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"You must beware, mademoiselle ...." The forturieite ominously
harsh voice had sent shivers down Christina's spBmwvare of the
devil at Archangel."

The prediction seemed silly when Christina firstiveed at the
Brandon's beautiful Caribbean plantation. Left withmeans and a
home by her godmother's death, the job at Archasggined like a
gift from heaven.

But everything changed when she met Devlin Brangiendisturbed
her to the core of her being. She must indeed kewofahis manor did
another devil await to torment her?



CHAPTER ONE

'‘LoT thirty-four—this fine pair of Staffordshire figuseladies and
gentlemen. Now what am | bid for ...?"

The penetrating tones of the auctioneer were sugldeduced to a

subdued murmur as Christina quietly closed thendinbom door

behind her and began to walk slowly down the flaggassage to the
rear of the cottage.

It had been a mistake to stay on for the sale.r&&lesed , that now.
Mr Frith had warned her that she might find it apsetting
experience, seeing the place she had thoughtludras for the past
six years being literally sold up around her e&ise should have
believed him and moved —not merely out, but awawds only
sentiment that had caused her to remain, she thoAdbnging to
buy just’ something, however small, from among her godméthe
treasures to provide her with a reminder of pagpheess. As it was,
the prices that the china, furniture and othercues were fetching
had only served as a poignant and , disturbingrréemiof her own
comparative pennilessness. She must have beenvaadoethink of
joining in the bidding, knowing that she would ljagainst dealers
and collectors.

One thing was certain—the Websters would be ondydelighted

with the results of the sale. She had seen thdmgstbgether at the
back of the room, exchanging smiles of triumph fas bidding

proceeded. Everything, as far as they were condemvas going
entirely to plan. It was no good telling herselétththey had every
right to do as they

had done. They had made that more than clear glrea@very
interview she'd had with them. Legally, she hadigbts at all, she
knew, and morality didn't enter into it.



She walked despondently into the back kitchen. ederywhere else
in the cottage, it had been stripped bare of ekergtsaleable, and
the big fitted dresser looked oddly forlorn withotuis usual
complement of bright willow pattern and copperware.

Christina went over to the sink and ran the cotd taipping her hand
beneath it, so that she could drink. She pressedetv remaining
drops of moisture in her palm against her forehaad throbbing
temples.

She still could not fully comprehend the suddenmdédke change in
her life and circumstances. She knew, because itfir frad endlessly
told her so, that she must think about the futme: raake some kind
of a plan for herself. But what? It seemed for plast six years she
had been living in some kind of fool's paradisedAor that she had
to thank Aunt Grace, so kind and affectionate indngocratic way,

and so thoroughly well-meaning towards her orphayeettiaughter,

but when it came to it, so disastrously vague.

After all, as Vivien Webster had patronisingly peith out to her,
what more could she expect, when she was not elkrod relation?
It was a phrase Mrs Webster was fond of usingnoftgh a delicate
handkerchief pressed to her eyes, or the corneelomouth, and if
Christina thought it sounded odd coming from soneewto had
almost studiously held aloof from Aunt Grace whée svas alive,
she kept that strictly to herself.'

Aunt Grace, after all, had been no fool. She haghlyeell aware that
she was regarded as a future meal ticket by hee@ied her husband,
yet it had made no difference, apparently. Herfbnd had left
everything unconditionally to Vivien Webster, whihristina who
had been het constant companion, run the cottagkefowith the
spasmodic help of Mrs Treseder from the villaged dane all her
godmother's secretarial work for the various cherivith which she
was connected, had not even warranted a mention.



Not that she had ever expected or wanted anytlsing,reminded
herself. It had always been Aunt Grace who hasisied that she had
seen to it that Christina would be well looked aftethe event of

anything happening to herself, although she haémspecified what
form this care would take. She had said so over @med again,

especially when Christina had tried to gain someasuee of

independence by suggesting that she took a traioougse, , or

acquired some other type of qualification.

‘There's no need for that, my dear," Miss Grantlaould remark
bracingly. 'You'll never want, | promise you. | 8lsee to that, don't
worry.'>  And yet, Christina thought wryly, hereeslvas without
a job, a home or any kind of security—not evenvedild so much as a
breathing space in her old home to gather her ant$ formulate
some kind of plan for the future. She gave a lipigenful sigh and
stared out of the window at the small vegetabldgawhere she and
Aunt Grace had spent so many back-aching hours tpettime of
that last but fatal illness.

Not for the first time she wondered if Aunt Graaaheally known
just how ill she had been. Certainly she had rdpusfected all
suggestions that she looked tired, and all urgtogsest more and
conserve her energy in the months preceding hehdeafact she
had seemed to drive herself twice as hard, aseifgsiessed that she
might not have very much time left, and she hadeiriChristina hard
too.

Christina gave a slight grimace. She had a wholegeaof

accomplishments to put in an advertisement—'Capabl|aenineteen,
can cook a little, garden a little, type a littheyrse a little ..." The list
seemed endless. Yet she had to acknowledge thatasha Jill of all

trades and actually mistress of none. Had she engyto offer an

employer more stringent than Aunt Grace had bedn® Was her
chief worry.



Up to now, of course, her not always expert sesvibad been
accepted, if not always with entire good humout, $he could not
expect that a stranger would be prepared to make stime
allowances for her.

She had been whisked off to live with her godmotkieen her own
mother, widowed while Christina was still a babydhherself
succumbed to a massive and totally unexpected hetsatck.
Christina had stayed on at the same school, awarehé first time
that the fees were being paid, as they had alwags,bby Aunt
Grace. When she was sixteen, her godmother had aoded her to
leave school to 'keep her company' and she hadrperfo abandon
any idea of further study and obey. Not that it baen such a bad
life, Christina thought, sudden nostalgia tightgnhtrer throat. She
had liked the small rather cosy village communitywhich Aunt
Grace had been so active a member. She had |darapgdreciate the
changing seasons with a new and heightened awareaed had
come to enjoy the pattern of her year and its ti@thl festivities
without any particular yearning for the discos gmalties being
enjoyed by her contemporaries.

Keeping Aunt Grace company had not always been. ddsy
godmother was an imperious woman belonging to & ddferent
generation. She did not believe in Women's Lib heiveits mildest
form, and it was her openly expressed view thatyeweman needed
a man to look after her and protect her from whatdarkly referred
to as 'folly', though she invariably refused tonh@re specific.

Her own form of male protection, for she had newarried, came in
the substantial shape of Mr Frith, her family sédic whose advice
she followed almost religiously on every problexcept apparently
in one instance —that of Christina's future. Mrthriold Christina
frankly after the funeral and the reading of thd thiat he had tried
on a number of occasions to persuade Miss Granthaiter her will

and make some provision for her, but without sugces



'‘She pretended she couldn't hear me,' he told @laisegretfully,
and Christina, who had often been subjected tcs#imee treatment
herself when presenting Aunt Grace with some unglale piece of
information, had to sympathise with him.

All Christina could surmise was that Aunt Grace haignded to
make provision for her, but had not been able tod#gewhat form it
should take. And now, of course, it was too latd #drere was no
point in wondering what this might have been.

It was clear from the very start that Mrs Webstaswot prepared to
be magnanimous in any way. Christina was merelgraaumbrance
to be shed as soon as possible, and she did nofpeetend a polite
interest in the future of the girl who had been hent's ward.

Christina was allowed to infer that Mrs Websterutjat she was
extremely lucky to have lived in such comfort rémete for so long,

and that it would do her no harm to stand on hen deet for a

change. Nor did she show any great interest inctiteage or its

contents. She did not want to give up her life amélon for a country
existence, and she made it plain she was onlyasited in converting
her inheritance into hard cash as soon as possible.

Christina had hoped forlornly that the Webstershiigant to retain
the cottage as a weekend home, and might be pcefmaesnploy her
as a caretaker in their absence, but she was dsabuded of that
notion. And when she quietly asked if Mrs Websteew of anyone
who might need a. companion to perform the sodubies that Aunt
Grace had demanded, Mrs Webster had merely shrugged
shoulders and talked vaguely of agencies and aseerénts.

Mr Frith and his wife had been extremely kind, dad promised to
provide her with suitable references when the twae. They had
even invited her to stay with them when it becarnsarcthat she
would have to move out of the cottage without delayhat it could
be auctioned with the contents. But Christina reddsed their offer.



Perhaps, she had told herself, the Websters hamina gnd it was
time she did try to gain some independence. Afteslae couldn't be
cushioned against life forever. There were othacgs outside this
little village and outside her total experienced ahe would have to
find them.

It was taking the first step that was always thelést, she decided.
Her own first step had been a room in the villages hotel, but she
knew this could not be a permanent arrangementsiall stock of
funds would not permit it, for one thing, and besidt would soon be
high summer and Mrs Thurston would need the accahatian for
the casual tourists passing through the villagtherway to the coast.
As it was, the temporary arrangement suited thetim. bo

Once the auction was over, there would be nottarigptd her here. It
was an odd sensation. She felt as if a gate haedloehind her, and
she stood alone in the centre of an unfamiliardaade, unknowing
which way to turn.

It was a lonely feeling and she felt tears pricknmeatarily at the back
of her eyelids. It had occurred to her more tharedhat Aunt Grace
might have expected her to marry and find sanctubay way.
Certainly she had always been quite encouraginghvemy of the
local young men showed even a random interest mstiia. But
such dates as she had had were few and far bet@bestina had
felt uncomfortably on several occasions as thougihescorts were
doing her some kind of favour, and she would nethlaeen human if
she had not resented this. After all, her mirrcvedd that she was
not unattractive with her long straight fall of lynblonde hair, and
her thickly lashed grey-green eyes. In deferencéunt Grace's
stated preferences, she had never worn extravggeeridy clothes
and she had wondered sometimes whether outsidestdeoed her
dowdy.



Since Aunt Grace's death, it had occurred to herttie attitude of
some of the boys who had dated her might have gdrom the fact
that they knew how poor her financial prospectsewdtr was an
unpleasant thought, but it had to be faced. Marth@iocal families
were well-to- do and would expect any future daagin-law to be
drawn from approximately the same financial backgband social
standing as themselves. They might be kind, byt Wauld not lose
sight of the fact that she was only Aunt Gracetamanion.

It was a depressing thought and one she did nbtdeeanclined to

pursue. She glanced at her wristwatch. The saldoaaedy half over
as yet, but she thought it might be best if shgpskl away. For one
thing, she wanted to avoid another encounter \ghWebsters, who
would be bound to inquire in carrying voices if $tea managed to
find another job yet. Christina sighed. She did want to have to
admit the humiliating truth—that her few diffideapplications for

posts so far had not even reached the stage aof neited for an

interview.

Besides, she still had the rest of the day in fafher. She could
catch the afternoon train to London perhaps andgod some of the
agencies that Mrs Webster had mentioned. Perhajases like hers,
the personal approach was best. Anyway, time wasigg short and
she had to find some means of earning her livirigreeher small

savings ran out altogether. She had to shake hergedf this painful

dream world and take up her life again. There wathing here for
her now, and maybe it had done her no harm to beirced of the
fact.

She took one last and rather sad look at the gaadédriurned away
towards the door.

Then she saw that she was not alone and a startleldintary 'Oh!*
broke from her lips. She had not the slightestingkbf any approach,
and there was something in the stance of the womtre doorway



that suggested rather uncomfortably to Christired #tne had been
there quietly for quite some time.

She was not a tall woman, but she had a defindgsgurce, aided by
the fact that she was exquisitely dressed in aihgablue Italian
knitted suit. Her shoes and bag looked handmadkslaaleaned on a
slender ebony cane with a silver handle.

‘Miss Bennett?' Her voice was calm and low-pitché&t more than a
trace of some foreign accent.

Christina hesitated for some reason that she cooidherself have
defined. Then 'Yes,' she acknowledged in a lowexdRut I'm afraid
| don't know..

'‘As you say, we have never met." The other womartedrmslowly,
revealing white and even teeth. Yet | assure yoagemoisellahat |
do not in the least regard you as a stranger. mymays, | feel we
are old friends." She gave another faint smilehat bewildered
expression on Christina's face.

'l see that | must explain myself more fully. | &ar- celle Brandon,
mademoiselleDid your godmother never speak of me to you?'

'‘Never, as far as | can remember," Christina tadd honestly.
'You—yYyou were a friend of hers?'

She found it difficult to credit in many ways evas she spoke. Aunt
Grace had been so thoroughly English—never evemnngging
abroad as far as Christina knew. It was imposstiemagine how she
could have struck up any kind of relationship withis rather
exotic-looking stranger.

The other inclined her head. 'We were at schoatttogy—also my
sister Madeleine. Your godmother never spoke ofefiteer?'



Christina swallowed. 'No. | don't think she everntnened her
schooldays. It always seemed that any friends asldewere here in
this village.'

‘Latterly that would have been true.' Mrs Brandbifted her weight
slightly and Christina saw with compassion thatshs in pain. But
it was only a fleeting impression, and when thgluridark eyes met
hers again, they were calm. 'Yet we correspondedhémy years. |
last heard from her some eighteen months ago.’

She glanced around. 'l regret that | am unabletdadsfor long
periods and there does not appear to be a chair...’

'‘No, everything went for the sale.' Try as she wp@hristina could
not keep that note of desolation completely outefvoice.

‘Then perhaps you know of some more comfortableosndings
where we could talk—where there will not be so mamymories,
hein?'

Christina paused. She could see absolutely no meabky this old
friend of Aunt Grace should want to talk to heradgrom sheer
kindness of heart in wishing to comfort her in bereavement. But
this she could not quite believe, although she ditalve been at a
loss to explain why. The strongest impression sbefgpm Mrs
Brandon was one of cool self-containment. It wasl h@rmagine her
wasting time on meaningless gestures of sympathg. #ondered
why she had come now instead of for the funeralnd who had
informed her of Aunt Grace's death in the | firtge. She had had
the task of passing on the sad news to Aunt Grdoeisds and
acquaintances and she knew quite well she had mit¢nvto anyone
called Brandon. Perhaps Mrs Brandon was here atatiation
because she | too had wished to buy some last swwifeher friend,
but 1 again this seemed to be out of character.



But why am | saying that? she thought, appallee. ¢nly just met
her. She's a stranger to me. | shouldn't be attngpunotives or
anything else to her on first meeting.

She smiled over-brightly, trying to compensate Her own guilty
feelings.

‘There is the place where I'm staying,' she saittaee of doubt

creeping into her voice. Somehow she could notaliset Marcelle

Brandon among the faded tapestry covers and mask lwasses of
Mrs Thurston's sitting room at the Bay Horse.

'‘But that would be ideal,’ her visitor said smogptrdcooping up
Christina's mental arguments and dismissing thefior&¢hey could
find utterance. 'Perhaps there might also be saffee:’

'I'm not sure about that,' Christina admitted. félkecertainly be tea.’

And tea there was, accompanied by some rather pgvai®nes.
Marcelle Brandon appeared to bear up philosopcaitier this, but
Christina noticed that she barely touched her cod merely
crumbled one of the scones on her plate. Althoughled said she
wanted to talk, she seemed in no hurry to brealsileace that had
sprung up between them. She seemed, Christina lthadly, a
thousand miles away, her mind fixed on some interision, not
altogether pleasant. Then she reproached herge#infmver-active
imagination. After all, this woman had been a clésend of her
godmother's. It was natural that she should seldtreavithdrawn. It
could not be a happy experience for her to be ihene knowing that
they would never meet again.

She cleared her throat. 'You were very fond of noglmgother,
madame?'



Mrs Brandon seemed to return with a start to hesqne
surroundings. She lifted one elegantly shaped eyebr
'‘Naturellementor | should hardly be here.’

'‘No," Christina flushed slightly. Then she took lkeeurage in both
hands. 'Forgive menadamebut | don't really understand why you
have come.' She swallowed. 'l—I| suppose it's ndrmayobusiness,
but...'

But the half-expected snub was not forthcoming.telad Mrs
Brandon smiled slightly.

