched teeth,

'‘How dare you place me in such an invidious pasitiWwhat do you
hope to gain from it? I'll never marry you, never!



His answer chilled.

'l don't intend that you should, but the proprieteust be observed
for the sake of Grand'mere and Vivienne - | thought understood

that." He continued dispassionately, 'We will coné with this farce

for a short time, then later | will allow you thelege of exercising

a woman's prerogative by saying you have changadmaod about

me. By that time the memory of our indiscretionl\wdve faded and
no one will be hurt.’

No one will be hurt! her heart throbbed with slow, sickening jerks
No one of any consequence was what he really m8aetmattered
so little to him. He alarmed her by suddenly thmgvidown his
cigarette and pulling her into his arms. She begatruggle angrily,
and jerked her face aside away from his cruel mthahwas bearing
down on hers, ready to swoop. His hands fastendd sieely
strength upon her still tender shoulders and shehiéd when she felt
their iron caress.

‘Kiss me!' he demandingly whispered, then as shifrally resisted,
he qualified, "Your two friends are watching anddonibt wondering
why we are not already making love. | advise yodd@s | say or you
will be called upon to answer more of their suspisi questions."'

She glanced beyond his shoulder and saw Merle amteV
silhouetted against the light from the window. Thegre staring
intently in her direction; waiting and watching.eSturned her head
away and found his amused face dangerously cl&gell," he
tormented, 'now do you believe me?' He drew hessponsive body
closer and demanded again, 'Kiss me, and do fityasiimeant it!"

She stared into his daring eyes, her mouth a sof fHower
trembling against the matt whiteness of her facd amispered
vehemently:'l hate you!'even while her hands crept up to hi
shoulders and her face lifted to his. He gave agavaugh before



plundering her mouth with punishing kisses thatwdrrth a
response-She was helpless to contain.

After a prolonged torment of time, he drew away ahe opened her
eyes in an effort to dim the ecstasy that filled, he glinted down at
her and taunted grimly: 'l love the way you hate!'

No longer caring what Merle or Vince or anyone ot she tore
herself out of his arms and ran blindly in the dii@n of her room.

When Lynette went down to breakfast the next marshe was
listless and heavy-eyed from lack of sleep. Shedpadt most of the
night pacing her bedroom frantically searching mend for some
way out of the dilemma that was fast threateningoégmome a
nightmare, without reaching a satisfactory soluti®@he dallied
deliberately so as to avoid Luis - who breakfastady - and when
she reached the breakfast room its only occupaeits Wivienne and
Jacques, who were the unknowing bearers of goog.new

'‘Ah, Lynette!" Vivienne greeted her, 'you have slafe this morning.
Luis had to leave early to attend to some busimessne of the
plantations and unfortunately he will be away &l dl wanted to
rouse you, but he would not hear of it, he insisteldould leave you
undisturbed. Are you terribly disappointetierie?’

Lynette's tense frame relaxed. She was wearingodrteer cool,
sleeveless shifts in a shade of leaf-green thagchddloured flecks to
her smoke-grey eyes and at Vivienne's words a clauldof worry
seemed to lift, leaving their brilliance clearlyspliayed. Hastily, she
assured Vivienne,

‘No, I don't mind. As a matter of fact, after tixeieement of last night
| feel | just want to sit in the garden today aakkt things quietly.’



'Oh, but Jacques and | want you to come swimmirig us, don't we,
Jacques?' Vivienne appealed for his support. "Weaking a picnic
down to the beach and we intend spending the wdalehere.'

Manfully. Jacques added his plea to that of hismdee, but he
betrayed a small relieved smile when he realizedeltlg was
adamant in her determination not to join them. ®bald have been
glad of their happy companionship, but she couldoear to deprive
Jacques of his beloved's undivided attention, ahdrmshe waved
them farewell half an hour later it was with a parfigenvy she was
only just able to hide.

When they had gone, she wandered disconsolatedytiat library
and chose a book at random from the shelves bslipgng outside
into the garden to settle in a vacant garden swwhgse shady
comfort beckoned. It was so peaceful she did ntidsdo open her
book, but sat drinking in the beauty and trangyillof her
surroundings with appreciative pleasure. Multicodzliblossoms ran
riot and spilled their fragrance abundantly on #té air. Small,
strange birds flitted from branch to branch, oldus of her presence,
and the music of the tinkling fountain had the sdmoeffect of
making her feel deliciously relaxed and lazy. Slesed her eyes and
allowed herself the luxury of a daydream in whihle secaptured the
happiness of her first evening in Paradis whenyarex around her
was a friend and she had for a short time baskethenrare
atmosphere of feeling wanted and completely at hddsr short
period of introspection was rudely shattered wheerl&ks voice
jarred suddenly on her ears.

'How fortunate | am to find you alone,' was hestfigreeting as she
settled down beside Lynette with an air of makihg tmost of the

opportunity that had presented itself. 'Now | cak sou all the

guestions I've been saving for just such a moment!



Lynette's heart sank. She looked around swiftly doravenue of
escape, but the garden was deserted and no vaods lwe heard
coming from the direction of the house, so she c¢mdt make an
urgent wish to speak to the Comtesse her excusee imiled as if
reading Lynette's reaction and hastened to begimgaisition.

'‘Now," she leant back against a cushion as if pegp#or a long
discussion, 'start at the beginning from where yoet up with
Vivienne in Papeete.’

Although dismayed, Lynette was better prepared gstenhad been
the evening before and she took the wind out ofl®kersails by
countering,

'Why don'tyou answer a question that has been puzzling me si
your arrival here? What happened to your rich Aoaarifriends? |
don't flatter myself you left such a prize behinuuybecause you
wanted my company and Vivienne was never your boi@nd,
even at school. So what happened?'

Merle flushed an unbecoming red and defiantly bradeout,

‘They ditched us! Vince had too much to drink tistfevening
aboard and the fool let his tongue run away witm.hHe was
bragging to Cy Chermak about his fatal attractmmvwomen and of
his intention of finishing up as part owner of frecht by marrying
his hostess, when her brother overheard him. Wnfately, | was
dragged into the scene that followed, with theltekat we were both
put ashore to fend for ourselves.' Her teeth sréppgether with
angry frustration. 'l could kill him when | think the humiliation |
suffered because of his stupidity!

Lynette added wryly, 'And so Vince decided to rerfesvpursuit of
me, is that it?"

Merle's deepening flush was answer enough witheusarly reply.



'‘Well, you know neither he nor | are flush withleaand you wouldn't
see us stranded in the Pacific without a bean hewmauch we might
have offended you, would you? Besides, you canr@fto be
generous, having managed to annexe the richest raost
sought-after bachelor in the district.' It was Liga&s turn to colour,
and Merle's eyes narrowed speculatively. 'Just diovwou manage
that?' she queried nastily. 'l note you've charyged usual outfits for
demure, little-girl styles, but that's hardly enbutp ensnare a
worldly Marques.'

'l haven't ensnared him!" Lynette was goaded iepdymg.

‘Then how," Merle responded swiftly, ‘did you mamégbecome his
flancee? It seemed to me yesterday, when he-ipteauour first
meeting, that he was extremely angry with you, gedlater that
evening he announced your engagement.’

Lynette called upon dignity to help put an end hbe tasteless
guestioning. She drew herself up straight and edplvith cool
hauteur, 'My affairs are no concern of yours, Meded you will
oblige me if you will kindly mind your own busined$ you don't,’
she threatened mildly, ‘it may become necessaryfoito see that
both you and Vince are asked to leave.'

Merle jerked upright, her face twisted with angard spat out, 'Why,
you little nobody, how dare you speak to me likatith

Lynette's inside turned over at the viciousnes#lefle's tone, but
although she was quaking inwardly she gave no sigrher
trepidation and looked steadily into her furiousdarefusing to back
down.

Vince's voice cut into the angry silence.

'‘What's going on between you two?' His look swaelfrom one to
the other.



‘Merle has just been telling me why you followed heze,' Lynette

answered contemptuously, 'and it isn't a very patiry!" Unheeding

of Vince's half- voiced protest, she flung awaynirthem, sickened

by their shallowness and duplicity, and ran in&® hiouse to seek the
company of the Comtesse and Mrs. Reddish.

She found them both sitting in the Comtesse's ssittig-room and
they looked up with a welcoming smile when sheaewely asked if
she might join them in their morning coffee.

'Of course, child, of course!" the Comtesse ansivendth a
welcoming smile. 'We are flattered that you preifer chatter of two
rather vague old ladies to that of your young tehShe held up her
face for Lynette's kiss and after a moment's hesitahe bent down
and pressed her lips to the old lady's soft ch€e&.Comtesse's eyes
misted and she fumbled for a handkerchief to wipe&ya the
suspicion of a tear that trembled on her eyelich & foolish old
woman, Lynette, but a very happy one.’