'‘Au contraire.lt is precisely on your business that | have covioair
godmother wrote to me when she first suspected rsigit be
seriously ill. She never mentioned this to you? Nbpught not. She
was concerned as to what | might become of you wherdied as she
was aware that any financial provision she mighkena her will
would in all probability be contested in the couatisd this would 1 be
both costly and unpleasant for you. Her niece—isoit?—plainly
resented you already and would have accused yexesting undue
influence on your godmother if she had made yoe@ubst as she
wished.'

Christina nodded dully. 'Mrs Webster doesn't like-m not that
we've met very often. She hardly came near Aunt&rahen she
was alive ..She paused, aware that she might beggaway too
much, but Mrs Brandon gave an understanding nod.

‘You are very youngna chere—Christina, is it not? And you do not
yet fully comprehend the way of the world.’

'If it's the Websters' way, | don't think | want ¢omprehend it,’
Christina flashed back, then bit her lip.



Mrs Brandon laughed and leaned back in her clekimg a cigarette
from her bag and fitting it into a silver hold&on,'she approved, a
little mockingly. 'l am glad you are not wholly ldng in spirit. You

are such a little pale thing. | did riot expectShe broke off and lit
her cigarette. Blowing out a cloud of fragrant seo&he regarded
Christina through half-closed eyes. 'Tell mea cherewhat plans

have you made? You cannot, one would imagine, htesstay here?'

'Oh, no.' Christina shook her head. 'That—that wdaé¢ out of the
guestion, even if | wanted to. | have to get a'job.

‘Very commendable. Have you anything in mind?'

Christina hesitated. It was humiliating to have admit the
truth.—that with her lack of qualification she wdul have to take
what she could get and be thankful.

'‘Because, if not, | have a plan to put to you,' Brandon continued
as if she had not noticed the awkward little patisenyself am

looking for a secretary/companion and | think ycad suit me very
well, if you were willing.'

Christina set her tea cup back on the tray withaadhthat shook
slightly.

'It's very kind of youmadameg she said quietly. '‘But I'm sure I'll be
able to find something. |—I don't need charity, leeer kindly
meant.’

‘You think | offer charity? Then you do not know mery well. | do

not offer a sinecure, my child. | suffer from aitist as you have
seen, and | am not a patient sufferer— my tempgmleaer been of
the sweetest. Also there is the isolation. We hawee of the
entertainments or amusements that young peopleuwfage seem to
expect nowadays—no discotheques or night clubs.’



In spite of herself, Christina had to smile. 'l slabhardly miss that
kind of thing,' she returned drily. "'The Swingingvénties seem to
have passed me by up to now.' She sent the oldeawan inquiring
glance. "You say your home is isolatethdam@& Where do you live?
| gather it's somewhere in France, but...'

Mrs Brandon shook her head. 'l have never liveérance. | was
born, as was Madeleine, my sister, on MartiniqudaneWest Indies.
We both attended a convent school in England, hadwas where
we met your godmother. When | married, | went teelon Ste
Victoire, another island, though not so large asrtMigue and
belonging to the British. In fact, my husband amldrother, who is
now dead, owned the greater part of it, and ouilyastill lives at

Archangel.'

~Archangel?'. Christina's face was alive with iagtr 'What an
unusual name for a house,’

'Yes—and the story behind it is also unusual. osmerely a house,
you understand. There is also a plantation. Anause so much of it
IS private property, Ste Victoire has not been tgped and spoiled
as so many others have been. | think you wouldilikeere.'

Christina swallowed hard, trying to hold on to rigaMas this really
happening to her? Was she actually being offeregbaon a
Caribbean island—something she had never conteegpkaten in
her wildest dreams? But in spite of her inner ex#nt, a small
voice of sanity still prevailed.

'‘But why me? There must be hundreds of peopledtebqualified
than | am who would give their eye teeth for aljkb that?'

'‘Not as many as you would think," Mrs Brandon nedal. 'As | have
said, the island is very remote and has few oftAmorous trappings
one associates with such a place. We lead ques livprivacy. This



Is not the Caribbean of the travel posters, | a&gau. | should warn
you too that there are many dangerous reefs arounghores, and
that in stormy weather we are often cut off for keeen end. We have
learned to be self-sufficient, because we havebhéae.'

Christina shook her head. 'l still can't reallyi&e? this is happening,’
she said rather quaintly. 'Nor can | understand yghwthink | would
be suitable. After all, you know hardly anythingpabme.'

'l know sufficient," Mrs Brandon said quietly. ihéw from her letters
that Grace was most fond of you.' She leaned fahaad placed her
hand over Christina's. ‘Would it make any differsrfd told you that

it was your godmother's dearest wish that you shoai” to me?'

'No,' Christina said unhappily. 'Or—perhaps nahmway you might
think. You seemadameit is charity after' all, and | don't want that
I've got to learn to be independent. It's very kofigou, and I'm sure
Aunt Grace had the best of intentions, but | wcudde to think I'd
been— well—palmed off on to someone ...’

‘What is this "palmed off"?' Mrs Brandon's tone wakl and she sat
back in her chair again, her brows drawn togetmarquelling frown.
Her glance chilled Christina.

‘You leap to conclusions, my child. If anyone peris a charity, it
will be you. A young fresh face to keep me compangung, willing

feet to carry messages. You imagine you will nohgaur salary? |
promise you that you will. There are many lonelynstgers | could
choose if | wished to be charitable. But | am digelold woman. |
wish for someone decorative, and above all somedree will not

bore me with a lot of sentimental chatter about pases | have no
wish to remember. The young are so impatient gégeidey wish

the bright lights—the beach parties, and that hoaoffer. But you, |
think, have learned the art of patience.’



Christina sat in silence, her thoughts whirlingeTamptation to take
Mrs Brandon's words at their face value and acbeptoffer was
almost overwhelming. Almost. Yet, at the same tirher pride
baulked at the idea of being handed over from dderly lady to
another. Could this be what Aunt Grace had meaetwgie had told
her that she would see she was taken care of ifuthee? It was
galling, to say the least, as if she was beingrgne credit for having
sufficient intelligence or energy to carve outfa bf her own.

She could not deny, however, that if she had mesebn the job
advertised somewhere, she would have applied.fAnitsion rose in

her mind of silver sand and palm trees and sofdyngusurf. It was

like having some cherished wish granted by the vaed\aewand. Yet

Mrs Brandon with her smooth white hair and air lobfness was far
from being the conventional picture of a fairy gadher, she thought
wistfully.

‘You trouble yourself quite unnecessarily, you kridvrs Brandon's

Ironic voice cut across her inner musings. 'Wouldchake it more

acceptable to you if | specified that the positvoould be on trial at

first—let us say a month on either side. In faatight be better if you

regarded your visit as a holiday at first. You h&een under some
strain lately, and it may be unfair to press yotilyou are rested and
more relaxed. Well, what do you say?'

Christina hesitated, then gave a deep, sigh. "6d4rat saymadam@
You are too kind. You make it impossible for meréduse. | don't
know how to thank you.'

‘Have no fear, my child. I will think of a way." BlBrandon grimaced
slightly with pain as she reached for her stick.it$s settled, then—a
few weeks in the sunshine, and then we can decidesame
more—permanent arrangement.’



She rose slowly and carefully to her feet, wavimgya Christina's
proffered assistance.

‘Your first lessonma cherel do not care to be helped,' she remarke
with a bleak smile. 'l shall return to London nddut before | go, |
shall settle your account here with the good won@nmnstairs. You
will have the goodness to pack your things thisnewg and be
prepared to join me in the morning, not later tkeamo'clock. Of all
things, | detest unpunctuality,’ she added almgsineafterthought.

'‘But I'm quite able to pay my own bill here. | davie a little money
."." Christina began. She felt apprehensive, snigd&oo much was
happening and too fast. Even Aunt Grace had nakentcharge with
precisely thiggrande damair, and it was curiously disturbing, as i
she was now merely a puppet, content to dance whieBrandon
pulled the strings.

'‘Keep it." The older woman's tone was negligentgmissive. 'Or
better still, use it to buy some cooler clothedhe Sooked with

disfavour at Christina's admittedly rather baggegeda skirt, and the
pullover she wore with it. 'What you have seemsesuitable for the
sub-arctic region rather than the tropics. Choosentpl of

cotton—you will find it cooler than these syntheticand bring a
swimsuit.'

Christina's bewilderment grew. 'But | thought—y@aidsthere would
be no beach parties.’

‘Nor will there. Nevertheless the beaches are tteeteeused, and |
imagine you were taught to swim at school. | hd you will look
on Archangel as your home, not your prison.' M@rglon's tone was
faintly derisory, and Christina flushed, feelingatlshe had spoken
foolishly.



As she saw her blush, the older woman's expressittened a little,
and a slight warmth entered her voice.

'‘Keep your money,' she repeated. 'Allow me to d® fitr you as a
mark of my affection for your godmother.'

When it was put like that, she could hardly refusinout sounding
totally ungracious, Christina thought.

She accompanied Mrs Brandon downstairs and sawinberthe
waiting hired car. She hesitated as it drew awagy, tand half
uplifted as if her visitor might look back, but MByandon did not
turn or make any kind of farewell gesture, and §thra let her own
hand drop after a moment, feeling foolish again.

She went slowly back into the hotel, hardly ableaébeve the events
that had just transpired. In the space of an hoer,whole life had
been turned upside down, and she felt quite d&esiThurston was
hovering beside the reception desk, a series dtiquns bursting to
find expression. She had been impressed by MrsdBrés icy air,

and she was clearly and rather unflatteringly amiadeen Christina
explained what had brought her to the village.

'‘Well, there's a thing,' she muttered at interaal<hristina outlined
her rather sketchy plans for the immediate futiell, | hope you're
doing right, Miss Bennett, and no mistake. Aftdy ybu've only got
her word for it that she even knew Miss Granthamn'Dyou go

taking too mudli on trust now, even though she daesm to have
plenty of money about her. You be careful. You readh awful

things in the papers nowadays.'

Christina was torn between her own doubts which Mgrston was
voicing up to a point, and the ludicrous picturetiod remote Mrs
Brandon as a white slaver which the landlady wasionisly
enjoying. The doubts won.



There was a good chance that Mr Frith might séilabthe sale. He of
all people should know whether or not Mrs Brand@s \genuine.

The sale was clearly over, and cars were pullingyashen Christina
trotted breathlessly up. Mr Frith was still theaad she saw with a
sinking heart that he was standing beside the Wedistar saying
goodbye to them. She hesitated, but in that momergaw her and
beckoned to her, so she had perforce to approach.

‘Now then, my dear, where did you vanish to?' Hikéal her over
smilingly.

Christina paused. She had no real wish to distus$test change in
her fortunes in the hearing of the Websters, so shided and
murmured something inaudible, hoping they wouldelaway.

Vivien Webster, however, put her head out of the@deiv and
surveyed Christina superciliously.

'Did you want something?' she inquired.

‘Just a word with Mr Frith." Christina, to her ownnoyance, felt
herself flush.

'l see.' Vivien was silent for a moment, then shiel sjuite gently,
"You will remember that his time costs money, wgot? You can't
expect a professional man to continue indefinigghing you free
consultations.’

Her face flaming now, Christina turned to Mr Frithm sorry," she
stammered. 'lt never occurred to me ..

'Or to me.' He squeezed her arm reassuringly. "\&doat do to help,
Christina?'



She shook her head, trying to back away. 'It doesatter. | only
wondered ... | mean do you know...?'

'Oh, for heaven's sake,' Vivien Webster interruptethbly. 'If you
have something to say, say it and get it over with!

Christina tried to ignore her. 'Did Aunt Grace ewegntion a Mrs
Brandon to you?' she asked, but before he coully,rgjprien had
butted in again.

‘The Brandons of Archangel?' she demanded in aisedotone. '‘But
of course she's mentioned them. She was at schitolhe wives—I
forget their names, but they were sisters and timayried two
brothers—quite a romantic story. Why do you ask?"

Christina supposed she could refuse to answerit lolid not seem
worth the trouble.

'‘Because Mrs Brandon is in England and she hasedffieme a job,’
she said with a certain dignity.

Vivien and her husband exchanged glances. 'Whydh should she
do that?' the other woman asked coldly, after as@atYou're even
less to her than you were to my aunt. Have you begimg begging

letters to Aunt Grace's wealthy friends? | do hopt Christina. It's
so degrading...'

'I've done nothing of the sort," Christina saidyofears were not far
away, but she blinked them back furiously, refusimgive way to
that sort of weakness in front of her present anmhe'l never even
knew of her existence until today. Apparently A@race wrote to
her when she first realised she was ill.’



'‘Well, it seems most extraordinary that she shoudd arrive like
that," Vivien declared. 'Was she at the sale? limprssed she didn't
introduce herself.’

'‘She did," Christina said quietly. 'To me.'

Vivien gave her a hostile look. 'Well, | still dbsee what interest she
has in you. | suppose you spun her some sob stwoytaeing
destitute. | hope no one sees fit to remind hdrttiere's such a thing
as Social Security.'

Mr Frith touched Christina's arm and she turnediito gratefully.
'‘What kind of a job is it that she's offered to Yole inquired kindly.
‘The name is well-known to me, of course. | belidliss Grantham
has known both the Mrs-Brandons since her girlhdad,| had no
iIdea she intended to contact them on your behaifidt say it seems
a godsend under the circumstances.’

'l don't see why,' Vivien interrupted again. 'l & no need to turn to
strangers. Angela Morton is looking for a relialf®ther's help
again—the au pair stormed back to Sweden yesterdag—+ve
almost promised her that she could have Christina.’

Christina felt almost sick with anger. She had dediVivien's friend
Angela before. She had four young children andmaitibelieve in
discipline of any kind. If Mrs Brandon had indeezkh a white slave
trader, she thought furiously, she would still hapéed for her rather
than the Morton menage.

She made herself smile, aping Vivien's own supgetshess. 'What a
pity you didn't think to mention it to me,' shedsaiith a fair degree of
carelessness. 'Then, of course, | wouldn't haveeagto go to the
West Indies.'



Vivien gave her a fulminating stare, then sat biaxker seat and
wound the window up in bad-tempered jerks.

Beside her, Christina heard Mr Frith give a liigh as their car drew
away.

She gave him a wan smile. 'l do seem to have cdsuhmtyself, don't
[?'

'‘Perhaps that isn't such a bad thing,' he commaeinilgd'lt isn't easy
to find work these days, and this offer seems t@l@mme at just the
right time for you.'

'Yes,' Christina acknowledged doubtfully. 'It jesems so odd that
she should want to do this for me. | mean, shedciust have thrown
Aunt Grace's letter away and forgotten about its MYebster was
right, really. | am a complete stranger to the Biars and they have
no obligation to do anything for me. As it is, Irdioeven have to
make up my mind yet about working for her, but gast have a
holiday at Archangel." She repeated the name warglgr 'How
strange that sounds.’

Mr Frith frowned a little. 'If you're really unsyr€hristina, | can
always make some inquiries for you,' he said. 'Heneany reason to
doubt this lady's probity?'

'Oh, no," Christina said quickly. 'lt seems shas yvhat she said—a
friend of Aunt Grace's. That's really all | wantem know.' She
paused, then held out her hand. 'l shall be joiriag in London
tomorrow, so | don't suppose | shall have the chamsee you again.
Will—will you thank your wife for me for all her kidness.'

Mr Frith took her hand and pressed it warmly. 'péaverything
works out well for you, my dear. It seems your gotimer did have
your best interests at heart after all. A summeén@Caribbean at the



very least. We shall all envy you." He hesitatedefly. 'If
you—should find yourself in difficulties of any ldnyou can always
write to me. | know it's what Miss Grantham woubl/e wished.'

'Yes.' Christina felt suddenly awkward. 'Thank youthat—and for
everything.'

She felt curiously forlorn as she watched his caredoff, as if she
had lost her only friend in all the world. And thveés nonsense,, she
told herself robustly. She now had Mrs Brandon, wiaal come
halfway across the world apparently to befriend hed there would
be other people too—at Archangel. People she hadknown
existed, whom she would meet and learn to knovhenweeks to
come.

But, strangely enough, as she turned to walk bat¢kd Bay Horse,
that thought did not bring in its train quite thendort that she had
expected.



CHAPTER TWO

CHRISTINA opened the louvred shutters and stepped out drerto
balcony into blazing sunshine. She looked down imtointerior

courtyard of the hotel where gaily coloured loursgaurrounded the
brilliant turquoise of a swimming pool and gaveitde sigh of

satisfaction. Mrs Brandon had been angry in theeex¢ when a
delay in their flight to Martinigue had meant thhhey missed the
afternoon boat to Ste Victoire, but Christina hérsad no regrets.
She had not the slightest objection to spendingesdime in

Martinique, even though she had resigned herséiiedact that there
would be insufficient time to pay a visit to Lesoils Hets, the
birthplace of the Empress Josephine of France.h@nmay to the
hotel, she had seen a large statue of the greatilad realised how
proud the Creoles were of their famous daughter.

Mrs Brandon had retired to her room and had cuatlyised that
Christina should do the same, but Christina kneat #he would
never rest. It was all too new and exciting, andfinst jet flight had
stimulated her rather than induced any signs daget

It was still very much a flight into the unknown &8 as she was
concerned. She still knew very little about Archalngnd its
inhabitants, and her diffident questions had meh Witle response
from Mrs Brandon. One thing she had elicited waat tfivien
Webster had been quite right when she had saidvthiatelle and her
sister had married two brothers. She had alsodeattmat Madeleine
Brandon and her husband had both died in a bo#atggdy a few
years earlier, although she was given no details.

One thing Christina had found out for herself wea Mrs Brandon
had not been unfair to herself when she mentiomeeddmper. After
only a day in her company in London, she had |lehthat the older
woman expected any service to be rendered both gilprand

perfectly. Otherwise, a thinning of her lips anslight spot of colour



In each cheek signalled storms ahead. She waslinghaicivil to
Christina, but various members of the staff botthatLondon hotel
and later at the airport had suffered under theplabkh of her tongue.
Christina decided wryly that Mrs Brandon had prdp&leen right to
warn her that a job as her companion would be necsire, but in
some ways this made her feel better about the whirlg. At least, if
she stayed, she would feel she was earning hey ssitee told herself
prosaically.

But her thoughts at the moment were far from pioshkife was
suddenly too golden, too full of promise for tHahad been real and
earnest, and might be again, but new she wasdiiedulge herself in
any fantasies that occurred to her. She could evestne wished,
change into one of the new bikinis in her casegandown to join the
sunbathers round the pool, just as if Aunt Gralser mousy little
goddaughter who had never worn anything more dattvag the
regulation one-piece swimsuit on the school unifdishhad never
existed.

Perhaps she didn't, she thought wonderingly. Perbfifalong that
had merely been a facade for this strange, excreature, enclosed
in her iridescent bubble of exhilaration. The thoiuipat all bubbles
burst eventually, she crushed down with determamatlifting her
face almost ecstatically to meet the sun.

One thing was certain. No matter what Mrs Brandad baid, she
was not going to spend the rest of the day shuhugpstuffy hotel
room. She had gathered from her employer thatsvisitMartinique
were rare, and she was going to make the mosibiie.

Half an hour later she was descending the widesdtathe foyer. She
had changed out of the trouser suit she had warth&flight, and
was wearing a brief scarlet cotton skirt, toppea@byhite shirt which
tied in a bow at the front of her waist, leaving hadriff bare. She
had experimented with her hair, tying it back vathbbon, and piling



it on top of her head, but had finally decidedeave it loose on her
shoulders, even though, she thought with a grimaogade her look
younger than ever.

She had shopped for her new clothes in London,lilegan the

choice offered by the boutiques and departmenestdt was such
fun for a change to be able to choose things bec#usy were
becoming, and not because they were classic siytesh would

‘wear'. Mrs Brandon, to her surprise, had encour&ge to pick gay
clothes and up-to-the-minute styles, but when Chasthad
mentioned that she was planning to visit the hbeguty salon to
have her hair cut and re-styled, her employer heslied an
implacable veto.

Christina supposed rather ruefully that she coakkhnsisted, but it
did not seem worth making a fuss over such a velgtunimportant
matter. Besides, Mrs Brandon's attitude had taken dback
somewhat. She would have supposed that Mrs Brawdaid prefer

her new companion to look slightly older and magndied without

a mass of hair hanging round her face, but it ptpifeChristina had
needed convincing, that her employer was not a wowtzo could

easily be summed up, or whose reactions to anytbmgd be

confidently predicted-

She had bought a small guide book at the receptsk, and decided
to confine herself to an exploration of Fort derféa Time did not
permit very much else, although she would havellikehave taken
one of the guided tours to Mount Pelee, and thebiyeaity of St
Pierre which the volcano had well-nigh destroyedrseventy years
before.

But Fort de France had plenty to offer in the wéysightseeing.
Christina was entranced by the houses with thewugint iron
grillework, so redolent of bygone eras when Crdmauties wore
high-waisted Empire line dresses, and cooled themselvith



embroidered fans rather than air-conditioning. Sbhared the
cathedral, and walked dreamily through the Savabkyvious of the
other tourists and their busy cameras.

The perfume shops on the Rue Victor Hugo lureditir parting
with yet more of her direly depleted stock of monayd she could
not resist buying a tiny doll in the traditionfdulard costume of
Martinique.

There seemed to be flowers everywhere. Bougaiavdied hibiscus
spilled from balconies in a riot of colour, andegtr sellers pressed
bunches of wild orchids and other exotic bloomé&ienas she walked
along. But she refused them smilingly, using haostgirl French. It
would bea shame to leave them behind to wither and die imttel,
she thought, and she could not imagine that Mran@ya would
happily accept the spectacle of her companion limgtie morning
boat, weighed down by flowers.

She was beginning to feel hungry and would hawedlido sample the
reality behind some of the delectable odours thdted from the

restaurants she passed, but Mrs Brandon had mabkartthat they
would be dining at the hotel in their suite, so skgretfully turned

her steps in the direction of the hotel. Or thousite did.

Somewhere along the line, the advice in her Igtlede book had
been misleading, she thought vexedly. Or, mordyjkehe herself
had simply taken a wrong turning. Certainly she hader seen this
particular street before, and ske”should have foumelf in the
square in the front of the hotel.

Biting her lip, she swung round, staring back trss/whe had come.
Don't be a fool, she adjured herself briskly, figta feeling of slight
panic. You're not lost. You just think you are. Gri¢he main streets
will be just around the corner, and you'll soon getir bearings
again.



But the corner merely led to another street, nagroeven and

shabbier than the one she had just left. The shawd@nre lengthening
now, and the tall houses with their crumbling stuseemed to crowd
in on her disconcertingly. A dog lying on its sideéhe shade lifted its
head and snarled at her, and she crossed the bgebleart beating a
little faster, to avoid it.

This is what happens, she scolded herself, trymgepgain her
confidence, when you overestimate your capabil#gs tourist. The
fairy-tale had suddenly degenerated into a nighgmarthis grimy
and unprepossessing place, and like a child, shedfcherself
wishing desperately for the fairy-tale again—for $iiken thread that
would lead her out of the labyrinth and to saféigck to the bright
streets and the scent shops and the flowers.

Her footsteps slowed as she gazed uncertainly droher.
Somewhere in one of the high shuttered liousekild was crying, a
long monotonous drift of sound that played uncotafolly on her
tautened nerves. There were other footsteps nowngosteadily and
purposefully along the street behind her, and stve @ short relieved
sigh. At last there was someone she could asksarsdy, even with
her limited French, she could make herself undedstand obtain
directions back to the hotel.

But even as she turned, the halting words diedeotifis. There were
three of them, youths of her own age or even dligiltunger. When
she stopped, they did the same. They stood a fevafeay from her,
their hands resting lightly on their hips, sileewen smiling a little,
and Christina knew she had never felt so frightedesdo helpless in
her life. For the first time since she had left timtel, she was acutely
conscious of the length of leg revealed by herts&id the expanse
of bare flesh between her shirt and the waistbdideoskirt.

It was a war of nerves that was being waged, sloagtht
despairingly, as they stood facing each other,shat didn't know



what else to do. Something told her that to makendor it would be
fatal. Besides, where could she run to? They weting off one of
her lines of retreat, and who knew what might ligh& end of the
other.

She tried to drag the rags of her courage aroundith@er chin, bluff
them into thinking she was unconcerned, but shewkbg the
widening grins on their dark faces that they westedeceived.

Someone had once told her that panic affectedhtwatt muscles,

making it impossible to scream, and she thougmmust be true,

because when the hand fell on her shoulder fronrmbdter, the cry

that welled up inside her found utterance only atrangled gasp.
The street dipped and swayed suddenly, and instahgtshe closed

her eyes. A man was speakingpatois,his voice resonant, slightly
drawling even. The fingers that gripped her shaulek like a vice.

When she opened her eyes again, the street indf¢m@r was empty
and the silence seemed to surge at her. She tuahedst
incredulously to look at the man standing behind He was tall, his
leanness accentuated by the lightweight tropidahguwore. His hair
was tawny, and there were lighter streaks in itr@htbe sun had
bleached it. His grey eyes looked silver againstdeiep tan, and his
firm, rather thin-lipped mouth looked taut, eithath anger or some
other emotion she could not comprehend. -

She wanted to thank him, and instead she said lyafidey've
gone.'

‘Naturally,' he said coolly. 'Are you disappointedris English was
faultless, without even a trace of an accent, bbaght in the few
seconds before the meaning of his words got throoidjier.

'You must be out of your mind!" she flared at him.



'I must?' His brows rose. 'And what about you—raggrtihe back
streets of a strange town? Do your parents knowewau are?"

'I'm not a child." Infuriatingly her voice, tremble And I'm here with
my employer.’

'‘Employer?' He studied her for a moment, and aestoliched his
mouth that flicked her, unaccountably, on the rdwy. apologies. |
didn't think you were old enough to be a—working.dut the way
you're dressed should have given me a clue, | sgpp&/hat are
you—an actress or a model?'

He was laughing at her. He had to be, althougltshkin't read even
the slightest trace of humour in his voice. Instg¢hdre was a cold
cynicism which chilled her.

'I'm a sort ©f secretary,' she said quickly, trytogstill her sense of
annoyance, reminding herself that she had to efgtao him. 'And
| ought to be getting back. I'll be missed by now.'

'l don't doubt it,' he said drily. 'Well, Miss Sanf- Secretary, and
what do your duties consist of, precisely? Cantype?'

‘A little," Christina said, her bewilderment incseay with every
moment that passed. After all, he had come todwaue of his own
volition. She hadn't even called for help, so whasvine behaving in
such a hostile manner?

'Only a little? But then | suppose your talentsllyebe in other
directions?'

For a moment, Christina remembered the advertisersiea had
drafted in her own mind days ago in the back kicbethe cottage,
and a rueful grin lifted the corners of her mouth.



'l suppose you could say that,’ she admitted, tieeh a distracted
glance at her watch. 'Heavens—the time! Ggp—would you be
kind enough to direct me to the Hotel de Beauhafhktihought | was
heading there, but | must have taken a wrong tgreamewhere.'

'What an admission,’ he said satirically. 'You knowu aren't
running true to type at all.' He put out lean brdwgers and cupped
her chin, lifting her face so he could study it marosely. The
Insolent assurance of his touch unnerved her, la@gesked her chin
away.

'Please don't do that," she said, making a pelbtemffort to stop her
voice from trembling again. 'l—I don't like to beuthed." She
hesitated. 'l know | should have said so beforé] don't know how
to thank you for—for coming along when you did.eblly was so
frightened. If you hadn't been there, I—I can'troeacontemplate
what might have happened.’

‘You'd have had your handbag snatched,' he infolreednockingly.
His smile widened, as her startled disbelievingegiéaw to his face.
'‘Poor Sort-of-Secretary. Expecting to be anothpe istatistic when
all they wanted was your money!'

Their eyes met and held. To her horror, Christeaised she was
near to tears. The, shock of her recent experieaapled with this
incomprehensible attitude on the part of the seangho had aided
her was having a devastating effect on her ematibfme than
anything else, she wanted the refuge of her hotehr

'l didn't know what to think." She lifted her chiwth unconscious
dignity. 'Situations like this are rather new to.ew, if you could
show me the way to the Beauharnais.'

‘Just follow the scent of affluence,' he advisad®aically. 'Actually
you're not too far away. You want the next leftntaog, and the



second right after that, but unless you know thieesé back streets
can seem like a maze. Next time you want to playigg stick to the
boulevards. At least the people you meet therekniw the rules of
the game.'

With a brief nod, he turned away and continued owrdthe street.
Christina watched him go, aware that her heart tvasping in an
erratic and totally unprecedented manned She tetdelf that she
was glad to see him go, to be free of that disadimgesilver gaze and
bewilderingly barbed tongue. She was thankful thathad not
offered to accompany her to the hotel, she tolddiedefiantly, and
if he had done so, she would have refused his.offer

No matter how odd his manner, his directions weassuringly
accurate, she found a few minutes later as shegeharto the square
and saw the opulent colonial lines of the Beauhaanfronting her.
She quickened her steps, instinct telling her et Brandon's rest
would have ended long ago and that her absencedwaye been
noticed.

She crossed th&ottoir quickly, swerving between the laughing
chattering groups of people making a more leisuretyrn to the
hotel for dinner, followed by an evening's ententaent. For a brief
moment she felt envy stir within her. Her time hexasSobrief, and
tomorrow she would set out for a very differentséaince on Ste
Victoire, with no very clear idea what, if anythirghe had to look
forward to. She shook her head impatiently, tostiagk her hair.
She mustn't think like that, she chided herselvds the chance of a
lifetime, and she was just allowing the afterno@exiserience to upset
her unduly. After all, here she was back safe aoad, with only her
pride bruised a little—and that was a condition Ishe learnedto live
with.

As she approached the hotel's imposing portico,nstieed that a
group of tourists had gathered at one side ofn, @ere obviously



watching something that was taking place in thelshat one of the
tall columns which decorated the entrance.

She hesitated for a moment, then deciding she naghivell be
hanged for a sheep as a lamb in the matter ofdaserthreaded her
way through the group to see what was intereshiagtall so closely.
It didn't at first glance seem to be too impressivéall, lanky Negro
with grizzled hair was crouching on the ground,stog what
appeared to be chicken bones in front of him. bntfrof him, a
matronly-looking woman with blue-rinsed hair was atsouching,
oblivious of the damage the dusty ground wasdamngnt expensive
suit. As Christina paused, she got to her feetsthng her skirt
almost absently, an expression of mingled alarmdeidht on her
plump good-natured face. She took the arm of a-drebsed man
standing behind her and they moved away. As thessquh her,
Christina heard the woman say, '‘But that was tamhazing, honey.
He knew everything ... Oh, she thought, as congnsion dawned, a
fortune-teller.

Momentarily, she lingered, waiting to see who hagtrclient would

be from the laughing jostling little throng thataunded him, but no
one seemed very willing to step forward. The martetaleaning his
back against the column, his calm liquid eyes ltangespeculatively

round the group as if there was all the time inwloeld. He made no
effort to tout for custom, Christina noticed cusbu With a feeling

of anti-climax she began to back away and to reamafelt someone
grasp her arm.

'‘Now then, little lady." A plump, bespectacled mamn brightly
coloured sports shirt and slacks beamed at hery tdim't you try
your luck?'

The people round him agreed enthusiastically andpite of her
protests, Christina found herself being pushedhédforefront of the
crowd. She was blushing with annoyance and emls=nest. She



wasn't altogether averse to having her fortunedaldl she knew—of
course she did— that it was all harmless fun, ygtesame time she
was reluctant to take part in what amounted toldipperformance.
It must be her day for finding herself in situasahat were none of
her making, she told herself philosophically as swuatted
obediently in front of the fortuneteller and addsane coins to the
battered tin at his side. She didn't know whatte-givhether or not to
extend her palm for him to read, but in fact hensse totally
oblivious of fier presence. All his attention seenh@ be concentrated
on the small pile of bones he was tossing in hredbaShe waited
rather uncomfortably, feeling that she was makirfga of herself
for the second time that day, and that she didvaott to be told that
she would soon make a long journey and meet asteakger. That
was the usual jargon, wasn't it?