A lump came to Lynette's throat and her voice waskix when she
answered with despair in her heatrt,

'l hope you will always remain so, Comtesse.'

While they smiled at each other, Mrs. Reddish jaglpe Comtesse's
memory, "You have something to tell Lynette, remerfib

'So | have!' the Comtesse snapped her fingers, yadnat her
unreliable memory. 'Lynette, my dear, we have terat a party
tonight! The islanders have heard the news of yngagement to
Luis and, as is to be expected of people who aerangarty at the
drop of a hat, they are staging a carnival tonightelebrate. It is in
your honour, so you must wear your prettiest deesss to let the
islanders see their future Marquesa looking hey est.'



They discussed the forthcoming party during theifee break and
then after a while Lynette wandered thoughtfullytagher bedroom
to examine her wardrobe. She opened the doors endyles were
drawn automatically to the beautiful white lacessreswathed in a
plastic cover - Madame Madeleine's dream dress.itdfment
fluttered in her throat at the thought of wearingiar Luis that
evening. Perhaps when she had gone out of hishéfememory
would linger a little. Her heart skipped a beatth&t were so, she
would like him to remember her in this dress; esdihat became her
more than any other she had ever worn. Madame Mismaéd voice
echoed in her mind: 'Mademoiselle will look likebade'. A bride
was the very last thing Luis sought, but there waglenying that
bridal white lent to most women an aura of untobdagurity men
found irresistible, and although her mind was avdos examining
that thought too closely, her hands shook as skehesl forward and
carefully lifted the dress from its hanger.

She lunched with the Comtesse and Mrs. ReddishrleNdad Vince
did not appear - then spent the rest of the afterpweparing for the
evening's festivities. Dinner was being waived,@loentesse had told
her, because there would be ample refreshmentsde\by the
islanders who would expect a healthy appetite ssnard for their
labours, so she would have no need to venture dawssintil it was
almost time for their departure.

She washed and set her hair and while she waited to dry,

manicured her nails. After a short rest with paflsaton wool

soaked in witch hazel over her eyelids, she ranbia¢h and then
lingered in the soft, perfumed water for almost lasur before
towelling dry and dusting herself generously widr favourite talc.
Clad in only a thin dressing gown, she leisurelplid over to her
dressing table and began to brush and style versilonde hair into
a delicate nimbus of enticing infant tendrils anét surls.



Its manageable texture was easily coaxed into placed she was
soon satisfied with its almost professionally améd look. Light
make-up followed, then a touch of lipstick to owtliher pensive
mouth. She sprayed all over with a wickedly expensiut enticing
body perfume before slipping into filmy underweadahen lastly
into the dress. The cobweb lace had a fine whitkerstip that left her
smooth arms bare so that the long lace sleeveseshaw as vivid,
delicate tracery against her cinnamon-coloured fHme bodice
moulded the gentle curve of her breasts but leftsheulders bare,
exposing a tiny mole that could have been placecetBpecially to
accentuate the perfection of her smooth, unblerdistien. She
stepped over to the full-length mirror and involnily put her hands
to a waist that had been made to look increditdpdér by the clever
cut of the material. An inexplicable surge of egpient caught her as
she studied her reflection and wondered, half-tdigrfwhether Luis
might resurreciLe Piratthat evening or whether the Marques ha
subjugated him for all time. Angry with herself fdesiring such a
happening, she turned sharply from the mirror aatked on to the
balcony of her room where she stood shaking umgikdush that had
suffused her body subsided. She lingered, drinkirnthe wonderful
view, aware that as she was ready much too eadytla® others
would not yet be dressed, she had no need justoyetenture
downstairs.

In answer to a light tap on her door, she calleohi€ in!" and a
smiling maid entered. '‘Monsieur le

Marqgues requests that you join him in his stugpdemoiselleas

soon as possible,’ she informed her. Lynette stasuneut a
surprised, 'Thank you,' but it was quite a few resuafter the maid
had left the room before she could force her rahicteet in the
direction of his study.



He was standing, his back towards her twirling kheb of a wall
safe, when she knocked and then walked in in an®ates command
to enter. He did not turn, but spoke curtly to denoss his shoulder.

‘The Comtesse insists that you wear some of thdyfaeels this
evening, she thinks the islanders will expect ®s® glittering with
gems. On second thoughts, | suppose it is notabeld idea, because
if anything can be guaranteed to make a woman lagpy, it is
jewellery, and | have no doubt you will need sommeglio help you to
give an impression of radiant happiness.' He delvidthe safe and
brought out a heavy box which he set down on aaydable. Lynette
fumbled for words erf protest; she hated the idasimg the Estevez
family's jewellery as a screen to hide the trudestd affairs that
existed between Luis and herself, and nothing,dgwded, would
induce her to condone such mockery. But beforecehtd voice her
dissent, he turned to face her and his swiftlyamdr breath made her
conscious once more of her desire for his appr@fad trembled as
she withstood his raking inspection, and droppeadelges nervously
when she glimpsed the lambent fire that flickenechis eyes. He
seemed bereft of words and a silent interval stegterve-rackingly
between them before he stepped closer and gratedYow look
quite breathtakingly beautiful this evening." Hersed unwillingly
fascinated by the beauty spot that nestled onuhee®f her shoulder
and with his eyes upon it he asked, 'How is itd dot notice this
when we were on the island?' He touched it lighily his finger and
an electric current charged between them. Afraidhef pregnant
silence that held them, she forced a laugh andygledulightly.

'‘Probably the strap of my swimsuit covered it. Why, it so
important?'

He answered her flippancy with a low, 'No, but hdfiit quite

enchanting.' She looked up quickly and found higression grave.
Their eyes lingered. With a swift change of moao&l similed faintly
and spoke with a touch of whimsy. 'You look an athe cherub in



that dress and with those childish curls tumblingyoas your
forehead.' He impaled one with a brown finger aauaghed softly
when it sprang back into place as if possessingggnef its own.
‘Yes,' he continued, his voice hardly above a wdrispa rather
wicked-looking, seductive cherub, but yet one #tdk manages to
convey the innocence of a very small child.'

A wave of shyness made her reluctant to answerwgiseafraid to
move, afraid to break the mood that held him. Utgstingly, she
allowed him to lead her to the table where the |dvox spilled its
treasure over on to the mirror-like surface of thgle. He took her
hand in "his and slid on to her finger a wine-darky ring set in a
heavy antique setting, that might have 14-6 grdbedfinger of a
gueen in earlier days before the plundering Estevéad laid claim
to it. Next, he fastened around her neck a fine gblin which had
suspended from it a magnificent matching ruby taptagainst her
breast like a teardrop of blood. He stood backitiy¢ the effect and
seemed more than satisfied. The earrings he haddadlying with
were dropped back into the box as he said: 'Thanmugh. The
inferior beauty of the jewels serves as a foil i&pthy the power of
your undoubted charmmsademoiselle.’

She blushed at the charming compliment and, noayréaforgive
him anything, began to move towards the mirrouttgg for herself
the effect of the blood- red stones against thgirviwhiteness of her
dress. A pleased smile turned up her lips and stsealbout to speak
her appreciation when the door was pushed open, witlectively
screening her from sight, and Claudia, respleniheatdress of black
sequins, burst into the room and ran straight te.L%tricken, Lynette
watched her put her arms around his neck and haispouting red
mouth for his kiss. 'Thank you, darling Luis, fowanderful day. A
truly wonderful day!" she purred. While they exched a kiss that
seemed to last an age, Lynette realized dully ahbhbugh Claudia
had been missing all day, she had never once despihat she was
with Luis. The Comtesse was a most relaxed hostbssexpected



nothing more of her guests than that they shouldsanthemselves
each day as they wished, without feeling obligedotmow a rigid
timetable of meals, and so Claudia's absence hacven been
commented on.

Luis put Claudia firmly away from him and turnedckdo Lynette.
Claudia followed his glance and gave a small screampretended
dismay when she saw her standing as still as al,swialte statue
behind the door.

'‘Oh, | do hope you will forgive me for kissing ydiance, my dear,'
she begged sweetly. 'l keep forgetting he is yawperty now.
Indeed,' she mocked, 'l have spent the whole d#y kvin without
being reminded of it.’