The bones cascaded to the ground with heart-stgpgmddenness
and the man bent forward to examine them. Thereavaisg silence,

and Christina felt suddenly edgy. Oh, why coulta'tlo his spiel and
get it over with?, she wondered, visualising Mraigfon's reaction if
she were to emerge from the hotel and find herecmwmpanion sitting

around in the dust, waiting to hear details ofraaginary future.

'You must take caren'm'selle."The man's voice, suddenly hoars
and harsh, recaptured her wandering attentiore'levil. You must
beware—beware of the devil at Archangel.’

Abruptly he rose to his feet, snatching up the saarad the tin cup,
and walked off through the crowd, ignoring the gisainted protests
that followed him. Christina got to her feet, smong her skirt,
aware of the curious glances that were being diceat her. Her face
flaming, she almost ran to the hotel entrance, rf@n's words
sounding like a warning drum beat in her hedBeware—beware of
the devil at Archangel.’



She still had not fully recovered her composuraidna day when she
set out on the last lap of her journey to Ste \ietovith Mrs
Brandon. But, if she was honest, the fortune-tellas not wholly to
blame for this. Mrs Brandon had indeed been amgfint that she
had gone out— unaccountably so—and Christina haddderself
wilting under the lash of her tongue. Nor had aihglattempt to
describe her afternoon's ordeal and its strangenadith led to any
softening of her employer's attitude. Mrs Brand@hrbt hesitate to
imply that Christina had asked for everything shd got and more,
and when Christina had tried to tell her aboutfdreune-teller, she
had been imperiously waved to silence.

Dinner was an uncomfortable meal, with Mrs Brandwaintaining
an icy reserve which boded ill for the future. Bswnot as if her anger
had been roused by concern for Christina and thgatashe had been
in. It seemed simply to have been caused by the tfet her
instructions had not been obeyed to the letter.

Christina was thankful when she could at last wiiladto her own
room. She felt unutterably weary, but perhaps ptably, sleep
would not come. No amount of logical reasoning dadismiss the
chill of the fortune-teller's warning.

She told herself over and over again that he maat an accomplice
In the hotel who made it his business to acquamt Wwith details

about guests which he could use. And Mrs Brandos eviously

well-known at the Beauharnais. The very fact thati€tina was

travelling with her revealed that her destinaticasvArchangel, and
the man had simply been trying to give the crovairtmoney's worth
by introducing a touch of drama into a very prosdtication. It was
so simple, when she worked it out. Why, then, cotighe believe it?
She wished that she had been given the trite grediof wealth and
a handsome husband that she had originally envdséigeould have

been something to smile over in the months to come.



Instead, she was facing the journey ahead witlhaage reluctance,
unable to dismiss the murmurings of inner disquietas not simply
her discovery that Mrs Brandon's temper was alllse suspected,
and worse—she could have lived with that—but rathkrthe
unanswered questions she had pushed to the bdek afind in the
relief of having a job offered to her and some kafiduture to look
forward to. Again, she found herself wondering Wwigs Brandon
had come personally to England to seek her. Hdthhedter all, was
not good—far from it. As well as her arthritis, seeemed to be
taking a variety of tiny capsules for other purgyseand Christina
could not help suspecting that she had a bad hédnat was the
case, then why had she not appointed some kindesftaather than
put herself to all the trouble of a journey halfyweross the world?

She would have liked to tell herself that it wasnpassion and
kindness that had prompted the action, but she kihesvsuch a
conclusion would merely be an exercise in self-geoa.

She was forced, instead, to conclude that Mrs Brantthd some
urgent reason for wanting to look her future pretegver in person,
although she could not even hazard a guess as db thdit reason
could be.

But the feeling of elation that had gripped her lwar arrival in

Martinique was sadly lacking as she stood by thieofathe boat

which was taking her to Archangel and caught hst §limpse of Ste
Victoire. She was alone, Mrs. Brandon preferringetst in one of the
air-conditioned cabins, and so she had no one koeine her first
reactions to the place that was to be her home.

It was inevitably a nervous arrival. Christina'satievas frankly in
her mouth as she saw how the boat had to edgeayspast the
crippling reef to get into the calm waters of therddour, and she
remembered uncomfortably how Mrs Brandon had watmexdthat
they could be cut off in bad weather. It was Juo&,rand she had



read somewhere that summer was not the pleasae@stn in this
part of the Caribbean, with the possibility of hicaines ever- present.

She sighed impatiently. There was little point mmking like this.
She was just making herself miserable. She wasde#tn absurd
prediction, uttered to impress a crowd of credulmusists, prey on
her mind too much. After all, she had suffered nohthese qualms
back in England, when she could have retracteoefread wanted to.
And she hadalso discovered, on Martinique, thatghiling Paradise
could have its darker side, yet it would be foolishallow this to
outweigh all the other considerations. This, adlerwas where Aunt
Grace had wanted her to be, and she owed it tgdtenother at least
to try and give this new life a chance.

She lingered on deck as the boat docked, watchitfigf@scination as
the gangplank was run out and the freight and fassengers bound
for the island began to be disembarked. An opwantvas drawn up
on the quayside and a coloured man in a chauffearferm was
standing beside it, leaning against the bonnets@ma knew without
being told that this was the transport from Archelngnd she went
below to inform Mrs Brandon.

She was surprised and somewhat gratified to re¢ba/deginnings
of a wintry smile and even the command to seedhdhe luggage
was collected and taken up on deck was delivereceasonably
amiable tones. Perhaps Mrs Brandon was pleased twime and
would mellow accordingly, she thought optimistigalas she
supervised the transfer of their cases.

She accompanied the older woman down the gangptamkfully
avoiding any appearance of concern or the offdretp. When they
reached the quay, Mrs Brandon stood for a momdntevipped and
an expression of strain tautening her clear-cuufes, then she had
herself under control again and was leading theteasards the car.



The chauffeur snatched off his cap and came to theet, grinning
broadly. 'Welcome homey'dame—missy.'

'It's good to be back, Louis." Mxs Brandon relirslpead her cane to
him and climbed into the back of the car. Christivetched as the
chauffeur, in spite of the sticky warmth of the dayapped a silken
rug arqund her feet and legs.

‘You may travel in the frontmon enfant Airs Brandon decreed
autocratically, and Christina climbed obedientljoithe passenger
seat. It was very hot in the car and she would Hé&keel to have
wound down the window, but something warned heit tas
Brandon liked to travel in the equivalent of a Tigkkbath and that
she would do well to accept the situation. Anywsalge thought,
surreptitiously pushing her hair off the nape af ikeck, Ste Victoire
wasn't a very large island and they would soon beirg at
Archangel. She began to think longingly in termaathower and a
cool drink.

The harbour area of the island did not strike lsdoeing particularly
attractive—a cluster of whitewashed buildings withrrugated iron
roofs, many of which seemed to be in an advanced sf rust. The
streets leading away from the harbour were narrmhcaowded with
every type of traffic. A lot of people, Christinaticed, were riding
bicycles, many of them wobbling along precariouslith large
bundles on their heads or on the handlebars int fodnthem.
Pavement stalls heaped high with exotically coldufeuit and
vegetables threatened to spill into the road, &edet seemed to be
children and animals everywhere. She had to adntire
imperturbable skillwWith which Louis negotiated his route, but sh
had to breathe a silent sigh of relief when thensip was left
behind, and they emerged on to a wider, straigioi@d which they
seemed to have all to themselves.



But after they had been travelling a few minutelsristina realised
ruefully that width and straightness were its oatyibutes. In other
ways, it was little better than a dirt track withpgng potholes every
few yards, and although Louis restricted the st&chich they were
travelling to allow for this, not even the car'sdaous springing
could save them from being jolted.

The road began to climb quite steeply after a fel@snand Christina
could see the sea again in the distance, a degst@blue merging
unnoticeably with the sky. Shecaught her breathsabeauty, and
Louis grinned broadly as he caught a glimpse of&get face.

You wait, missy.'

They were passing through cultivated fields, whpesple were
working. Many of them straightened and waved asctdresped by,
and Christina had a vision of Mrs Brandon sittithgna in the back,
acknowledging the salutations with a regal movenwdriter hand,
but she did not dare to turn round to see if shenyggnt. She guessed,
however, that this was the edge of the plantatiat Mrs Brandon
had mentioned. The size of it frankly amazed h&et&hing away as
far as the eye could see, and interspersed witheskiof dwellings,
belonging, she surmised, to the plantation workexgas like a little
world within a world and Christina found herselfnad®ring whether
she would ever be familiar with all its workingsvegything—the
heat, the parched-looking ground, the vivid blossomthe trees and
shrubs that lined the road—seemed so alien somedftev the
gentleness of the English countryside. In spitthefneatness of the
cultivated acres, bisected by irrigation chanr@élgjstina had a sense
of wildness, of a landscape that had not and nevauld be
completely tamed.

She took a handkerchief, from her shoulder bag \aipkd the
perspiration from her forehead and upper lip. TAewas running
along at the side of the coast now, the road faiway unnervingly



to the silver beach far below. Christina gazed iogly at the
creaming surf curling softly on to the sands, andgined the faint
salt-laden breeze that would be blowing off the 3&a& heat insida
the car was beginning to make her head throb, la@avas aware of a
slight feeling of nausea. Surely the journey cotildake much
longer.

She leaned back against the padded seat, closireyég and trying
to ignore the frequent lurches as the car copedl tie uneven
surface of the road. Then, just as she thoughtwasegoing to be
forced to ask Louis to stop the car, the ordealectoran end. The car
slowed, turned sharply and settled on to a sutfaaiefelt as smooth
as silk after the horrors of the past few mileslf Hawillingly, she
opened her eyes and found that they were travedlidglenly under a
cool green arch of trees.

'‘Nearly home, missy." Louis' voice at her side wask and
reassuring and Christina realised gratefully theat discomfort had
been noticed. She could not repress g feeling oftement as the
seconds passed.

One last, deep bend and the house lay in frotesht shaded by tall
encircling trees. It was painted white, a long tstorey building with
a wide terrace running its full length on the grddloor and echoed
by the balcony with its wrought iron balustradesmlg the upper
rooms. In front of the house formal lawns, andwBo beds vibrant
with blossoms stretched away, and Christina notibatithere were
sprinklers at work. The car stopped at the fodhefterrace steps and
Christina saw that a tall woman was waiting atftbat door to greet
them. By her dark dress and spodess white aprengsessed she
was the housekeeper. She waited at the side afathe/hile Louis
helped Mrs Brandon out. The air was warm and filleth a dozen
pungent scents. Christina breathed deeply, feg¢hegtension that
had possessed her slowly draining away. She loakedt the
housekeeper and smiled rather shyly, but the otltoenan did not



respond. At closer quarters, Christina saw thasshéore the traces
of an earlier beauty, although her face was hagged, the
cheekbones prominent under the coffee-coloured skin.

'‘Ah, Madame Christophe.' Her cane firmly graspeds Brandon
began a slow ascent of the wide shallow steps upederrace. 'ls
everything well?'

‘Very well, madame the housekeeper replied in a low voice. 'The
have been no difficulties.’

Mrs Brandon paused on the terrace to regain heatlbrand then
gestured towards Christina who was following in eke with
Louis, who was carrying their cases.

‘This is Miss Bennett, Madame Christophe. You nem@imy cable?'

‘A room has been prepared for her.' Madame Cluid's dark eyes
surveyed Christina indifferently. 'Welcome to Arogal,
mademoiselle."

Turning, she led the way into the house. The en&dnall was large
and square with a floor coolly tiled in blue ancegn mosaics.
Christina saw that the principal rooms all seensepien off this hall,
and glancing up she saw that the first floor atsuktthe form of a
gallery. At the foot of the stairs and dominatihg tall was a large
statue in marble. Christina gazed at this wondéyirigwas a statue
of a young man wearing armour and wielding a bussiliee-looking
spear with which he seemed about to kill some g&awinged
creature lying at his feet. The young man hims&b gpossessed
wings, she saw, a splendid pair, tipped with gold.

‘That is our protectomademoiselle-St Michael the Archangel, for
whom the plantation is named." Mrs Brandon's veves cool and
slightly amused.



'l see,' Christina said quite untruthfully.

Mrs Brandon smiled. 'l did tell you there was argtabout it, did |
not? It dates from the seventeenth century whefirgtdamily built
a house here and began to grow sugar. It wasaak $hbour in those
days, you understand. Well, one batch of new slbvasght disease
with them. It spread over the island like wildfiréike the plague, it
was. People were dying like flies. No remedy, -necpution seemed
able to check it. So, as a last resort you mighttee islanders turned
to prayer and to St Michael—they were all of theh©hc faith in
those days.'

‘And did it work?' Christina asked. 'And why St Mae| anyway?"

'‘Because when plague had ravaged Italy duringehesyof the Early
Church, the Archangel was said to have appeared ohurch in
Rome sheathing his sword as a sign that the plaguéd end.' Mrs
Brandon's tone was bored.

'Did the same thing happen here?'

‘There was no apparition, but the plague vanishmdst overnight.
The islanders declared it was a miracle, and sthe¢ time the
plantation has been called Archangel in honourtdfliShael. It is a
tradition we have maintained. The statue is vedy tilwas brought
from France as a private thanksgiving by the famMrs Brandon
spoke as if she had learned her lines from a goidé of doubtful
validity.

They moved past the statue and up the stairs. Maaddn halted
when they reached the gallery. 'Show Mademoiselléar room,
Madame Christophe. | am going to rest. Tell Eul&idring me a
tray of iced coffee in an hour's time.'



Christina followed the housekeeper's erect figuomagthe gallery
and through an archway. This led, she discovered) the main part
of the house to a wing running towards the rearo Twrds of the
way along the wide corridor, Madame Christophedubliefore a pair
of louvred double doors which she pushed open.

Christina gazed almost unbelievingly at the roorthini The walls
and ceiling were a warm, vibrant honey colour, the rest of the
decor—carpet, silk curtains and hangings —were ream. Her
immediate impression was that it was all much toaifious for a
hired companion who might not even be going to.stay

‘Mademoiselle does not care for the ,room?' Mad@hméstophe had
noticed her instinctive hesitation.

'On the contrary." Christina made a little helplgssture. 'It's-the
most beautiful room | ever saw in my life. But ddésdame—I mean
Mrs Brandon really intend it for me?"

The housekeeper gave her a calm, rather reprowoig IShe leaves
such details as the allocation of rooms to me,'sshe with a faint
shrug. 'But | can assure you she would approvehnyce. Louis has
brought up your cases. | will send Eulalie to urkpiac you.'

'‘Oh, no—thank you,' Christina said hastily. 'I'élhg rather do that
for myself. [—always have.'

Madame Christophe gave her an enigmatic look, timered to leave.

'But circumstances change, can they hst® remarked over her
shoulder. 'Perhaps Mademoiselle should also beaprdo change
with them.'

The door closed quietly behind her, leaving Chrestiin sole
occupation of her new domain. Her clothes, shedaekcafter a hasty
inspection, would occupy about a fifth of the row louvred



wardrobes which occupied the length of one walle$&isiwho usually
stayed in this room probably brought with them amire Paris
collection rather than two small suitcases. A doorthe corner
revealed a small but well equipped bathroom tifeghde green, and
for the next half hour Christina revelled in theosler she had
dreamed of, then, wrapped in one of the enormouk bheets
provided, padded around putting her clothes awdlyardrawers and
cupboards, and setting out her scanty array ottt@s in the
bathroom.

Her task completed, she dressed in a chocolates@malenim dress
with a low back and a halter neckline, and stilldbaot walked out
through the French doors on to the balcony. Toldfera graceful
flight of wrought iron steps led downwards so ttie occupants of
the rooms in this wing could reach the garden belatvout having
to go through the house. Certainly, it was a bagginough esettle
that met her eyes. An attractively paved patiodalw, with a long
rectangular swimming pool as its focal point. Beydine patio more
lawns spread away to become eventually lost inngléa riot of
greenery and flowering bushes, which Christina gegsnarked the
limits of the garden proper. Beyond this barriez shuld see the sea.

She wanted very much to go down the steps and exploe

grounds—to see if there was a way through the $lemybto the
beach, but she hesitated. After all, Mrs Brandoghtnsend for her,
and if she was missing- and no one knew where skehiawould

cause problems. And as if to make up her mind éor & telephone
buzzed sharply in the room behind her. Christindkeda quickly

back into the bedroom and over to the elegant dedable and lifted
the receiver.

'Hello,' she said. 'Christina Bennett.'



There was someone there, because she could heabtaathing—a
light shallow breath as if whoever it was had beerrying. But they
did not speak.

After a minute, Christina said sharply, 'Yes? W&d,iplease?'

No one replied, but Christina thought she deteatsahothered laugh,
as if the alarm in her voice had been registeredagpreciated. She
felt her temper rise.

'‘Will you please stop playing games and tell metwhia you want,'
she said very distinctly into the living silencadanearly jumped out
of her skin as a peremptory tap sounded on theobeddoor.

She swung round with a gasp, still holding thegietae receiver as
the door opened. She was confronted by a girlmath older than
herself. She was dazzlingly lovely with dark haadaeyes, and the
same smoothcafe au laitskin as Madame Christophe. In fact
Christina thought instinctively, she was the imafjevhat Madame
Christophe must have been like at the same age.

The girl smiled—a formal, perfunctory smile revegliwhite and
even teeth. 'lf Mademoiselle would care to desctade is tea in the
library. Or would you prefer me to bring a trayytmu here?’

'‘No—oh, no," Christina said hastily. 'I'll come dawou —you must
be Eulalie.' '

‘That is so." The dark eyes surveyed Christina afelved
guestioningly as she was holding the telephone ivece
'‘Mademoiselle desired something?'

'‘No—someone phoned me, but they won't answer.'s@mai felt
foolish.



‘May I?' Eulalie held out her hand and Christinthvai feeling of faint
helplessness handed her the receiver.

Eulalie listened for a moment, then turned to Qimds 'There is no
one there nowmademoiselleThis is the house telephone. It is easy
one hurries to dial a wrong number.’

'‘But why didn't they say so?' Christina felt thae shad been put
subtly in the wrong. 'They just wouldn't speaklatliawas horrid.'

‘Mademoiselle must have imagined it," Eulalie sadlly. 'There is
no one in the house who would do such a thing.'

She turned and walked to the door, obviously expgthat Christina

would follow her. Christina snatched up a pairafdheeled sandals
In natural leather and thrust them awkwardly oheo feet. She felt
gauche and confused. She knew she had not imatjieedalice she

had sensed at the other end of the phone, butahatva loss to know
what could possibly have inspired it.

As she followed Eulalie's studiedly graceful figateng the corridor
towards the main, staircase, she searched in vaiacime topic of
conversation. Her position in the household wasigudus. At the
moment, she supposed she was a guest, but no theustaff were
perfectly aware that she had come here ultimatelydrk. Perhaps
someone had recognised the difference in the waywsis being
received, compared with the rest of the staff, eesknted it. But
who? So far,-she had only met Louis and Madames@ipihe—and
now Eulalie. She could not imagine either of thstfiwo indulging in
spiteful tricks, while it was physically impossildle Eulalie to have
telephoned her. It was disturbing to realise ti& Isad recognised
almost at once that the other girl would be quateable of the action.

And yet Christina could think of no possible motivéor her or for
anyone else.



As they descended the stairs, the tall figure d¥lighael, the gilded

wings gleaming in the sunlight, loomed up in frohthem. Christina
paused for a closer look at the statue. Somewhagrtsurprise, she
saw that the winged creature at the angel's festneaa dragon as
she had supposed at first glance, but seemed ® $@mwme human
characteristics. It was quite repulsively ugly, sleeided, wrinkling

her nose.

Eulalie had crossed the hall by this time and wasdng impatiently
at a door on the other side, obviously waiting@bristina to join her.
Christina thrust her hands into the slanting pccket her skirt and
nodded towards the carved figures.

‘Do tell me,' she invited with a fair attempt adoniciance, ‘who is the
downtrodden gentleman?'

Eulalie's eyebrows rose and she spared the staiwesary glance as
if she could not understand anyone taking an istenesuch a thing.
But before she could reply, another voice brokdimoice, instantly

recognisable, . which sent the blood racing intoistina's face and
curled her hands into fists inside the concealinckpts.

'‘Why it's the devil, my sweet. The devil himself.'

She forced herself to turn. He was standing jusidan the front
entrance. He was casually dressed this time indfald@mims and a
blue shirt that hung open to the waist, but shelevbave known him
anywhere. Those incredible silver eyes of his seetnde dancing
with unholy amusement as he looked her over froadhe foot.

'Who else did you expect it to be?' he said gently.



CHAPTER THREE

CHRISTINA stared at him unbelievably, unable to break thense
which seemed to drag endlessly between them. Qhalpeople in
the world that she had to find waiting for her de Sictoire, he had
seemed the most unlikely. She had never imagineen dor a
moment, that she would see him again, and sheohadinit honestly
that she hadn't wanted to see him either. Sherletito be grateful
for what he had done for her, yet his whole atgtihd made her
seethe with resentment when she considered it katehe time she
had been too distressed to consider the implicatioihis words, but
that evening in the hotel, burning under Mrs Brarslalispleasure,
they had returned to anger her as she sat in hiargeoom trying to
read a paperback novel she had brought with hehaddreated her,
she thought, as if she had been tried and founlygtdis whole
attitude had suggested that her purpose for bailgrtinique at all
was dubious in some way. But above all he had linddrall her
own doubts and uncertainties, making her feelshatwas a parasite,
dependent for her very livelihood on a rich-womaviism. Her peace
of mind had been precarious up to then, but heghaah it a further
jolt, and for that she could not forgive him.

‘You're very silent, Miss Sort-of-Secretary,' hes@tyed mockingly.
'l hope no further disasters have come your wagesime last met.
Your honour—and your money—still intact?'

Christina lifted her chin defiantly. His appearaaoel the way he had
strolled in uninvited suggested that he was a eggulsitor at
Archangel, and she knew it would be more tactfucémceal her
hostility, but something in his words flicked her the raw.

Her glance and her voice were cold and unsmilinghassaid, "Thank
you—yes. How kind of you to ask.'



His eyebrows rose. 'A touch of English frost. Ppsha cup of
English tea will thaw it. | presume you are on youay to the
library?'

It was on the tip of her tongue to deny it ande@&tiback upstairs to
the comparative sanctuary of her room, but shercted the
impulse, aware that Eulalie was still standing bg tibrary door
listening with astonishment to this interchangehié ran away now,
she would simply make herself ridiculous, she tlidugnd forced
herself to walk , casually across the expanseezfrging mosaic. She
was acutely conscious all the time that his eyagwpon her.

The library was a charming room, if Christina haib in the mood
to appreciate it. It was square and low- ceilingedh a Persian
carpet. Three of its walls were occupied by shebfebooks from
floor to ceiling. The remaining wall was glass—ftatench windows
standing open to catch the breeze from the gatoleysnd. A cream
leather chesterfield with matching deep armchasireen drawn up
in front of the windows and a low table placedront of them. On
this had been placed a tray, complete with sileapot and hot water
jug, and delicate china cups. Christina observel aisinking heart
that the tray had been laid for two people.

She glanced instinctively over her shoulder and saWwer dismay
that he had followed her in from the hall and wabe act of closing
the doors. He caught her glance and smiled unpidgsas if he
could read her thoughts.

'‘Milk but no sugar, please,' he said sardonically.

Christina flushed and turned hurriedly to busy BEmsith the teapot.
It was obviously a very old one and very heavyn#tde her wrist
shake and she found to her annoyance that sheplesihed tea into
the saucer and on to the tray. She bit her lip; warch aware that her



unwanted companion was shaking his head as heroplaed her
handiwork.

‘That won't do at all, Miss Sort-of-Secretary. Ybluéve to take some
lessons before you pour tea for Tante. She's iedtlio be—fussy
about these things and make her views known. Omn'thacbu
noticed?'

Christina set down the teapot with a jerk. One wad registered
with her. She moistened her lips. '"You say "Tante& you—is she

'I'm afraid so," he said too gently. 'l supposs thias good a time as
any for formal introductions. I'm Devlin Brandon—yoemployer's
nephew.'

'l see,' Christina said numbly, after a brief ajguhtilence.

Devlin Brandon produced a battered packet of chiefoom his shirt
pocket and lit one. Those strange silver eyeseghitt as he watched
her.

''ve obviously been an unpleasant surprise to'yw,.commented
coolly. 'Would it be any comfort if | said you'd used a similar
reaction in me?"

Her head came up indignantly. 'l don't see why.'

'‘No?' His smile was abstracted as he studied thwiigd) tip of his
cheroot. '‘But then you haven't explained to mys&attion why Tante
should need the services of a—sort- of-secretary.'

'‘Perhaps you'd better ask her that." Christina @dkm grip on
herself and poured tea into the second cup witmaishap. She
offered it to him. 'And | wish you wouldn't keeplloag me that!"



'l can hardly address you as "Hey you",' he poiot#d'lt wouldn't be
civil.'

Christina picked up a plate of macaroons and affénese in turn. 'l
wouldn't have thought civility would have been a&arconcern of
yours, Mr Brandon,' she said sweetly, and felt bad scored a
victory.

But he appeared totally undisturbed, leaning badksaease in the
armchair, his long legs stretched out in front mh.nHe was even
smiling slightly.

'So the kitten has claws,' he observed. 'l advae tp keep them
sheathed. There's only room for one tigress inghirsicular jungle,
as you may find to your cost. And I'm waiting.'

'For what?'
'For you-to tell me your name and what you're ddiecg.’

Christina hesitated. Every instinct urged her tbhen that it was
none of his business, and yet how did she knovag mot? He was a
Brandon after all, and she could not be sure wisapdsition in the
family was.

'‘My name is Christina Bennett,' she said eventuslig very stiffly.
‘And Mrs Brandon has employed me to be her seg¥etanpanion.’

'Is that a fact?' he said softly.

She stared at him. "You—you sound as if you dagliebee me. Why
else should | be here?'

‘That's what I'm asking myself.' He drew briefly thie cheroot, then
stubbed it out in an onyx ashtray on the tableontfof him. 'But at
the moment I'm not getting any satisfactory answers



Christina returned her cup to the tray with a elattl think you're
being rather ridiculous,’ she said sharply.

'‘Am |?' He gave a twisted smile. '‘Now then, Miss—eBennett.
You've met my aunt. Does she really strike yolhassort of woman
with the slightest need for a female companion?'

Christina wound her fingers round each other inlapr 'l suppose
that depends on the kind of duties she expects.'

‘And precisely what duties do you foresee yourpetforming?' he
drawled.She paused. 'We haven't discussed themyigraat depth
... she began.

He snorted. 'That | can well believe. Tell me, MB&nnett, have you
ever held a similar position?'

‘Yes, | have.' Christina faced him defiantly. 'l-héve worked for
my—aunt for several years in that capacity.'

'‘And you feel that qualifies you to work for minehe said
expressionlessly. 'You are either very naive, MBsnnett, or
extremely clever. | wonder which it is.’

Christina gasped. 'And you are very insulting, Miaflon," she
retorted. 'lIf your aunt considers my qualificatiandficient, surely
that's enough?' She got to her feet. 'If you'llusecme...'

'Sit down,' he said curtly. 'l haven't finishedwytou yet.'

She sent him a glittering smile. 'How unfortun3tet I, Mr Brandon,
have finished with you. Obviously you find me urable for this
post—although I'm at a loss to understand why ...'

‘At a loss?' he interrupted decisively. '‘My goodd;htake a look at
yourself.'



Before she could move, he had risen to his feetrd'fwas a small
table on a graceful pedestal just to the righhefdoor, with a mirror
in an elaborately gilded frame hanging just abovBevlin Brandon
took Christina by the shoulders and turned herilitydo face this

mirror. She was shocked by her own reflection—disled hair,

flushed cheeks and blazing eyes. She looked likgdathing, and it

was all the fault of this—creature whose fingergeneruising her
flesh with their grip. He was holding her againghhand she could
feel his skin against her bare back. A weird shiagr through her,
and she struggled to release herself.

'‘Be still,’ he ordered curtly, 'and just ask yoifrsehat possible
companionship a girl of your age and appearancddcofier a
woman like my aunt.'

'‘Perhaps, Mr Brandon, she doesn't feel quite réadhe scrapheap
yet,' Christina fired back. 'She wants someone gabout her—she
told me so.'

‘And you were so fired by the thought of a glamardite in the
Caribbean that you leapt at the job, naturally.’

For a moment, she was tempted to tell him the 4ruth confide in
someone all the doubts and fears that had besdiuteshe crushed it
down. If that was what he wanted to think, let hishe thought
savagely. Why should she care?

'Of course.' She managed a careless laugh. 'WhidwtiuBut don't
think for one moment that | was misled. Mrs Brangomted out all
the disadvantages to me.’

'‘And all the advantages—what did she say about tifeamything?'
He let her go, and turned away with a weary gestaéking over to
the window and staring out at the gardens.



‘They speak for themselves,' she returned defdgsider shoulders
were tingling from the pressure of his hands, ame moved them
protectively under the straps of her dress.

He glanced at her over his shoulder and she wisdlinew at the
lines of bitterness and cynicism that stampeddus f

'‘Perhaps they do at that—even for a child of y@e. at must take
something to persuade you to shut yourself up imeti@is forgotten
world with an autocratic old woman who has yetéacbnvinced that
slavery has been abolished.’

‘That's an abominable thing to say about anyorejstiha said, her
voice shaking. 'And about your own aunt...'

'‘Doesn't it fit in with your romantic notions ofgpitation life? Or did
you visualise us all sitting round on the terragepisg Planter's
Punch in happy amity?' He shook his head. 'Donddaeived by the
name, Miss Bennett. It's no Paradise and thera@m@ngels living
here.'She was thankful for the sudden opening ef dbor. She
imagined it would be Eulalie. But it was not.

He was, she decided later, her own age or eventlgiigpounger. His
good looks were breathtaking—black hair and dalwing eyes,
and a mouth with more than a hint of sensualitiggrfull lower lip.

He was dressed for riding, his clothes immaculai boots highly
polished.

He said directly to Christina very charmingly, 'ltoo late—you've
had tea, and | did mean to be back. Please fomgeel'm Theo
Brandon.’

His eyes went past her and narrowed slightly s tvas displeased.

'Hello, Dev.'



Devlin Brandon gave him a dispassionate nod. H&, Salhat's this
strange passion for tea, Theo? It didn't used tmleeof your failings."'

Theo shrugged, his eyes going frankly to Christinhjst wanted to
welcome our guest.'

'‘Guest?' Devlin's eyebrows rose. 'l understoodhsitecome here to
work.'

Theo gave an impatient gesture. 'Oh, | daresaydsrarere will find
her something to do if she gets bored, but the igléor her to have a
complete rest in the sun.' He sent Christina a syhgtic glance.
‘She's had rather a tough time lately—a family &esenent.'

'l see.' Devlin's breath was expelled in a shatslh sigh. 'In which
case | could have saved myself quite a lot of timulile walked
briskly to the door, then paused. 'When Tante éasvered from the
journey, you can tell her, if you will, that a degtion from the Island
Committee would like to see her—at her convenienagyrally.’

‘Do you think it will ever be convenient?' Theodsaiith a faint grin.

'‘Probably not, but | was asked to pass on the rgesskéheo sat down
on the arm of one of the chairs, flicking at hissbwith his riding

whip. 'And will you be a member of this deputatioh@ inquired

softly.

'Of course.' He turned to leave, without sparingtiaer glance for
Christina. Her temper rose. This man could do vatlhesson in
ordinary manners!

'‘Goodbye, Mr Brandon,' she said clearly and vergedly.



'l understand the sentiment, but it's a little exte,' he flung back at
her over his shoulder. 'No doubt we shall see mafreeach
other—during your holiday.'