Lynette whitened at the barb, but although Luis tightened he said
nothing, not even when her eyes silently questidned She turned
away hurriedly. She knew her look had registeregro@chful
accusation, but, coming so soon after his attestivmardly merited
the raised black eyebrows that plainly questiorexdright to be even
interested in his actions, much less censoriouslddik was enough
to puncture the small bubble of happiness thawweld up inside of
her; it plainly stated his irritation at the irksemrestrictions imposed
by their mock engagement. He was attracted to @Glaadd was
making it very obvious that he intended, in privéte continue to
conduct his relationship with her on the same lagebefore although
bound, for his family's sake, to be discreet whretheir company.

Lynette wondered dully if he had told Claudia evlenyg about the
circumstances of their engagement. She watchetidreging on to
his arm, pouting up at him with invitation writtglainly in her
limpid eyes, and felt certain she either knew, aat guessed, that all
was not what it seemed between Luis and herseé#. dhher lip,
humiliated at the idea of being the object of Clalsdamusement and
pity. Utterly defeated by the strain of the see-sgdwemotions Luis



subjected her to in their encounters, she movednds\the door with
growing conviction that she must avoid any furtb@ntact with him.

She was sick of being played with, dallied withn@xetely stripped

of dignity. She would play out her part that evenut after that, she
determined, she would seize the first opportunftgscaping from

the island that presented itself.

Colour rose high in her cheeks as she walked past tind realized
they were so engrossed as to be completely unastdrer. As she
stumbled blindly outside into the passageway shée tear-shaped
ruby that nestled so warmly against her breastdoaVe been wrung
in agony from the wound he had so callously indlictipon her heart.



CHAPTER EIGHT

LYNETTE was glad of the momentary respite in her room whi
enabled her to get a grip on her emotions befarnadahe rest of the
guests downstairs. When she finally did join thdrar face was
composed into a deceiving serenity not even Claudimimphant,
searching look could pierce. Vivienne, looking dlyskaptivating in

a dress of deep pink, greeted her with warmingefitgt

'‘Oh, how lovely you lookgherie!'
Jacques bowed to each of them in turn and compteden

'‘Which is the more beautiful, the white rose,'n@ined his head first
to Lynette and then to Vivienne, 'or the pink ros#&fth a laughing
shrug he appealed to Luis and Vince, 'Come, helponaecide, my
friends!'

Luis, at Claudia's side, was content merely to sraivay Jacques'
foolery, but Vince stepped forward to take Lynstteand and raised
it to his lips. "They are both adorable," he sthdn without moving
his eyes from -Lynette he repeated, 'utterly adetab

Luis' cold command broke the small hush that dedegn’lt is time
for us to go. We must not keep our hosts waitidg.ushered them all
outside to the waiting cars, but detained Lynetteenvshe would
have joined Vivienne and Jacques. 'You will stathwien me,' he
told her tersely, 'it will be expected that we tagive together.’
Decisively, he manoeuvred so that Claudia wertteénGomtesse's car
and Vince and Merle went in Jacques'. Then, as dneye off, he
motioned Lynette to sit next to him in his own &l@sonster which,
had he wished it, could practically have accommeditttem all. She
sensed his annoyance as they drove in silenceghrthe scented
dusk. His profile was granite-grim and when shenckd a look in his
direction she saw his lip curl in a disdainful liag if some aspect of



his brooding thoughts displeased him. His silerasgeld until they
reached the large clearing where the carnival wdsetheld. As the
cars appeared, a great cheer went up from thedastanders and as
if in answer to a signal, torches held by- the nvere lighted to form
a circle of fire around the clearing. Another tovehas thrust into the
heart of a great bonfire piled up in the centraha circle and in
seconds the dry twigs crackled actively as fireidigpconsumed
them. The Comtesse and the others were directashts set around a
platform piled high with food, where they waitedipatly until Luis
presented Lynette to each islander in turn as fikexy past to shake
hands with her. She loved the way the warmly cuwjgueat-hearted
islanders took her to their hearts. They voicedrthiaqualified
approval of Luis' choice with uninhibited words; ethmen
straightforwardly complimenting him on his eye fmauty and the
women giving delighted exclamations of pleasurthatsight of her
golden hair and slender, white-clad figure. Thanders loved colour
- the more brilliant the better - but they saw ignktte, in her
virgin-white ensemble, all the regal dignity an@dlcocomposure they
expected of a prospective Estevez bride, and wéerwendantly
satisfied.

Luis did not remain aloof for long in the happy asphere that
surrounded them, and his face relaxed into a sami® then into
pleased laughter as one outrageous remark aftethexnaovas
addressed to him and his shy, blushing fianceewBen he glanced
down at her with dancing eyes and took her harugrio give it a
squeeze of comfort, she withdrew from him carefulgr guard
immediately erected against the charm he turnedmeasily but
which, as she knew to her cost, could as easigrahidier. When each
islander, down to the smelliest infant, had beéroduced, Luis led
her to their seats at the head of the platformtaadeasting began in
earnest. They ate exotic dishes, cooked with inzgn and
attention to detail that made the meal a deliglis Lhelped her to
choose from lobster, turtle, red fish and the dlapeciality, stuffed
crab with rice, but thoughtfully he steered her wfi@m stewed



octopus and fricassee of raccoon to sample sortie dfighly spiced
Creole dishes. In the background, throughout thal niieere was a
pulsating throb of drums that gradually generatbdady excitement
which, together with the potent island rum - neat the men but
diluted with soda and fresh limes for the ladiesade mockery of
inhibitions and encompassed them all in a mood a&xed

enjoyment.

Vince, who sat on Lynette's left, seemed determioea@nnexe her
and he was delighted to find her responsive toaktsntions. She
spoke to Luis only when he addressed her, anceaséial progressed
her involved conversation with Vince excluded himmpletely,
leaving him no alternative but to devote all of hime to a
complacent Claudia. In the darkness, lit only bgk#ring torches,
his face seemed to regain some of its former grasraad when at
last everyone was replete, he intercepted a sifyjoal the head
Islander and directed Lynette,

'‘Come, we have to take the seat of honour whilaeslheders dance
for us.' Lynette's reluctance to move brought gpdaerow of anger
to his brow. He stepped forward and pointedly @feher his arm.
She took it unwillingly and was led to a vantagepwhere a wide
seat had been placed for them to sit during th@ladiswhich was to
follow. Seats had been arranged some distance fwdlye others,
and as Lynette took her place beside Luis on tisedadais she felt
completely isolated in his austere presence. Neatycaware of his
banked-down anger, she concentrated on the foietie and waited
for the dancing to begin.

It started with a fanfare of trumpets and clarirntbts faded into the
deep tropic night as one by one the dancers glidtxd position
around the leaping fire. In its illuminating glowet supple, graceful
Creole women looked irresistibly fascinating. Tloggled their men,
flashing great, dark eyes full of promise, and Ineiiy@ir dance with a
slow suggestive movement of the hips timed to adaexactly with



each rhythmic beat of the chachas. With effortlesson, their virile
partners swung into a complicated pattern of moveérgéstening,
razor-sharp machetes whose blades caught and helde&ping
flames of the all-consuming fire. As the rhythm &®e faster, the
blades cut through the air with accelerating s\veggiand the girls’
movements became progressively more voluptuousas ihborn
seductiveness bloomed in the torrid atmosphere. résalt was
sensational - so sensational that Lynette founsiifeclutching Luis'
sleeve in a spasm of awe that carried her far leytoeneed to keep
him at a distance, and which made her unawarescdrinn encircling
her waist and pulling her closer to his side. ket thrown on to the
fire until flames leapt like searing beacons irtte tlark night sky.
The young islanders shrieked and screamed witla®csts music
and flame combined and reached a frenzied crescé&ingy danced
as if possessed, their wild, grotesque shadowstiggran the
flickering flames with hypnotic effect. When thasached a surfeit of
emotion, their energy consumed, the flames weosvalll to subside
until the only light came from steadily burning ¢bes. Tired and
content, the couples stretched out languidly atakeel in the semi-
darkness that shielded them.

A woman stepped gracefully into the circle carryiagstringed

instrument which, when she began to play, projeetedessage of
such heartbreaking pathos it brought a misty-eyepponse from
Lynette. She began to sing -a sweet sentimentgl, sord softly Luis

whispered its message against her ear. He tolduatihgly simple

story of a Creole beauty's hopeless love forbeudou,her naval

officer lover whom orders compelled to sail witle ttde and which
became so much equated in Lynette's mind with lem deep

melancholy that she felt the story could have besrown.

She was still full of emotion when the singer segbmut of the
clearing and the musicians began to play music avithodern beat.