Not if I can help k, Christina thought, smouldermgh fury as the
door shut behind him. She found Theo regardingahér a curious
expression, and flushed slightly.

‘Do you find him attractive?' Theo asked with whklae thought was
deliberate outrageousness.

'‘No, | don't,’ she snapped, then paused, guitdglising that they
must be related. 'l—I'm sorry. | didn't mean ...’

'‘No,' he said, and he was laughing. 'Don't spoilYibur natural
reaction was perfect. Devlin would be really puivdaf he knew. He
regards himself as being quite a lady- killer, yowolwk. Women
generally seem to find him irresistible." What Imesbeen saying to
upset you?'

His bone structure was pretty near flawless, shendoherself
thinking bewilderedly. He would have been beauiffitthadn't been
for that very positive air of masculinity.

'‘Oh, nothing very much,' she said, striving to rte@mher precarious
poise and hoping that he was not aware of her geu¢ie seemed
very sophisticated for his age. 'We —we'd met @efgou see.’

He looked up at her as if he was startled, frowmititgfle. 'When was
this? Does Grand'mere know?"'

'‘No,' Christina admitted. 'l did try to tell heytishe was rather angry
with me at the" time, and she didn't want to listen



Theo smiled, but rather abstractedly. 'Poor Cimast+ J | may call
you that?—did she give you a hard time?"

Christina shook her head constrainedly. 'I'm—useglderly ladies.’

‘Well, I'm not angry with you, I'm all agog. Whermdiou meet dear
Cousin Dev, and what did he do to annoy you?'

Christina bit her lip. 'As a matter of fact, he wasgery kind,' she was
forced to admit. 'He came along quite by chancermtheas on the
point of being—mugged, | suppose, or something ewefs
Martinique yesterday. There were three of themwh#n he came,
they just— vanished.’

'‘And were you very frightened?' Theo asked gehtlwas smiling
again, and his eyes were very brilliant as they hels.

'Yes—terrified.' Christina relieved those tense reata in the back
streets of Fort de France with a shudder. 'l didriwv, you see, what
was going to happen.’

‘And then along came dear Cousin Dev like Sir LaotEd heo threw
back his head and laughed joyoudBjeu, | wish I'd been there!"

'He didn't behave in the least like Sir LancelGhristina retorted
hotly. 'His attitude was most unpleasant. He tckate as if |
was'—she paused and a phrase of Aunt Grace's dloate her
mind—'no better than | should be.'

'‘Oh?' Theo watched her speculatively through mg lashes. 'Did he
try and get you drunk—or did he just offer you ghtiof sin aboard
his boat?'

'‘Nothing of the kind," Christina said stiffly. 'Adddidn't even know
he had a boat.'



'Oh, but he has—an absolute beauty. I'm wildly easi But you'd
better be careful, sweet Christina. I'm told itle setting he usually
uses for his seductions—that or his beach cabin.’

'I'm really not very interested in Mr Brandon's aoma exploits,'
Christina said coolly. She gave Theo an uncertaoR.|'Did you say
he was your cousin?'

'l call him that." Theo gave a negligent shrug.'sHactually my
uncle—but I'm sure he wouldn't appreciate it itdreed addressing
him as such. I might do it, though, to punish hine+Heing unkind to
you.'

'Please, no!" Christina was appalled. 'He—he jostd't approve of
my being here, for some reason. Perhaps when bétssd can work
with Mrs'Brandon, his attitude will change.'

'Did he know who you were in Martinigue—when hefpened his
daring rescue?' Theo inquired.

'‘No." Christina shook her head. 'In fact he gawe ithpression he
thought my employer was a man.'

'‘How very piquant.' Theo's eyes danced. 'And sa@drmaes sailing
peacefully home to find you here. He must have bew®rst
disconcerted.’

'l don't really see why. After all, | was expectbty. room was ready,
and you obviously knew | was coming.'

‘Grand'mere sent a cable, naturally, but Dev wduldave seen it. He
doesn't live at the house, you see.'

'‘Oh?' Christina was conscious of a feeling of puofbrelief. Having
to share the same roof and meal table with a masevavery remark



seemed barbed had not been an enticing prospgachd&ioe now she
would not have to see anything of him after all.

‘You're glad?' Theo's voice, faintly teasing, id&d on her thoughts
and she coloured.

'l have no right to be anything of the sort," shid $rankly. 'l ought to
remember that he did rescue me.’

Theo yawned slightly. "Well, don't let it keep yawake," he advised.
‘It may not have been quite the daring deed it seleat the time.
They were quite probably friends of his, and thatly they made off
in such a hurry. Dev keeps some pretty peculiarpaom at times,
and his own past doesn't bear looking into. Thess aven a time
when people said he should have been christened iDstead of

Devlin.’

The room seemed to perform a sudden, sickeningafideChristina

felt herself totter on legs that were too weakupport her. When she
regained her control, she was sitting on the chiesite being urged

by Theo to put her head down on her knees.

'I'm sorry." She put her hand on her forehead. 'Ha-dtill getting
acclimatised. It must be the heat... | think 18l gp to my room for a
while.'

‘That's a good idea.' Theo sprang to his feet, @aded his hand
under her elbow to assist her. 'Lie down for &elitthile and you'll
soon feel better. | think Cook is laying on someghispecial for
dinner tonight in your honour, and it would be tca you weren't
well enough to come down.’

'Oh, but she shouldn't,’ Christina exclaimed inrdss. 'I'm here to
work, after all. | really am.’



Theo's hand felt warm and solicitous on her arrmeguided her to
the door. 'Of course you are,' he said soothir8lyt there'll be plenty
of time for that. Grand'mere wants you to get towrus, to enjoy
yourself.'

He would have accompanied her up to her room, teiassured him
she could manage, and he stood at the foot oftéirs svatching her

go up.

When she reached the gallery, she turned and sohdled at him a
little uncertainly. He held her eyes with his folbag moment, then
lifted his hand with infinite grace to his lips abl&w her a kiss.

Her cheeks hot, Christina turned suddenly away.oTpessessed
altogether too much charm, she told herself waiyir$he would do
herself no good at all if immediately on her arfrigaArchangel she
was to embark on a flirtation with her employerangison.

She tried to rest, but sleep eluded her. Her hehidled with a
multitude of disturbing impressions, and foremdsthese was the
warning she had received from the for- tune-tefiBeware of the
devil at Archangel.At least now, she knew who the devil was an
had decided for herself, even before his identig been revealed,
that he was someone best avoided. His own ovetitityolsad taught
her that.

If it hadn't been for that, she thought, it couévé been quite easy to
rationalise what had happened. The fortune-telierkmown that she
was accompanying Mrs Brandon as she had workeg@reutously.
Therefore he would also know of Devlin Brandon ahts
reputation— and the nickname that had been bestawdudm and
would naturally have woven these elements int@hasliction to give
them weight. It was a perfectly acceptable explandbr everything
that had happened—so why could she not wholly actep



It was because there had been something so strantpe man's
manner—as if he had been genuinely alarmed by Wwhataw, or
claimed to see, in the chicken bones. And thendrkedisappeared,
even though there was still a crowd of potentientk waiting.

She had already dismissed the notion that Deviam&on might have
hired the man himself in order to frighten her &ffwas obvious he
had had no idea who she was when he met her onniMdae, and
Theo had confirmed that he had no means of knowiogut her
appointment until he had arrived at the housedhwt Besides, it was
a strange sort of contempt, but not menace, tleassbmed to detect
in his attitude.

He had decided that she was a parasite preying higaunt's good
nature, she told herself bitterly, and wondered whgt bitterness
should also contain a trace of despondency. Sahsywas not going
to let his opinion trouble her? He knew nothing w@bber or the
circumstances in which she had come to Archangel.

She closed her eyes firmly, trying to dismiss thage of that tanned,
utterly cynical face from her mind. She would indé&&ware of him,
she told herself, and with the thought came onceentibat soft,
troublous shiver as she seemed to experience #wgainmard grip of
his hands on her skin and that fleeting contadt ¢ warm body.

She sat up suddenly, pushing her hair back fronfdus, a feeling

akin to panic seizing her. Where was her imagimaleading her?
She was thinking like a hysteric. She had beenhedidoy men

before—she'd even been kissed with varying degreesthusiasm

and had responded, or'not, as the mood took hey.tWén was she
reacting like this? Almost dazedly she recalledt thize had told

Devlin Brandon on Martinique that she did not likebe touched.

What had possessed her to say such a thing? Ye& bken

frightened, but not witless. Had she, then, beantgd some curious
foreknowledge of what this man could make her ifide® chose?



With a little cry she turned and flung herself doam her stomach,
burying her face in the pillow and pressing herdsaover her ears as
if by this means she could shut out the clamouresfthoughts.

If she had to indulge in erotic daydreams, shedhotiercely, then
why couldn't she focus them on Theo, blessed waitmfore than his
fair share of devastating good looks and charm?sBetknew the
answer to that question almost before it was foateal in her mind.
Theo, for all his veneer of sophistication, wadl stiboy. Devlin

Brandon, on the other hand, was all man and haolapip been so
since his cradle.

Stop it—stop it! she raged at herself. It was usel® think in that
way, and what was more, it was dangerous too. Hehga enemy,
and he despised her. She must never lose sighosé facts.

There was a tap at the door, and Eulalie appeared.

'‘Madame is awake and asking for you,' she annoumdgédtbut
preamble.

'l see.' Christina scrambled off the bed and rechédveher dress. 'Can
you show me where her room is?"

The other girl shrugged. 'l cannot be too longavéawork to do,' she
said abruptly.

'l won't be a minute.' Christina stepped into hesd and closed the
zip, aware as she did so that her slender figure beang rather
contemptuously assessed by Eulalie, whose own hadybuilt on
gracefully voluptuous lines. Christina tried to appunconscious of
her regard as she donned her sandals and ran atboooigh her
tangled hair. 'I'm ready,' she said, turning awaymf the mirror.
Eulalie did not reply, but led the way out of tli®m and along the
corridor to the main gallery.



Mrs Brandon's suite led directly off the gallenhr(Stina discovered.
It consisted of a large bedroom, charmingly furadliil the Empire

style in shades of blue and white, with an adjgnoathroom and
small sitting room,, in which the main item of filtme seemed to be
a baby grand piano. A small brocaded sofa withegilitgs had been
drawn up to the window, and here sat Mrs Brandbieady dressed
for dinner in royal blue chiffon, occupied with serambroidery. An

inlaid table had been placed at her side and eanréposed a small
silver bell, and a crystal decanter of pale sheitl two glasses.

Mrs Brandon looked round and smiled as Christinacked and
entered.

'Sit down,mon enfantYou are rested now?"
Christina smiled and agreed. It seemed the edhiegtto do.

'l should have changed for dinner—I'm sorry," sip®l@gised,
looking down rather ruefully at the chocolate- eoked dress.

'It is of no moment. It is hardly likely that youowld beau fait with
our ways on your first evening." Mrs Brandon inelinher head
graciously in acknowledgment of the apology. 'Besjdthe little
frock is quite charming.'

Christina was slightly embarrassed by the compliméfny were all
the Brandons quite so overwhelming, she wondensd waould she
ever get over this feeling of inadequacy? Deterdijneshe took
herself in hand. It washer turn to be admiring. MBsandon's
needlework was exquisite.

‘Thank you.' The older woman's smile was tingeth wielancholy. 'l
have much to be thankful for. At least my handswbrk for me as
they always did.'



Christina bent her head sympathetically. It mustagenising, she
thought, for such a proud, independent woman td herself the
victim of a crippling disease like arthritis. Sheuhd herself
wondering at the same time why Mrs Brandon did tnavel to

America or Europe and take advantage of the |atestments.

Mrs Brandon folded her work and placed it on theda

‘You may pour some sherry,” she directed, noddowatds the
decanter. Christina complied, although dry sherag wot a particular
favourite of hers. However, she had to acknowlatigé some form
of stimulant would be welcome.

Mrs Brandon accepted the glass from her and heala i¥otre sante,’
she said kindly. 'Tell me, Christina, what are yaupressions of
Archangel? Do you think you will be happy to settkre?’

Christina did not know how to reply and took refugea barely
audible murmur which appeared to satisfy her engloy

'l realise it is early days yet for you to decidels a thing, but at the
same time | want you to know that you may consities as your
home for as long as you wisina chere."

‘You're very kindmadame Christina sipped at the pale liquid in hel
glass, feeling rather taken aback. 'l—I promise dél my best
to—carry out your requirements.' If and when | knothat they are,
she added silently. Now seemed as good a timeyasoantroduce
the subject. 'Perhaps you'd like to tell me whem wish me to start
my duties and precisely what they will be.'

Mrs Brandon waved a hand on which a huge diamoitiergld like
living ice.



‘There is plenty of time for that. For the momemsfrand enjoy
yourself. You have, | believe, already met my gsaomn®’

It seemed a totally casual question, but Christifaind herself

tensing. She set the glass down carefully on thie tédad someone
seen and reported that lighthearted farewell pamenof a kiss in

the hall? She knew that she was blushing faintty lanked herself
mentally for her lack of poise.

‘Yes,' she made herself say neutrally. 'He—he daméhile | was
having tea.'

'So he told me," Mrs Brandon remarked. 'You seelmaiee made a
lasting impression on hinmon enfant.’

Christina looked up startled. 'l would hardly shgttmadame,she
returned carefully. 'Perhaps boys of his age ardicpéarly
impressionable.'

'Of his age?' There was a distract and disconcglggsening of Mrs
Brandon's benign air. 'He is only a few months ymrrthan yourself.
In fact, in appearance— with your hair on your dders like
that—you seem the . younger of the two.'

‘Yes." Christina knew she had to tread carefulBut'they do
say—don't they?—that girls mature much earlier thays of a
similar age.'

'‘Maybe.' Mrs Brandon's tone was short. 'l havebs&n acquainted
with many young girls, so I am unable to give ammm. Do you find
Theo—young for his age?"

'Oh, no," Christina hastened to assure her. 'Hanegequite
sophisticated—a man of the world."



'Hm." Mrs Brandon appeared mollified, she saw nélief. 'It is true

he has lacked for young company in the past. ledymig on you, my
dear, to rectify that to some extent. You will deal companions for
one another.'

Christina swallowed. 'But | thought | was to be y@empanion,
madame,5he said at last, aware of how feeble the pratast sound.

‘Do not take me quite so literallpon enfant.Madamegave a slight
frown. 'l am not suggesting that you are to work Tieo. | am
merely telling you—if you need such assurance—ybatare free to
accept any invitations from him that he may setofrnake.'

Christina was blushing again, more hody this tirfidaank you,
madame,she managed weakly.

Mrs Brandon gave her a shrewd glance. 'lt embarsagsu that my
grandson should find you attractive?'

'No.' Christina gave a tiny shake of her head.dbkesn't exactly hide
his feelings. But since you ask, | must admit lumpsised that you
don't mind him going out with— the hired help. Afil, I'm little
more than one of the servants here and ...’

'You are my guest and the goddaughter of my olenéi' Mrs
Brandon's eyes were suddenly glacial. "We will Epgamore, if you
please, of hiring or of servants. You speak asifwere still living in
the last century.'

Christina bent her head. 'I'm sorry,' she saidt BBy position here
seems so ambiguous ...'

In spite of herself, an inward vision rose in heananof scornful
silver-grey eyes in a tanned face—a harshly drawsutin that
sneered at her as a parasite.



'You seem unduly sensitive about it," Mrs Brandeided her, but she

seemed to have recovered at least some of hertgondur. She put

out her hand and gave Christina's cheek a slightWée shall have to

teach you to relaxma chere.You are so tense, so lacking ir
confidence. Now, ring the bell, and we will go doterdinner.’

Is spite of her disturbed emotional condition, helped by the fact
that Theo hardly took his eyes from her during émtire meal,
Christina enjoyed her dinner @flalou, a Creole soup delicately
flavoured with herbs, followed by delicious stuffechb with rice.
The fresh pineapple served for dessert providedraghing contrast.
Coffee, dark and aromatic with thick cream, waseaein what Mrs
Brandon referred to as trsalon, a large and rather formal rogm
furnished in shades of gold and ivory.