The transition was so sudden that her large wohlienl-eyes met
Luis' without comprehension when he stood up and bdet a hand
towards her. 'They are waiting for us to begin ,tldance,’ he
informed her gravely, and indicated the rows oflisimiexpectant
faces watching them. She moved tentatively towdnas and
enthusiastic clapping broke out when he sweptmiterthe circle of
his arms and they began to dance. She steeledfhet® react to
the strong, virile closeness of him, nor to thedemway in which his
eyes caressed her as they danced the length détreng. His tender
glances were for the benefit of the islanders, wiust never guess
that the girl he held in his arms and who woreinig upon her finger
was not the one who held his heart. Keeping thisimd, it was easier
to prevent her lips from responding to his wheng¢doclude their
dance, he pulled her closer and pressed a ling&isgyupon her
mouth. The islanders went wild with delight and deghouting for
more, but when he would have mischievously obligdte tensed
against him and choked out a furious, adamant, 'No!

His arms loosened their grip with instant withdravaand his
spontaneous merriment faded to a tight smile agmitted her into the
shadows and out of sight of the happy crowd. Mislgrashe waited
for his words of displeasure to fall upon her doastidhead, but it was
Vince's voice that broke into the pregnant silence.

'l say, old man, I've come to claim Lynette for tiext dance. You
mustn't be allowed to keep her to yourself all higbu know!

Lynette gave an audible gasp of relief. She rdmsgdhead just in time
to surprise a look of fierce anger, quickly suppegs darken Luis'
face. He did not answer - did not even look, indés direction - but
turned sharply on his heel and made his way baClaodia. Gladly,
she allowed Vince to guide her back into what wasvnan
energetically chachaing throng and for the resthef evening she
danced almost exclusively with him.



She felt the Comtesse's puzzled eyes upon hertim@meonce as the
evening progressed, but she kept determinedly &n@ay Luis'
upsetting presence; an action she felt went unetiy the islanders
as they all seemed by that time too happily engas$s their own
partners to care. Perhaps that was the reason feliisable to
concentrate upon Claudia; he was paying her verkedaattention
even under the critical eyes of his grandmother ¥indenne.
Whenever Lynette's glance happened to clash wahhis eyes slid
over her with a cool indifference that caused hearigg pain. A
sudden ache to escape his proximity forced heisko\ance with
false brightness: 'Let's walk down to the beadtaue the beginning
of a headache and feel the need of sea breezes.’

Vince agreed with alacrity and they slipped quiadlyay in the
direction of the sea which had been just audiblenduthe short
intervals when the musicians were silent.

It was blessedly cool and deep-green silent amotigst thick
vegetation and they sauntered along slowly savguha peace after
the fevered activity of the carnival. Vince took hand in his and she
did not resist. Greatly encouraged, he set himgetfto be the
charming companion he was capable of being whdadcapon. He
did not rush into compliments and fulsome flattehgt would have
made her wary. Instead, he revealed a side todtisershe had not
known existed - one of silent sympathy and soothumglemanding
comradeship. When they reached the shore, theyeddth almost
an hour along the edge of the ocean, speaking molvagain but
mostly silent as the beauty of the moon-radiantancelefied
description and demanded as its due their silapt,admiration.

Vince shook his moon-struck companion slightly talthher
wandering progress. Tilting her chin with his fingbée told her
lazily, 'l don't want to spoil your enjoyment, bwé have quite a long
way to walk back and | think we had better beginetoace our steps
otherwise the Marques will be sending out a sepacty.' She made a



small moue of disappointment, but acknowledgedstese of his
words by doing as he asked. She looked in thetdretrom which
they had come and saw the seemingly endless tha@akfootprints
had made in the firm sand. They stretched as fdreasye could see;
every detail of the shore, every palm trunk, eyeece of driftwood
was clearly outlined in the distinct clarity of theonlight.

‘How | wish | could walk along like this for eveshe breathed sadly.

Cautiously, he put out a feeler. 'But you will hapéenty of
opportunities of doing so when you are the Marquesdal here was a
slight, questioning inflection in his voice that mbed an answer and
she was too much off guard to be wary.

‘That day will never come! | must leave here asnsas possible
without Luis knowing. Can you help me, Vince?' Hd dot ask
guestions; the knowledge that he still had a chamite her was
enough. With a great show of sincerity, he told her

'I'd do anything for you, Lynette, don't you kndvat?'

‘Then help me, Vincehelp mé& The desperation in her voice told its
own tale and he had to subdue the surge of triutnatfilled him
when he realized that, far from being in love witle arrogant
Marques, she was afraid of him. He put an arm atdwar shoulders
and gave her a comforting hug.

'Rely on me, my pet, I'll find some way of gettiygu off this island
and the proud Marques de Paradis won't know a thioogit it until
we're miles away!" She clutched at him despairiragig lifted her
face to his to plead anxiously,

'Promise, Vince? Promise you won't let me down!

Under the brilliant light of the moon their figuregre clearly visible.
Lynette was unaware of the immobile figure that geelrin to the



shadows of the bush behind him, but when Vince denin to seal
his promise with a light kiss upon her foreheaduaaccountable
shiver of apprehension chilled her and she lookedral fearfully as
she withdrew from his embrace. 'Let's go, Vincer'teeth chattered
with cold, 'it's getting chilly.’

Immediately he whipped off his jacket and slippédcross her
shoulders. She snuggled into it gratefully and kgned her steps to
try to instil some warmth through her suddenly toéng body.
When they reached the path that led to the cleasig jerked to a
halt when from out of the darkness of the bushssivea tall shadow
detach itself to block their way. With shocked dismshe recognized
Luis and although, she could not see his face ttiee coldness of his
voice indicated the unmistakable tenor of his moAddressing
Vince, but without moving his eyes from Lynette,dtabbed out,

‘Your companions are waiting for you to join themonsieur.|
advise you to hurry as they are already a littlpatrent and anxious
to be on their way.'

Vince hesitated and looked uncertainly at Lynattden he seemed
ready to argue, Luis' voice lashed out, 'You widgse do as | say,
monsieur!'All the authority of decades of commanding arisite

lay behind the order, so that even Vince was stiithto obeying.

But before he had taken more than a couple of staps stopped

him. With a disdainful movement he twitched thetdoam around

‘Lynette's shoulders and handed it to him.

‘Take this,’ he jarred. 'Mademoiselle will not beeding it!"
Helplessly, Vince took the coat and disappeared ihie bush,
leaving Lynette at the mercy of the man whose angerso great it
allowed him to speak only in vicious, clipped sectes.

For a long frightening moment silence reigned. ltignéelt her nerve
beginning to slip and a scream rose hystericallganthroat as she



returned his hard stare with the defiance of adirabbit. Wordlessly,
he replaced Vince's coat with his own, keepinghhisds firmly upon
the lapels after he had covered her shoulders ab ghe was
imprisoned within its folds. Inexorably, he pulléér towards him
and she stumbled with fright at the leashed viddesite felt in his
hold. In opposition to what she had expected, lusetwas
dangerously quiet when he accused,

'How dare you make a fool of me in front of my famand my
people? Do you realize the extent of the humilratywu have
inflicted upon me? To dally in light-hearted flitian on the very
night | offer you to my islanders as their new Magga! What do you
imagine my people will think of me - a weak foolgallible, easily
hoodwinked man, putty in the hands of his womdh You have
undermined the respect they have for me, and whaware,' he
glittered down, incensed, into her terrified fageu have flouted my
authority!"

She tried to interrupt, to tell him how innocengstas of his charge,
but he shook her sharply and effectively silenceddy asking with
narrowed eyes, 'Have you any idea how a Creole waand deal
with an errant fiancee? How they will expeseto deal withyou?'
Dumb with terror, she shook her head. He tightenisdgrip and
pulled her forward until her white face was onlghes from his own.
‘They will expect me to do as they would, and tisatto beat you
publicly until you crawl to me for forgiveness! Aafsh punishment,
you think? Perhaps . . . But on this island no ertranscends that of
infidelity. The men worship their women, heap thesth favours,
but they demand, and get, absolute faithfulnesat iBhwhy,' she felt
his heart beating furiously in pace with his angemust think of a
suitable punishment for you, not only to save féce to demonstrate
to them my dominance over my wayward woman. Otrewiwill
lose the respect of all of them, and that,' he dnewself, up with
arrogant dignity, 'is something which has neverpesmed to any of
my family and which | don't intend shall happenmrte!’



'‘But I didn't ... | haven't ...I' Appalled, she falishe could not go on.
Her body was trembling with shock and her eyestsgurtumiliating
tears that rolled down her ashen cheeks to faleedad on to his
tightly clenched hands. She was incapable of dgaWith the
barbaric, primitive storm her unthinking action hadused, and in
her terror she was certain he was more than capdldarrying out
the atrocious retribution he had outlined. She Wwadted to arouse
the slumbering pirate that hid always under his thheneer of
civilization, but never in her wildest thoughts hstte imagined his
wild blood could create such havoc, could infliatls tempestuous
torment.

She gave a low moan and covered her face withdreddhto shut out
the sight of his savage wildness. She felt hetdtdfl from her feet
and swung up into his arms, but she dared not giroter even
guestion his action. She lay prone in his armsdligadaring to

breathe, while he carried her' effortlessly onwerdyrim silence.

After a while she was lowered, and dropped her s&mn her eyes
and saw with dazed relief she had been placedeircdn. The drive
back to the house was accompanied by the samecwsavage
energy he had displayed on the beach, but heofdam was greater
than her fear of any accident that might befalhiheecause of his
fanatical urge for speed.

When he drew up in front of the house she stumibted the car and
her heart sank farther when she realized that ewerynad gone to
bed and she was still alone with him. Too tiredltoanything but
wait his pleasure, she drooped against the doorefilike a broken,
slender-stemmed flower until he reached her sideatWiow, she
wondered listlessly, what other fiendish, torturingrds would he
find with which to flail her? She waited and watdlsispassionately
as a pulse throbbed, quick as a heartbeat, atdbethis forehead.
His angry, flashing eyes assessed her broken beagtycontempt
flickered and then waned when she blinked nervaugsigt him. With



a savage curse, he wheeled away from her and tortithufrustrated
rage,

‘Mon Diey get out of my sight! Go to bed, and be consolgdhie
thought that | intend to see to it that your friszMdnsieur Chambers
leaves this island tomorrow !

Too utterly defeated to reply, she dragged hetselards the stairs
and slowly up to her room.



CHAPTER NINE

LYNETTE remained in her room until after lunchtime thedwaing
day. Vivienne paid her a visit during the morninglavhen she saw
the dark, bruised circles underlining her unhapmsend the peaked
whiteness of her face, she was all concern. Sheredwver her and
fussed sympatheticallyfauvre petitewhatever is wrong! Are you
not well?'

Lynette grasped at this straw. 'l have a headadienne, do you
mind if | don't get up just yet?'

'‘But of course notcherid' Vivienne assured her as she tucked tt
bedcover neatly around her. 'You go back to sleepdon't worry
about a thing. | will explain to Luis and give orgi¢hat you are not to
be disturbed. Jacques and | are taking Grand'meraer friend for a
drive, but I will come up and see you when we metMyould you like
some breakfast, some coffee and toast, perhaps?’

Lynette was surprised at the weakness of her oucewshen she
replied: 'No, thank you, | just want to rest."'

‘Very well, cherie,then | will leave you in peace.' Before she lag s
hesitated, then asked: 'Shall | send Luis in to?yoBhe was
astonished by the shocked dismay that swept Lysagiteched face
and her eyes narrowed thoughtfully when Lynettenstared,

'‘No, no! Please, | don't want to see anyone!'

Vivienne's expressive face was still thoughtful wiske left the room
to go in search of Jacques. He was downstairsngaitir her to join
him, and he recognized immediately that somethiag woubling
her. He put his arm around her shoulders and asked,

'What is it,mon coeur?'



'l don't quite know, Jacques. Something has gomy weong
between Lynette and Luis, of that | feel certaicould not bear it if. .

Jacques did not allow her to finish. 'Oh, it widl B mere lovers' tiff!'

he scoffed. 'All people in love have them now agdia. Haven't we .
e

But she would not be comforted. 'It is more thaat.tiSomething
really serious must have happened to distress tgysetbadly. She
says she has a headache, but, Jacques, | thihkedwtiis broken!" He
hugged her tenderly.

'If that is so, my love, then we can do nothing liape that Luis will

mend it again. We must not interfere. Come, | ingisu stop

worrying about things you cannot alter." Determipete changed
the subject and would not allow her to return tamd after a while he
was rewarded by seeing the twinkle return to hmuliled eyes and
the smile he was so accustomed to seeing lightmdgdte. For the
rest of the day he exerted himself to keep her mwipied, away
from the thoughts that disturbed her.

Later, when the house was wrapped in silence, tgneéstirred
herself to bath and dress and then wandered ajpathetiownstairs
and into the garden. She was leaning against atrwe&, gazing
sightlessly out to sea, when Vince's voice staitied

‘Lynette! I've been waiting around for hours to yee. We must
talk!'

He too was shocked by her appearance, and angestlgais gave a
hard edge to his voice when he demanded: '"Whathaswine done
to you?' He placed his hands on her shouldersvaadgsher round to
face him. 'What happened last night, Lynette? Ihvag harmed you |
swear I'll, . .V"



'Please, Vince,' she pleaded. 'l don't want todalbut it, just get me
away from here, quickly!

She bit her lip to still its uncontrollable tremidi and Vince cursed
vehemently beneath his breath.

'l saw him this morning,' he said hardly, 'or rathhevas ordered into
his presence and told to pack my things and beyraadeave this
evening. He has arranged for one of the islandés san navigate
the launch to take me back to Papeete, but he lsarspared until
after dinner, so the Marques is prepared to pwitipme until then.
Just so long as,' his lip curled, 'l keep out sf\ay, and yours, until
then.'

Lynette glanced fearfully over her shoulder atwtsds and he gave
a short humourless laugh. 'Don't worry,' he scowlemade sure he
was out of the way before | approached you. He el half an
hour ago with the gorgeous Claudia by his side."'

With sudden eagerness, he went on, 'Come with mght Lynette!

This is the chance you've been waiting for. Doaothbr to pack all
your things, just the bare necessities. We can dyoys suitcase
somewhere near the jetty, then just before it'e tiar me to leave,
you can slip into the launch and hide until weineer way. What do
you say, will you do it?'

It sounded so beautifully simple she could harddidve it would

work. But she was more than willing to try anythitmgit would get
her away from the man whose passions were so easilised and
who could bend her without effort to his inflexial.

Vince urged, 'Well, Lynette, will you come?’

She nodded quickly. 'Yes, I'll go right now and paty things,' she
agreed with a panic-filled heart.



'‘Good qirl!" Vince smiled his satisfaction. 'l'logand look for a
suitable hiding place and when you've packed yaicase bring it
down to me and I'll plant it until this evening.’

She left him and hurried up to her room to throvhandful of

underwear, a nightdress, toilet things, and a waoat into her
smallest suitcase, then she crept with it dowrsthgs and hid out of
sight in the bushes until Vince returned.

He was not long until he was back. 'I've founddeal spot, Lynette.
All you need do now is plead a headache duringetiand ask to be
excused to go to your room. Then slip out the haaik and keep out
of sight as much as possible until you reach tbadh. Once you've
boarded it you'll find plenty of spots in whichhale. I'll pick up your

suitcase and put it on board with my luggage ant bhesaway before
anyone realizes it. | don't for one moment sup@s®ne will be

seeing me off. Merle has no intention of joining,n@d the

Marques,' he sneered, ‘certainly won't be intetieste

Lynette's heart thumped like a mad thing while irautlined his
plan to outwit the Marques. Only she knew the &xtent of Luis'
wrath when roused and she dared not contemplateas$sbility of
failure or the dire consequences such failure wdwidg. But she
could not bear the idea of facing Luis alone oncaenof being
scourged by his cruel tongue or lacerated by hisudag looks. Still
less could she bear to have to endure the moclctaffie and
bitter-sweetness of his touch when he was portgayrnis family the
outward signs of his devotion. No! She was prepdoethke any
chance rather than have to live through that.

When Vivienne returned she immediately sought eutfilend. "You
are feeling betteicherie?' she asked hopefully.



'Yes, much better, thank you, Vivienne." Her answgven in
staccato jerks, did not convince Vivienne. She émblclosely at
Lynette's averted face and compassion filled her.

‘You are very brave, Lynette, but | can see yownatevell, even yet.
Let me get Luis to look at you, he is very goodliagnosing illness
and I'm sure he will know of something that woumyou!

'Please don't do that, Vivienne!" her voice walbaoand tense when
she pleaded Vivienne had no option but to accettetoequest. She
was still staring worriedly at her friend when adowhirring noise
caused them both to look upwards at the vivid sky.

'‘Why, it's a helicopter!" Vivienne registered suspr 'Who on earth
can it be?' They watched as it hovered just a éawffom the ground,
obviously preparing to land on the smooth greemlawhen it did
finally land and while they waited for the greatidihg blades to
stop revolving, Luis' car turned into the drive atopped at the front
entrance just as a man stepped down from the Ipgdicand began
walking across towards them. Lynette felt hersel§ib to tremble
and then, when she was sure, she began to rundswiae short,
stocky figure that was strutting across the lawmeyiheard her call
out: 'Daddy!" Daddy?and were near enough to see the slight
embarrassed, surprised look on Edgar Southerr@sxfaen she flung
herself into his arms.