While Theo and Mrs Brandon occupied themselves \witrather
desultory game of piquet, Christina wandered roting room
studying the pictures and ornaments on display.w&d as the
expected family portraits of long- dead Brandonsgceted with
varying degrees of competence, there were alsonb@uof paintings
of the Impressionist school that she suspected wedeable
originals, including a probable Renoir.

Her tour of the room complete, she felt at a lagsah occupation.
She would have liked to have gone for a strolhimgrounds, but she
suspected that Theo would immediately offer to aqmany her, and
she wasn't sure how she felt about that. Shefedtithat her original
instinct not to embark on a flirtation with him waobably the right
one, although she had no real objection to theaflbaing shown the
plantation and the rest of the island in his comypabut preferably
by daylight, she decided.



‘Do you like music?' Theo's voice spoke close tods, and she
jumped slightly.

‘Very much, although I don't play an instrument atlysshe returned.

He walked over to an imposing antique cabinet apdned it,
revealing a comprehensive built-in stereo unit arldrge collection
of records.

'‘What do you like?' He motioned her over to loalotlgh the records.
'It is all classical music, I'm afraid. Grand'méhenks "pop" is an
abomination. If you are dying for some dance musiete is a night
club of sorts in Port Victoire. We could go therecevening, if you
like.'

The invitation was casual enough to be acceptahke decided, and
she could not pretend it was unexpected, so sHedoonstrainedly
and thanked him.

'Oh." Looking over his shoulder, she saw one of faourites.
'‘Debussy—a Mer.'

He wrinkled his nose slightly, but put the recordte turntable.
'You don't care for it?' she asked.

He shrugged. 'lt is a little placid for me. Debussyer saw one of our
storms, that's for sure.'

‘Take care, Theo.' Mrs Brandon, who was playingrapdicated form
of patience, glanced up. 'You will make Christiravous.'

Theo looked at Christina, his eyes dancing andohosvs slightly
raised.



'Oh, | would think it would take more than thata@d'- mere,' he said
softly.

The music had been an unexpectedly soothing caonaolts a strange
day, Christina thought later as she went up toibddrs Brandon's
wake. Theo had been obviously disappointed at Bpamdure, and
she was relieved that her employer had not sugljési she remain
downstairs to keep him company.

Her room was quietly welcoming. Someone had switcbe the
shaded lamp at the side of the bed, and turned dewhed.

She grinned faintly. 'lIf I'm not careful, | coulettgto enjoy all this
luxury,' she thought.

That was the nub of her problem, of course. It m@shers to enjoy.
She was entitled to nothing here. She had comeapdgo work for

Mrs Brandon, and if no actual job transpired, tea would leave.
She had meant what she had said back in Englarddi8mot want

charity, however well meant, nor would she acce@he had to earn
a living, and she must not allow herself to beceamedependent on
the sheltered, comfortable background at Archangel.

When she got to bed, she found that sleep stillevder. She was
over-tired and over-stimulated, she thought, andhedshat she had
opted for the stroll instead of the music after latesh air might have
had the required soporific effect.

After tossing and turning restlessly for some tisies got out of bed
and put on her housecoat. She walked over to theom and opened
the louvred shutters which closed off the balcdtmwwas much cooler
now, she thought, looking up into the velvet skyeweha huge golden
moon swam. The air was' full of strange scents smehds—the
exotic perfume of frangipani, the chirping of th@quitous cicadas.
She drew a deep, incredulous breath. It was atbtly alien to



anything she had ever experienced. No English rsgiithad ever
looked like that. No English night had ever filledr with quite the
same inexplicable yearnings, or the same sweetnciabdy. It's a
lovers' moon, she thought, and immediately depeecdier own
fancifulness.

She. turned with a little stifled sigh to go inde@nd paused, her
attention arrested by a movement below. The fighe# emerged
from the shadows into the blaze of moonlight wastantly
recognisable, although the discreet dark uniformsslrand white
apron had been replaced by something that clureahengly to every
curve of her body. It was Eulalie, moving with 8weaying grace that
seemed to be an inherent part of her. As Christratched, she
skirted the swimming pool and walked rapidly over lawns beyond
in the, direction of the shrubbery. Although shedmaio actual
attempt to keep herself hidden, there was, at thmestime,
something strangely furtive about her movementsf slse had no
desire to be observed. Once she turned and glévraddat the house
as if to reassure herself that no one had seegdand Christina
froze, although she knew she could not be seen tinabdistance.

She walked slowly back into her room and unfastdrecousecoat,
tossing it over the dressing stool. Eulalie wasnbfagoing to meet
someone. Perhaps it was a lover'smoon for heist@thought with
an odd pang which did not lessen in the slightdsmit occurred to
her that the fact that the girl was sneaking awaynfthe house to
meet him indicated that he did not live at Archdnged as she lay
alone, with the moonlight streaming over the bé&e ®und herself
wondering why she was so sure that Eulalie wasggmimeet Devlin
Brandon—and why she should be concerned anywayittrea was

SO.



CHAPTER FOUR

CHRISTINA slept restlessly that night and woke the followmngrning

with vague memories of wild and disturbing drea8ise felt drained
of energy when she first opened her eyes, but moconld remain
depressed for long with warm and brilliant sunstap#ling into the
room through the shutters.

A tap on the door signalled the arrival of Eulalgrying a tray with

fruit juice, freshly squeezed, some warm rolls angot of coffee.

Christina felt embarrassed as she sat up. Shedvwat had breakfast
in bed before unless she was ill and it seemedgvtote waited on
in this way. Judging by the mutinous curve of Belalmouth, she
was not entranced by the situation either, anddyy to Christina's

shy 'Good morning' bordered on hostility.

When she had gone, Christina glanced at the shaathaclock she
had brought with her from England. It was still tguearly, she saw.
Mrs Brandon had warned her the previous eveningsti@was a late
riser, so Christina felt quite justified in regargithe next hour or two
as hers alone.

Her breakfast over, she found a pair of jeans asideveless tee shirt
and showered and dressed. Her room tidied anddtemniade, she
made her escape down the garden stairs leadingfi®itmalcony and
found herself wondering as she walked across theggpgrass why
the word 'escape' had occurred to her. She wasdreeme and go
—of course she was. Never more so, in fact. At hovit Aunt
Grace the day's work would already have begun.

As she approached the tangle of flowering shrublistaaes, she saw
that a path had been trodden deep into the shrylberguessed this
was used as an unofficial short cut to the beabk. dir was heavy
with the hum of bees and other insects, and idi$tance she could
hear the whisper of surf breaking on an unseereshor



She hurried down the path, avoiding the roots wipidtruded from
the beaten earth to trip the unwary, and bendindibad to escape
tangling her hair in the low-hanging branches. Iswaanarrow path,
and the crowding bushes seemed to stretch ahead ldark, green
tunnel where even the ever-present sun could notetpe.
Blossoms, leaves and thorns brushed her body amghtat her
clothes as she passed through and ahead of héash g brilliant
colour told her that her goal was near.

A moment later she stood on silver sand slopinglgeiown to the
creaming water. There might have been no one elgeiworld, she
thought, lifting her face appreciatively to the stihe only sound was
the cry of a bird, and the constant hiss and s@itheotide. Shading
her eyes, she could see far out where the greakén® crashed and
lost their force on the reef in a tall flurry ofrag. But inside, the reef,
the sea was comparatively calm. Tomorrow she wdwidg her
bikini and swim, she decided. She slipped off la&dsls and walked
down to the water's edge barefoot, revelling in weemth of the
small waves that curled round her feet, soakingbibt#oms of her
jeans. She began to walk along the beach, steppiaigd out of the
water as the mood took her. The faint breeze liftedhair, making
her feel fresh and invigorated— erasing the ladtiges of her
restless night, Perhaps life at Archangel would prove to be muc
more than just tolerable after all. In her preseabd, she felt that she
could cope with anything, even unwanted advanaas ffheo. She
found herself smiling at the thought. What had lemagl to that
rather shy girl in England who had been made tbdgeseful for a
man's attention, however slight? She was probadftefing herself.
Theo undoubtedly had a number of girl-friends, pites of his
grandmother's remarks about his rather solitarsterce. There was
altogether too knowing a look in his eyes for himhave led a
completely monk-like existence, and Christina dedithat what Mrs
Brandon did not know, she could not possibly beeetgd to grieve
over.



Where Christina was concerned, he probably couldresist the
impulse to flirt with her, merely because she wasré—another
moth to be drawn to the brightness of his candimdlaBesides, if
she was honest with herself, Theo was not realiyype, despite his
attraction. She was quite certain about this, eyehe had not yet
formulated any definite idea as to what her—typghtbe. And she
was also quite—quite sure that Devlin Brandon da nome
anywhere near this vague ideal either. On the apntshe thought
with a curl of her lip.

She was so immersed in her own thoughts, her ek Wwith the

sound of the sea, that she wasn't aware at firsthef muffled

drumming sound behind her. And when it did impinge her

consciousness, she couldn't place it first of Hilen with a faint
shock, she realised that it was the drumming obisdis hooves
coming along the beach.

She glanced over her shoulder, half resentfullyrating the loss of
her solitude, and tensed, There was no mistakiadathfigure who

sat the big black horse as if he was part of itwides no shirt and the
upper part of his lean, muscular body was deepigdd. His tawny
hair gleamed in the sunlight like a bronze helrket. one helpless
moment, Christina registered the almost magnepealpof his sheer
masculinity, and then she was running up the bdaahfeet sliding

in the softer sand, intent only on reaching the garative sanctuary
of the garden beyond.

He was following her, she realised with a sensededperation,
redoubling her efforts. She slipped, wrenchingdrede with a force
that brought a cry of pain from her lips, and sdawn on to the sand
in a huddle of misery, nursing her injured foot.

Devlin Brandon brought his horse to a sliding, singrstandstill and
swung himself lithely from its back. He looped tees loosely over
his arm and approached Christina on foot.



‘Are you quite insane?'

She did not have to look at him to know he wasibtgly angry. She
was angry with herself. What a fool she had beerutoaway like
that! She had simply given way to the sort of asidimpulse that
should have been behind her for ever. Her only sxevas her total
reluctance to face him again, and now she couldemenh remove
herself from the scene with dignity.

She tried awkwardly to stand, but collapsed win@sg soon as
she tried to put any weight on her ankle.

Devlin Brandon hooked the reins over a substanpiagice of
driftwood and squatted beside her. She kept her ye$ essolutely
down as his fingers explored her ankle, tryingtodtinch from their
warmth on her skin. Even the most impersonal tauas disturbing,
she thought with dismay. 'l shall be all right imaute,' she told him
frigidly.

'I'm glad you think so.' He got up dusting thedsafrom his hands.
‘That ankle is beginning to swell—I think; you'y@ained it slightly.
Anyway, it needs a cold water bandage. I'll take ytong to the
cabin and fix it up.'

'‘No!." She was shocked by her own vehemence. 'l— I
mean—thank you. It's very kind, but | really wik liine. If | can just
rest here for a few minutes.'

‘Stubborn little bitch, aren't you?' he said almmstversationally. 'l
know it must be gall and wormwood to you to be bedo to me
again, but you have very little choice. And | premto confine my
interest in your somewhat underdeveloped body tar yankle, if
that's what's worrying you.'



She gasped with fury. As his hand reached outlmher up, she bent
her head swiftly and sank her teeth into it. Her@nand snatched his
hand away examining the bright red crescent of markhis flesh.
Christina sat quite still, numb with horror. Whaithpossessed her tc
do that? she wondered. No matter how barbed hisrkesnsuch
behaviour was unforgivable. She glanced up at hwards of
apology trembling on her lips, and saw that he svasing.

'So you bite,' he remarked laconically. 'What & fithad to be in
temper.’

The apology shrivelled unsaid and her face flari¥ol —you ' she
began chokingly.

'‘Swine?' he supplied kindly. 'Bastard? Sticks aethess, my child.
And don't let's play name-calling. For one thind, probably win,
and for another it's a boring game for grown-ujtisgelach you some
much better ones—when your ankle's better.'

‘You'll teach me nothing!

'‘Not even some manners?' Before she could prevent lte had
picked her up bodily and carried her over to whasshorse stood
patiently waiting. 'This is the second time I'valhia come to your
assistance, and | can't say your gratitude has beactly
overwhelming.'

He tossed her up into the saddle and gave himlditéed a pained
look before untying the horse and mounting behiad Tihey began
to move off along the beach. Christina sat rigigtyight. She tried to
concentrate on her throbbing ankle in an effortigoore his

proximity, but it was impossible. Although he made attempt to
touch her, his arms were round her nevertheleddingothe reins,

and his warm body was only an inch or two from hérshe relaxed
even for a moment, there would be actual physioatact between



them, and she knew with utter conviction that fer bwn peace of
mind that was something die had to avoid at altscaShe shrank
inwardly at the thought. It was shameful that sheld feel like this
with a man she disliked as much as she did Devian&on. And it
was doubly shameful when he had made it abundal#r that her
unwilling physical attraction was not reciprocaté&that had he
called her? Underdeveloped? Her face burned again.

They were rounding a small headland now, leaviegoty below the
house behind them. Another long expanse of beawdfthem and
on the far side of it Christina could see a buigira large, rambling
single-storey shack, under the shelter of the. &ifyond this, a small
rather primitive jetty extended into the water, thdére was nothing
primitive about the sleek lines of the boat tiedatit. It was a large
powerful-looking cabin cruiser, the paintwork spst and gleaming.
As- they approached Christina could make out threenpainted on
the hull, Moon Maiden.

She was not used to horses and she felt joltedshaklen by her
unexpected ride. Her ankle too was hurting, quatgyonow, and she
was almost thankful when Devlin dismounted anédifber out of the
saddle. He slapped the horse on its rear andeivthip its head and
cantered off up a path leading away from the shore.

'‘Why did you do that?' Christina tried her footggnly to the ground.

‘The horse is stabled at Archangel,' he said.ntivks its own way
home and Marc will see to it for me.'

'l see,) she said, but she didn't. He didn't live
Archangel—presumably this shack was the beach hdusm
mentioned—yet he appeared to have the run of Hee@Endjris' pick
of the livestock. And the thought came unbiddehgomind—did he
have the pick of the women there too?



'‘Can you walk?' For a moment he watched her teetafiforts, .then
swept her up into his arms and walked with heherickety wooden
steps to the door.

Her instinct was to struggle, but reason prevaded she remained
silent and passive in his embrace. Her first cadusnpressions
were of a big room, cluttered but essentially clesth a scrubbed
board floor enlivened by a few brightly colouredysu There was a
long low studio couch heaped with cushions, andetosurprise, at
the far end of the room, under a row of windows sbé&ced a

serviceable-looking work bench holding some stramgley objects

covered by cloths.

She was so intrigued that she did not notice he daded her
through a doorway into the bedroom, and by themas too late to
protest. He grinned maliciously as if he could readthoughts as he
dumped her unceremoniously on the bed.

She stared back defiantly, daring him to say angtleidged, and after
a minute he vanished, presumably to fetch water armindage.
Christina studied her ankle. The bruise was coramglready and it
was quite' swollen. It was a relief, if she wasésinto lie on the bed
and not have to risk standing on it, but she wooldch have
preferred to have been on her own bed at ArchaRgstlessly she
looked round the room. It was not as large asivimggl room, and she
guessed the whole shack had originally only coethione room and
that this one had been devised by throwing up @lsirpartition. A
beaded curtain hung over the doorway. The furniuae simple in
the extreme, much of it looking as if it had beaond¢ked together by
hand. There were a number of bookshelves all soliltiéd and, of
course, the bed on which she was lying. A doubte be

She was still registering the implications of thwisen Devlin returned
carrying a bowl! of water and a first aid box.



'Roll up the leg of your pants,’ he ordered, settire bowl down on
the floor beside the bed and pulling forward a weosdtool to sit on.
'‘Hurry up,' he added impatiently as she hesitagd!'ll do it.'

Hastily she complied, aware of his sardonic grin.

"You really meant it when you said you didn't likeing touched,' he
commented when the task was completed. 'I'm afi@ud! just have

to grit your teeth and bear it for a moment or tWwhere's no way |
can get a cold compress on that ankle without togcyou.'