Luis walked quickly to meet him and the two menroaty assessed
each other over the top of Lynette's head. Formallys welcomed
him. He held out his hand and told him, 'l am péehgou could
come, Monsieur Southern. | am Luis Estevez, yougteer's fiance.
Welcome to Paradis.’

Edgar eyed him warily, not completely at ease wiaerd with Luis'
look of elegant breeding. 'How d'you do,' he angdeabruptly, then
his natural belligerence asserting itself, he ad&adly, 'What have



you been doing to my little girl here?' he liftepl lver chin to display
her haunted face. 'I've never seen her look soeutdkcame here
expecting to find her blooming with happiness, &l¢ looks more
ready to attend a wake!'

Lynette jerked away from him and mumbled an agahipéea:
'‘Please, Daddy, don't. . .!

Smoothly, Luis took command. He escorted Edgartimdiouse and
introduced him to the family and guests before shgvinim to his
room to wash and change before dinner. Edgar'svolue@ seemed to
flood the house as he told everyone how he had hisedoney and
influence to good effect so as to enable him tagParadis in double
quick time as soon as he received Luis' wire tgllmm of his
engagement to his daughter. Lynette shrank fromldud vulgar
boasting and from the pitying, amused looks Clawdia exchanging
with Merle. She had been overwhelmed with homess&nand
longing at her first sight of him. Time had dulldd memory of his
tactless remarks and of the bulldozing methods ¢ed o have
attention focused upon him, but his presence wasner enough
and she shrivelled inwardly with embarrassmenti@stndent tones
echoed through the large rooms with the finesse lwéllowing bull.
She blanked her mind against wondering what Luisthe Comtesse
would think of his awful vulgarity and clung grimtg the fact that
whatever anyone thought, she - knowing his showtiag a covering
for a giant-size inferiority complex — still lovelsim dearly, and
always would.

All during dinner, Edgar dominated the conversatioms and the
Comtesse were charming to him. Vivienne - who knewand
resented the hurt he had inflicted upon Lynettas vather cool. Mrs.
Reddish and Jacques were indifferently polite. ¥inevas
ingratiating. But Merle and Claudia made no seapéttheir
contemptuous amusement and Lynette's face burnedshas
intercepted their meaning looks and raised eyehréwsthe clock



moved forward to the time of Vince's departure, éosy, she found
herself in a state of anxious indecision. Her fegharrival had upset
her plan to abscond with Vince. How, she askedétfersould she

possibly run away and leave him when he had treddilndreds of
miles to be with her? Deep in thought, she pondaneibusly on her
dilemma, and it was some seconds before the impfaathat her

father was saying registered.

As if from a distance, she heard him say to LiMss, you can thank
me and Merle for licking Lynette into shape! A yago you wouldn't
have considered her as a future Marquesa becaeiseasin't capable
of acting the part of hostess even in her own hbkbe!paused just
long enough to sample more of his excellent, wigi@ite blundering
on. 'D'you know," he confided to Luis, 'she waslspand unworldly
she used to run out of the house with her dogsaaamaler for hours
over the hills rather than entertain the men | ghadhome to dinner.
Terrified of strange men, she was! Absolutely lagkin guile and
completely unsophisticated. Then | persuaded Mertake over .. .'

'Indeed . . .?" Luis, his eyes inscrutable, urged to continue.
Lynette was so mortified when Edgar, revelling inid intense
interest, carried on triumphantly, 'l talked Mené& acting as a sort
of companion-tutor; the idea being that she shmitdduce Lynette
into her circle of jet set friends so as to edubatan their ways while
they travelled together around the world. Mind y&dgar frowned
across at his daughter with doubt clearly mirraredis eyes, 'l can't
say | see a lot of improvement in her,' his eyasczed her wan
appearance, 'but | suppose | can't complain wheinak managed to
interest a man like you!'

Luis inclined his head coldly and Lynette flincheslif she had been
struck. She avoided looking at Luis, but felt tihahe had it would be
to see the same expression on his face as wascteefleon
Claudia's—derisive contempt.



Needing no excuse now for pleading a headachew#hder mind
firmly made up to escape with Vince, she mumbledinerently and
fled crimson- faced from the table.

When she reached her room, she flung herself dowthe bed and
allowed the tears that had threatened all day syvavelm her. Her
heartbroken sobbing muffled the sound of the kraddker door, and
it was not until she heard the Comtesse's voidagdier name that
she held her breath on a choked sob and triednéiglito be calm.

She waited, her body tense, and willed the Comtiesge away, but
her name was repeated with gentle persistencesinativas forced to
answer.

‘Just a moment,' she quavered, as she tried h&stityop, up the
still-welling tears. After a momentary pause whslee drew a deep
breath, she hesitatingly turned the key and op#redoor. When the
Comtesse saw her ravaged face, she stepped qinsideg.

‘Lynette, my poor child!" she cried out. She opemexdarms wide and
folded her into a warm embrace.

Lynette's misty eyes filled again with tears antia@lgh she battled
hard, she was not able to prevent them from casgadiown her
already wet cheeks. The Comtesse uttered soothondswvhile she
gently led her towards the bed where she sat dawtimher arms still
encircling Lynette's slender sob-racked body, amcberaged her:
‘There, there, my dear, let the tears come and yoenwill feel
better." She continued to nurse her gently untilst@m of weeping
was over and when she quietened a little, she asbig, 'Do you
want to tell me about it?'

Lynette yearned to confide in the sympathetic aftly| but she knew
she could not unburden her own grief on to the klews of the frail
Comtesse. So that she might fully understand, shéddahave to tell
her of her, kidnapping by Luis and of the nightythead spent



together on the island, and she had given Luiswwd that she

would never reveal the incident. She could not beehurt the woman

she had learned to love by blackening the charatteer grandson.

So she shook her head and mutely begged the Camtess
understand.

The Comtesse did understand. She smoothed Lynetteded curls
and said shrewdly: 'lt is Luis who has caused yagiain, is it not,
my dear?'

Lynette shook her head once more, incapable ofcbpdmut the
tell-tale tears of hurt flooded her eyes and ansdéor her. "You are
very loyal, Lynette, but | think | am right in plag the blame on my
grandson's shoulders." She continued gently, ‘tfhtnhelp you to
forgive him a little if | explain to you the devihat drives him.'
Lynette was suddenly still, listening.

'He was angry with you,' the Comtesse stated, dicask, 'because
you went off with your friend Monsieur Chamberstlaght.’

'‘But | only wanted to walk . . .'
The Comtesse held up her hand.

'‘Don't bother to explain, child, | understand petfie that your
motives were quite innocent. | want to try to explahy Luis was so
angry . .. You see, his father and mother wer@wehto each other,
so much so that, quite unintentionally, they somes seemed to
exclude him from their warm unity. He was too youaginderstand
the demands his father made on his mother - myldaugdie wanted
all of her attention, every hour of the day, anth@gh he would
never have admitted it even to himself, he jealodseimanded that he
came first with his wife - even before their sory daughter tried her
best to divide her love so that they were both Bveonsidered, but
Luis's father was a passionate man - a man veryhnmve - and



inevitably the boy was pushed aside. Consequenilyen my
daughter died Luis' father was inconsolable. | gidu as | think the
boy did - that the tragedy would bring them clossgether, but
although Luis was his father's shadow for monthsrafrds, he
could never fill the gap his mother had left.'

The Comtesse sighed heavily and her shoulders ddoap if she
carried a tiring burden. Anxious not to dwell tamd) on such a
painful subject, she hurried on, 'Vivienne will leaiold you what
happened after that. My son-in-law married agaiis. $¢cond wife
gave birth to Vivienne and a few years later theyeaboth drowned.
| came here to look after Vivienne and Luis, andlevhdid my best
to treat them both with equal favour, my heart teshightly towards
my grandson - not because he is my own flesh avatlbbut because
| have always sensed his need, his longing, tarstewith the one he
loves.' She smiled wryly. 'Perhaps if he could gegee this longing
himself he would realize how his father felt - haWw Estevez men
have felt right down the ages. They were all proddredevil,
handsome men, loving and generous, but all, witrexdeption,
demanded from their wives complete and utter sdieeh

A silence fell, the Comtesse said nothing morel wytnette stirred

restlessly, then she asked her pleadingly, 'Nowalo understand,
Lynette? Luis was jealous of Monsieur Chambers himigreat love
for you must be his excuse. Can you excuse - wili forgive him

now - knowing the need that drives him?"

Lynette remained silent, seeking words to assuee Gomtesse
without having to tell her how very much mistaké&e svas. How the
shrewd, wise old lady could be so deceived intoking her

grandson was as much in love with herself as starttenated was
beyond her comprehension. But then Luis was sotaddpding his

feelings, so clever at blinding people into belmyviwhat he wanted
them to believe. She cleared her throat and whespleuskily,



'l do understand, Comtesse, and | will try verydhiar forgive. But
please don't ask me to see him now. Perhaps tomorro She hated
herself for her deceit, but her heart was so sadéhar spirit so weary
she had no other choice.

Gratified, the Comtesse smiled and stood up to kekdleave. Her
regal head was a trifle bowed, but her eyes spairkith relief when
she patted Lynett®head and told her simply,

'‘Of course not, my child, you must rest now. Toraareverything
will be so much less painful and feelings will f&t running so high.
But may | say just one more thing before | go?'

'Yes?' faltered Lynette.

The Comtesse's face held a glint of mischief whHenontinued: 'l
am pleased your father's efforts to change youureatvere not
successful' When a blush fired Lynette's cheeks, said quickly,
'‘Don't be ashamed of himpetite.He is a genuine and straightforware
man and | like him very much. He is also much toebeied,' at
Lynette's surprised, inquiring look she nodded stnéssed, 'He has
you, my dear. The sweetest, most delightful gimhve ever met, and
exactly the girl | would have chosen myself to be hext Marquesa
de Paradis!

She left the room with a light step, leaving Lyeegrappling with a
wave of dismayed shame.



CHAPTER TEN

THE house was as silent as a tomb when Lynette cileptlg from
her room an hour later. She tiptoed carefully dothe wide,
fan-shaped staircase - thickly carpeted but im#&ow antiquity still
inclined to creak - then melted into the sombredsiaged hall until
she reached a door at the rear that led out ietgithunds. The moon
was full. Bushes and trees threw grotesque sillbesiein to the
smooth swathe of lawn and on to the path she toatded to the jetty
where the launch was tied up ready to effect hea@sfrom the man
she could no longer bear to love. A slight breedfted the bushes; a
shadow moved, causing her to jerk to a standsiill fear parching
her mouth and her heart thudding like hammer bl@&he froze, and
waited with half-resigned fear for Luis' curt, glgd voice to demand
an explanation, only to collapse like a rag dolewhhe breeze once
more caught the bushes and she realized her taugsnand tense
Imagination had played her false.

Reaction caused her to reject all thought of caytmd she sped the
rest of the distance to the jetty on fear-wingeet,falowing down
only when she sighted the launch riding the gemstieell of
moon-silvered ocean. She nervously glanced arottitkadeserted
beach, the solitary jetty; the shadow-filled blaegs of the thick
foliage whose denseness could be hiding watchfes ethen, when
she was certain she was unobserved, she ran ligluthg the jetty
and jumped aboard the launch, landing with an iogp#tat knocked
all the breath from her body.

For a second she lay there gathering her witsdonkxt move, then
she got to her feet and moved cautiously arounthéndarkness
seeking a place to hide until Vince was aboard taedaunch was
well away from the island. She found a cupboarddingl an

assortment of tackle which, when removed, leftjherenough room
to stand upright. She hurriedly concealed the lengtf rope and
other pieces of equipment from the cupboard undem in the tiny



cabin, then stepped inside and resigned herseifaibng until the
sound of the engines should tell her they weréheir tvay.

She was stiff with cramp and drooping with wearmegen the
sound of voices some distance away from the lalonahight her to
erect attention. She strained her ears to try tchade words being
spoken, but they were inaudible. She recognizedé/&wvoice; it was
as high with anger as the man's who answered wasHer heart
plummeted. Something must have gone wrong withr {plan, why

else would Vince sound so incensed? Footsteps eolthe deck and
even as she prepared to go aloft to face whatenghtiipe in store the
engines throbbed and she felt a slow movementeaktimch pulled
away from the jetty and headed out to sea.

She leant against the wall limp with relief, anghed away the beads
of perspiration that dewed her brow.

Whatever had gone wrong, Vince must have rightdteraise they

would not now be heading for Papeete. She was Negkr again

would Luis Estevez be able to sway her emotionk Wws$ piratical

magnetism, his ruthless, compelling charm. No lonwgasuld she be
subjected to the pitiless lash of his cruel tongudo the searing
contempt of his caustic looks whenever she happémetisplease
him. She tried to enthuse, to lift her flagging rgpi with these

thoughts, but her mouth broke into a spasm of headén trembling

and she tasted the salt bitterness of tears tbhatlnanchecked down
her ashen cheeks.

For an interminable time the launch sped onwarlds.€ased her stiff
body out of the cupboard and stealthily paced mhalscabin to bring
back the circulation to her unyielding limbs. Shaswecareful not to
make a noise, recognizing the need for cautiontlestman whom
Luis had directed was to take Vince to Papeeteldiarcide to turn
around and head back to the island if he discovlerdpresence



aboard. She was content to wait until Vince feltats safe for him to
come below and seek her out.

There was no sound from above; no one spoke or and@ely the
steady thrum of the powerful engine filled the taapin as the launch
rocked and swayed in the lap of the ocean. Thedesud the noise
stopped. The engine's roar died to nothingnesaniga deep void of
intimidating silence. For about five minutes shergad in the dark,
fighting a premonition of doom that had sprung @iuhowhere. The
uncanny stillness enmeshed her in a web of in-

tangible force she could not fight; it rendered herapable of
movement or speech and left her feeling panicksricand alone,
just waiting . . .

She was taut as a bowstring when the silence walsebrby the
sound of footsteps descending the steps into the.cA switch
clicked and when light flooded the cabin her apprsiion was so
great it was almost a relief to acknowledge thatvin@st fears were
realized when she looked up to see Luis standioging grimly
down at her. He folded his arms against his haestcAnd narrowed
his storm-filled eyes to cloak the fury they refkmst

'‘Well?' he demanded. 'Am | allowed an explanatamdo | let the
facts speak for themselves?'

His question did not penetrate her empty, sulleainbrWhen she
continued to stare mutely up at him, he hissedasitly, 'So! | am to
believe then that Monsieur Chambers' attractionyfar is so great
you could not wait for a short time to pass untlybroke off our
engagement but had to run away with him immediatefring
nothing for the fact that you distressed grnd'mereand Vivienne
greatly, and even less that you have made me tighilag stock of
the island!Mon Dieu,have you no shame? Did you really think it wa
possible for you to leave the island without my \iexige? Your



friend Monsieur Chambers has found out to his ¢bat every
movement is reported to mespecially,'he stressed grimly, ‘when
my future wife is absconding with her lover!

She tried to believe she was in a horrible dream,even so, she
knew that if she were to wake up the dream wolldbst true. She
tried to speak, but the effort was abortive. Sledtup to face him
and the slight movement brought sweat beads toblmw even

though her body felt ice-chilled. He loomed over tieeateningly,

his waiting silence demanding an answer, but adl sbuld quaver
was: 'It wasn't like that at all...’

‘Then what was it like, Lynette?' He was hanginggomly to his
control. When she refused to answer, he went oh wfinical
detachment to probe the secretly embedded thdrardbve for him.
'‘Was it my anger last night that frightened you@ fpou really think
me capable of carrying out on you the punishmenidlanders dole
out to their wayward spouses?' Ridicule rippledarrttie surface of
his words, firing her to retort resentfully,

‘Well, aren't you?'
His face darkened. 'What do you think | am, Lynedteavage . . .?'

'Yes,'she choked, turning swiftly away so that he caudt see her
tears, 'the worst kind - a civilized one!'

In a stride he reached her side. He raked hervateincredulous
disbelief when he questioned,

"You think that of me?"

Tried beyond measure, she blazed at him, 'Why Bo&? since we
met you've treated me like a bundle of swag casblesiched
because for some unaccountable reason | took yanocy¥f You
expected me to dutifully do as other Estevez wohwre doubtless



done in the past - prostrate myself willingly befgou, submit to you
as if I had no will of my own. In other words, terdonstrate the form
of obedience you expect of any woman upon whom vy
condescendingly choose to bestow the doubtful hoobloeing your
playmate! When | refused to submit to such degradayou
precipitated me into a web of deceit which | foathorrent. That is
the reason | tried to escape from you. | can'tdséary more deception
and still less can | stand any more of you!'

She waited for his wrath to fall upon her head,Hmitonfounded her
by carefully dissecting her last remark. Thouglyfule questioned,

'It troubled you to deceive my family? Such behaviaworried you?
And yet," he treaded delicately, 'you advocatengwour life in the
way you see fit whoever might get hurt in the pssceYou are
inclined towards the destruction of outmoded matahdards and
despise conformity. Why then did you not spealkee things to my
grand'mere?She would have been very hurt, but would that ha
mattered ... to you?"'

'l would never .. ." her contradictory remark fadedher lips.

'‘No,' he mocked'You would never . . because you are a shan
Lynette,’ he charged, 'a sham all through! You otiwew that
accusation at me, but you no more believe in peiresess than
does mygrand'- mereYou were not so much indignant about bein
imprisoned on the island with me as shocked. Yatgmded,' he
stressed hardly, 'that you disliked me becausewsa afraid of what

| might do while we were alone there, is that raft's

'Yes, all right!'she blazed, and stamped her foot. 'I'm not asham
You, Merle, Vince and the rest can laugh and cellohd-fashioned if
you want to. Now,' her voice shook with unshed ¢eago ahead,
laugh at me!’



But he was not amused. He frowned down at her sgdkands and
caught them in his own. 'Don't shake so!" he odleks touch,

though the merest contact, was a mistake. In theeatonfines of the
cabin the atmosphere was thick with tension anddush was the
spark that set alight the torch of passion thaeéfldbetween them.

'Lynettd’ he muttered thickly. His hands went to her sluaist and
he pulled her into the circle of his arms with agong he did not try to
hide. She was pressed against the hard, lean gtrendim and
caught up on a tide of intense emotion. He kissrddeeply, again
and again, as if too long deprived. Violently andhtessly he
plundered her mouth until she, lost against hek iwithe storm of
passion that swept him, gave him kiss for kiss wettmplete
abandonment of all the caution and wary distrug wihich she had
rejected all his previous advances. She meltechaghim and was
moulded perfectly to him as if she were the misgiag of a whole.
He caressed her, inflamed her, until through hisiateds ran an
hypnotic aura of inevitability that set off a wargibell in her brain.
Unable to despise herself enough, she tore hdrseltind fled up to
the deck to seek if not a hiding place, then a mdimeespite in
which to arm herself against further attack.

Up on deck it was a calm beautiful night. The meamt a pale
pathway of light glimmering upon the water. It bedithe deck in its
luminous glow and caught and held the fragile lmess of her
silvery hair. She leant against the rail, faintlgkswith churning
emotion, and gulped in great breaths of air umtility crept back to
calm her mind and her vibrant senses into a seroblahorder. Her
lips felt bruised and tortured, every nerve in bedy was alight in a
way she had never before known. She had resistedtdbut she was
throbbingly aware that never as long as she livedlgvshe ever feel
guite so sane, quite so whole as she had befor® tampestuous
storm of passion.



She tensed as instinct told her he had followedflamthed when his
mocking voice deridedNow,tell me you hate me!'

She clenched her fists but did not move from thie fee came up
behind her and stood very close, making her achiagiare of him.

She closed her eyes tightly and prayed for himotawgay and leave
her in peace; a vain hope, because again he spobi®.time he

sounded angry. He jerked her round to face him theisted, as if
impelled by a force he could not contain.

'Say it, if you can. Tell me again that you haté'me

Goaded beyond endurance, she sobbed out: 'How weatioyies do
you want in one day?' then flung away bitterly. feheas a silence
during which she told herself he was savouring Wistory.
Humiliation almost choked her, and it was some sdsdefore she
took in the import of his next incredible words.relaly he was telling
her,

'l love you, Lynette.' When she did not stir, hewgrd out again, 'Do
you hear me? | said | love you, Lynette!'

She looked at him then, unable to believe, expgctin see the
mockery she had become so used to seeing on ks ldardsome
face, but he was grim and unmistakably serious.hWjteat
distinctness, he told her, 'l fell in love with youPapeete on the first
night we met. Even then | recognized, deep dowat,\tbu were not
what you professed to be. | saw a small, defidihe IEnglish linnet
dressed up in the plumage of a Bird of Paradidering sentiments
which | suspected were completely alien. You pukzénused and
completely intrigued me, and it was then | decittedunish you - to
call your bluff." She started with surprise, bud diot attempt to
interrupt. Incredulous joy was flooding her heahte dared not speak
in case this was a dream that words would shdttes. continued
deliberately,



'l took you to the island intending to frighten ymiio an admission
that your permissive attitude was a blind behinicvlyou sheltered,
but it was | who became frightened . . . For thst time in my life |
fell in love, but whenever | tried to reach you yeithdrew from me.

| became desperate. It was the first time sucing tad happened to
me, and a man in the throes of first love doeghiok clearly nor act
wisely. | obstinately forced myself upon you, refigsto admit that
you did not share my feelings, until finally | aleted you
completely." He shrugged and admitted bitterly, tiAtes | thought
you were softening towards me, but your capriciessnand your
tantalizing ways confused me utterly. That is whygolw want to
know," his dark eyes were deliberate with interit@$oked down at
her, 'why linsistupon knowing, if there is a chance that perhapseso
day you might return my love. | can no longer stémel strain of
wondering and hoping, one day optimistic and the day having
my dreams dashed to the ground. Please, Lynettahéolove of
heaven, tell maow!'

Lynette wondered if his wild, wonderful words wearéigment of her
Imagination. LuislLe Pirat,was pleading for her love! If happines:
could be measured she would have been brimmingvatieit, but so
fragile was her hold upon it she spoke in a whisperase it was a
mirage that would fade in the face of harshly spokerds,

'l dolove you, Luis. So very, very much, my darling!

Her voice was a mere thread of sound, but his jezkdd up as if she
had shouted. Hesitantly, he searched her faceetmssurance and
when she smiled radiantly up at him he gave a gobaespair for all
the wasted moments and pulled her forward int@mss. At first he
did not seek her lips, but nestled his warm molsec against the
smooth whiteness of her neck with a gentle reveréimat turned her
heart over. She nestled closer and folded her xwmgyly around his
neck, revelling in her right to do so. With a rasied passion far



removed from his earlier onslaught, his hands sadkeser radiant
face and he demanded to know: 'Enough to marry me?’

Her breath caught in her throat. 'You want to nfarBut you've
always said .. .'

'l was a fool, then," he interrupted roughly, 'apsd, obstinate fool
who resented the idea of being caught. Now | knoat tinless you
become my wife my life will be drab with discontesmd void of
happiness. Let me hear you say you will marry mgelte, my
darling." His arms tightened desperately when shmpldd

delightfully up at him and whispered,

'Oh, yes, please, Luis darling!

He laughed exultantly and his lips found hers ikiss of deep
dedication that told her she too had joined thedbahfortunate
women who had known the exciting, turbulent, ehtidevoted love
of other Estevez men. Gradually, his kisses becaare forceful and
she gave herself up to the heavenly experienceawbusing her
power over him. He whispered soft endearments dutle short
intervals when he was not taking the lips she effewith such
tempting assurance. The moon shone benignly down tipem as
they kissed . . . and murmured . .. and were tote wonder of their
love.

Only the waves were there to listen when later hispered softly, 'l
adore that trick you have of flickering those detfglly long
eyelashes of yourma petite.She moved contentedly in his arms an
smiled when he told her lazily, 'l have noticedty@u do it at every
moment of crisis. Many times when you made me asgry | was
disarmed completely when you fluttered up at me bktimid little
bird poised ready for flight.'



She raised her eyebrows with teasing puzzlemertendid | ever
make you angry, Luis?' He frowned blackly even asightened his
hold on her and she realized that there were saces®mns when she
would still have to tread very warily until time lkkd hurtful
memories.

‘The worst times,' he said tersely, 'were whemugfht you preferred
the company of Monsieur Chambers to mine. If tl@aing man is
still on the island when we return | will deal vesgverely with him.
But somehow,' he stated succinctly, 'l do not tthekwill be!" Even
the mention of Vince's name seemed enough to angeand she
hastily soothed him back to even temper by tellimg earnestly,

‘Vince means nothing to me, and never has. Bwiol, was hurt by
your obvious affection for Claudia.'

His instant look of surprise was answer enough, $he was
comforted to hear him say: 'Claudia? But she isgansld friend!" He
dismissed Claudia by bending over and asking ulgeéRtomise me,
my little linnet, that you will never fly away froome again?' She
recognized the need for reassurance that the Ceenesl spoken of
and her answer came from her heatrt.

'l will stay with you for as long as you want melttaiis. | can think of
nothing | want more than to settle for ever on ilend with you.
Your love has clipped my wings; | will never waatfty away.'

He brooded down at her, his eyes dark with feelamg] whispered
with a passion that thrilled her,

'l will always want youmon amourmy dearest love. My very own
Bird of Paradis!