She had to grit her teeth right enough, but nottf@ reason he
supposed. He was gentle, but the fixing of the smaked with cold
water and subsequent bandaging were not among loet r
comfortable experiences. Yet when it was over,amte felt better
almost at once under the firm strapping.

‘Thank you," she said awkwardly.

‘That must have hurt more than the sprain itsHiie' silver-grey eyes
mocked at her, and she flushed defensively. Déwid out his hand.
‘Try and stand on it.’

She accepted his assistance and got to her festill lbhurt, but it
would bear her weight with the support of the girag he had put
round it.

'It's fine." She moistened her lips. 'l—I'd bettergoing.'

‘Just as you please.' He turned towards the doorWWagre's some
coffee on the stove if you'd like some.'

'I'd better not—I may have been missed by now.’



Eyebrows raised, he glanced down at the watch ®whst. 'At this
hour? You've got to be joking. But run away, iimakes you feel
better.'

'It's not that,' she began stiffly, but he cut in.

'‘What else is it, then? Would it reassure your malygl scruples if |
swore a solemn oath that | have no designs ongjmatiess virtue?'

Her colour heightened. 'l never imagined for onenaot..

'‘And a pure mind along with everything else. Daelsaing -perfect
all the time become rather—restricting, Christy, smeet?'

She glared at him. 'You twist everything | say,e sAccused
recklessly. 'And my name is Christina.’

'‘Most of the time it is, | agree.' His eyes weneokier with a slow,
comprehensive appreciation that made her feel wanch oddly

breathless. 'All very sweet and proper and sligbiidyfashioned. But
when you're sandy and bare foot, and your hairsuadled because
you've just climbed off my bed—then you're Christy.

'‘How—how dare you!" Her voice shook.

'You'll find | dare a great many things,' he sadlby. 'There's a spare
comb in that top drawer over there, if you want.dime going to see
to that coffee. Join me when you're ready, if yanty

She stared after him with frustrated fury. He alsvgyave her the
feeling she had made a fool of herself in some Wdlgy did she
allow herself to rise to his baiting quite so e#gsishe wondered
miserably. But in her heart she knew the answeg. &1 never met
anyone quite like him before, and even in that farsef meeting he
had disturbed her to the core of her being. Theuha-teller's



warning had been fully justified, she thought,rgtiher lip. She did
iIndeed have to beware of this man—the devil who teamenting
her in subtle ways she had never even guessed at.

She went slowly over to the chest of drawers an@a. Even with
his permission, she felt an odd reluctance to rugararough his
things to find the comb he had offered. There wasimplied
intimacy in such an action that she felt she shawlid at all costs.
She glanced perfunctorily in the mirror and triededuce the worst
of the tangles with her fingers. She looked—difféyeshe thought.
The sun and wind had; put more colour than usuag¢mnface, and her
eyes looked strangely bright. She glanced rathebftfialy down at
herself. The jeans fitted her closely, and theaagkimpy top clung
to her slight curves as if it loved them. She tufgeit tentatively,
wondering if there was some way of making it lesgenling, then
stopped, vexed with herself. She was over-reaciiingre was no
need for all this concern. Hadn't he said himse#t the had no
designs on her?

She turned away and walked out through the beadethin into the

living room. Devlin was at the far end, busying keti with a coffee

pot and mugs, and he glanced round as Christinarezht She

hesitated, the aroma of the coffee suddenly beguih her nostrils.

That breakfast she had enjoyed suddenly seemea/eoldeen a long
time ago and when he held a brimming mug out tpihelas churlish

to refuse.. So she accepted it with a murmured wbtidanks and sat
down on the edge of the studio couch. For a few emimshe was
tense in case he came to sit beside her, but heeslesntent to prowl
about the room, sipping at his coffee.

It gave her the opportunity to study the room mdosely. It had a
casual comfort that she had not encountered upeathbuse and
which had an appeal all its own.



But it was essentially a masculine apartment. Theas a rack of
guns on one wall, and a clutter of serviceabledlogkfishing
equipment against another. There were no sigrenaéilie occupation
even on a temporary basis.

She cleared her throat of a slight huskiness. 'Henelived here
long?'

'For the past four years—since my parents dieds Wmas their
place—their retreat if you like. They built the thng stage for their
own boat.'

Christina glanced at him, startled. She had foegofor a moment
that he must be the son of Mrs Brandon's sistereléate who had
died with her husband in some kind accident at Ska.wondered if
it was painful for him to be reminded of the faatit his enigmatic
expression gave her no clue.

‘And you live here alone?' Now what had possesseddhask him
that? she wondered despairingly as he sent henaseal glance.

'‘What an improper question,' he said lightly. "Ysawely don't
expect me to answer it.' 1

Her face flaming, Christina bent her head overdodiee mug.

'‘Besides,' he went on, his tone hardening slightig,quite sure that
my aunt—or someone—has already dropped you a bmodtamy

wicked lusts and other depravities. | assumedsthdty you took to
your heels when you saw me this morning. On therdtand, it may
have occurred to you that running away can be g pevocative

thing to do.'

'l certainly didn't mean to be provocative.' Shekad an errant strand
of hair back behind her ear with fingers that tréadbslightly;



'‘Perhaps it was simply that | didn't want to tadlkypu—or anyone
else. | was enjoying being alone.'

‘That's a strange admission from a professionapemmon.' He stood
looking down at her. 'Or have you decided to forgbbut that
particular piece of fiction?'

'It happens to be fact,' she said tautly. 'I'mysthrat you can't accept it
as such. But even if | do have a liking for soleéuat times, it won't
affect your aunt. | shan't neglect the duties sheysng me for.'

‘That's a Christina statement,' he said lazilyd'Amon't doubt the
sincerity behind it—or its truth. My aunt wouldrdtiow you to
neglect her. But you stick to your guns, little orkeep telling
yourself that you've been brought here to be a emop. Only don't
try telling me.’

'Why won't you believe me?' she stared up at him.

'‘Because | know my aunt—have known her for thirburfyears,' he
said. 'She's a single-minded lady, and companipnséver figured
very highly on her list of requirements before—rfot herself

anyway.'

She set down her mug and gripped her hands togdiditealy in her
lap.

‘There has obviously been some rift between yoh,bshe said. 'l
don't know what it is—and it's none of my businasgway. But she
Is my employer and has teen kind to me, and | cevesbme loyalty.
Maybe you're right and she doesn't need a compamdah she
pretended she did so that | wouldn't feel it waarityh she was
offering. She knew | needed a job and she gavermadar the" sake
of an old friendship, and I...’



She broke off, aware that he was staring at hef silse had gone
quiedy mad.

'I'm beginning to wonder if we're talking about geme person.' He
was frowning and his eyes were intent. 'What are valking
about—an old friendship?'

Christina swallowed. 'l've never had a proper jefole,' she said. 'l
used to live with my godmother—Miss Grantham. lezhlher Aunt
Grace, but really we weren't related. She—she shede weeks ago,
but when she knew she was ill she wrote to Mrs &vanand—I
think—asked her to— look after me. Hence the offea job, and
that's why I'm here,' she added in a rush.

He seemed almost not to have heard her. "You wereeGrantham's
goddaughter?'

‘Yes,' she answered, bewildered. 'Why, do you—did khow her?'
'I've heard my mother speak of her,' he said curtly

Light dawned on Christina. 'Yes, they were all etaol together,
weren't they—your aunt, your mother and Aunt Gra&® bit her
lip. 'But | never knew of your aunt's existenceilushe came to
England to find me. You must believe that.'

His mouth curled sardonically. 'Oh, | believe yfmr,what it's worth.
But it doesn't alter a thing. The best thing yodnGio, Christina, is
get back to England—and that's a friendly warning."'

'l don't need any warnings from you, friendly dnerwise,' she burst
out. 'And | can't go back to England yet. | havemaney ...'

'‘God, what a mess,' he said quietly. He turned aaray walked
across the room to the open door and stood loakiognd.



‘Then it's my mess,' she said with a kind of dignit— | know things
won't be—easy, but | owe it to Mrs Brandon to—tryeast to fall in
with her wishes.'

He turned on her and she shrank from the blazergfif his eyes.

‘Then if that's what you feel—stay, and take whatsing to you.
Perhaps Tante made the right choice after all.dwst come crying
to me when things get rough.'

She got clumsily to her feet, wincing a little ds sout too much
weight on her injured ankle. Her voice shook. "Yethe last person
in the world I'd turn to—ever, Mr Brandon. I'm spto have put you
to so much inconvenience in the past. I'll keepdmyance from now
on—and that's a promise.’

Trying not to limp, she walked past him to the dddut she was
halted before she could reach the refuge of dislsoa. His hand
closed with startling suddenness on her arm an@vakgerked round
to face him.

His voice was quite dispassionate. 'That being ¢hse, here's
something to remember me by,

His arms pulled her closer, pinning her against mna lingering
intimacy that set every nerve-ending in her bodyeypng. She tried
to struggle, but she was helpless against hisgtieAnd then his
mouth took hers.

None of the tentative kisses that had come heriwdlye past had
prepared her for this—ravishing of her mouth. Hupraach was
utterly sensual, dark, deep and dangerous. Andusedze was angry
with her, there was an element of brutality as w&lktrange tidal
race of sensation seemed to be sweeping throughbbdy,
destroying the instinctive defences which her totedxperience



should have provided. Somewhere inside herself avagranger
whose existence she had never guessed at, witls seedhad been
unaware of. A stranger whose lips parted undemiilsxgly —too
willingly, and whose arms stole up over his bareustlers to lock
round his neck, her hands tangling in his tawny.hai

When her swimming senses subsided and cohererghthoeturned,
she found she was leaning against him, her facedagainst the
warm brown skin of his chest, hair-roughened argh#iy salty under
her mouth. His hand was stroking the nape of hek,rend his lips
and tongue were exploring her ear.

‘Christy," he muttered, his voice husky but withode of laughter just
below the surface. 'Honey girl. Bite me now.'

His words restored her sanity. With a little crigedore herself free,
her face burning with shame.

'You—you devil!" she choked passionately, and atlis of her
injured ankle, turned and fled.

She was hobbling quite badly by the time she reht¢he garden
stairs to her balcony. Her feet were sore too.lfatuenot been able to
find the sandals she had left on the beach afteinigther ankle. The
carpet felt soft and comforting under her bare s@le she padded
across the room and lowered herself on to herdlesing her eyes.

She still couldn't believe it had happened. Wheais herself-respect
that she could permit a man she hardly knew andilyedisliked to
kiss her like that? She pressed her hand to hethhamuif to wipe
away the memory of his possession. She had fewtslasliio why he
had done it. It was simply another way of demotsigathat he
despised her. And she had fully justified his comgeby falling into
his arms like that. That was what hurt so much:kih@wledge that



while she had been in his arms, nothing else nesitesas if time had
been suspended.

And if she had not come to her senses in time—itieat? Might she
still have been with him now—in his armis, his bed—blind and
deaf to everything but the cravings he had arouséér?

Beside the bed, the phone rang sharply. For a moshenhesitated.
If she answered it and there was nothing agaithatieerie breathing
silence then that would be the last straw.

It rang again, and that decided her. She pickedhepreceiver.
‘Hello?'

‘Christina?’ It was Mrs Brandon's voice, abruphwiispleasure. 'This
Is the third time | have rung for you. Where have peen?'

''ve been for a walk." Christina sat up, pushieg tishevelled hair
back from her face. 'l—I'm sorry. Did you want me?'

'‘Come to my sitting room at once, please.' Therotbeeiver was
replaced with something of a slam.

Christina slid off the bed, looking down at hersalfconsternation.
She could not present herself to Mrs Brandon is ¢ondition. That
would be adding insult to apparent injury. It ocedrto her, with a
wry twist of her lips, that her holiday in the simad been of
remarkably brief duration.

She changed quickly into a vivid yellow skirt, cemitled a sleeveless
black silky top with a scooped neck. She gave laard swift, hard
brushing, then went along the corridor, trying not limp too
obviously.



Mrs Brandon was sitting very upright on her smabfas her
embroidery in her hands. She glanced up rathedycakl Christina
tapped and entered, then she saw the bandaged andéleher
attention was arrested.

‘You have injured yourselfnon enfant.’
'l was on the beach and | twisted my ankle.’

'l see.' Mrs Brandon's gaze went back to the band#gu have had
training in first aid, perhaps?'

‘No." Christina could hear the awkwardness in lven @oice. '|—I
met your nephew on the beach. He was—good enousfing it up
for me.'

'Indeed?' Mrs Brandon said very calmly. "That wasest obliging
of him. And not for the first time either. Theolseine that you also
met Devlin in Martinique?'

‘Yes.' Christina felt her colour rising. 'Thougditin't know who he
was then, of course.’

'Of course,’ Mrs Brandon agreed in an absent t8he .was silent for
a moment, then she gave a little sigh. 'l am inffecdit position,
Christina. Yet | feel that | am now responsible you in the same
way as your godmother was, so | must warn you.'

‘Against—Devlin?' Christina could feel the betrayitolour burning
in her face—could see Mrs Brandon notitpgssessing it. The older
woman nodded.

'‘My sister's child,' she said, and there was advofisadness in her
voice. 'She was the only one who seemedate@ any influence on
him at all—who could restrain thisBrandon wildness. To give him



credit, | believe his affection for her was genui@ertainly | have
never known him exhibit any similar emotion towaaagyone else.’

Christina sat very still, her hands clasped tighdlyether in her lap.

'‘Once the—parental restraint had gone,' the cackvontinued, 'he
abandoned any pretence of responsibility towardsfaimily name.
He left this house, in spite of all our persuastesas that time my late
husband was still alive— and installed himselfhatt—hovel on the
beach. He gave up any active involvement in theningn of the

plantation ; and became—what is that phrase—a dubpHe now

supports himself on the income from the money herited from his
parents and subsidises himself by—wood- carvings Brandon's
voice was icy with scorn.

Christina's mind ran back to the work bench sherwded in the
living-room of the beach-house. 'Is he good at #f? asked
unthinkingly. Mrs Brandon gave her a look of suspdhauteur.'Of !
what concern is that? He seems to find a ready ehdok hiswork.
But it is hardly a fitting occupation for a BrandofiArchangel. His
duty lay here—in helping me prepare Theo for hienitance.'

'l don't quite understand ..." Christina began. RBrandon sighed
again. 'lt is all quite simple. My husband andlrgther were twins.
My husband was the older by half an hour, and tbe¥anherited

Archangel when his own father died. In fact he hisdorother Carey
became partners and ran The plantation togetheahdrcourse of
time, Carey met my sister Aladeleine and married g the

wedding, | met my husband—we were married the vYalhg year.

We all lived here together and for a while life wasy good. The
difficulties began later.'

'‘Madame," Christina said uncomfortably, 'is thexally and need to
tell me all this? It's none of my business and...'



'l should not have embarked upon it if | did nalfié necessary.' Airs
Brandon resumed her embroidery, her eyes fixedhenminute
stitches she was taking. 'You are one of the fanoky, ma chereor

| feel that you are. Itis essential that you ustierd why Devlin hates
us all so much.' She reached for her scissorswd$eborn at a time
when, frankly, | think my poor sister had givenalphope of having
a child. She and Carey were so delighted with lnat he became
quite spoiled, but who could blame them? Yet e\xem the damage
was being done. Because Carey and my husband \aereefs in
Archangel Devlin was led to believe, quite wronglyat he would
have equal rights of inheritance. When—eventuallywas pointed
out to him that this could not be so and that Thieald be the heir, he
could not accept it. Neither, | fear, could hisqas. They began to
spend more and more of their time away from herewvelfing,
sailing. The rift between us grieved my husbandilisr He had
grown to rely on Carey and on Devlin too. Theo waly a child, of
course.' She picked up another skein of silk arghbdo thread her
needle.

'It was during one of these sailing trips that aadigblew up and

Madeleine and Carey lost their lives,' she werafter a small pause.
'‘Devlin behaved like a madman. He accused us ohbakriven them

away—almost of having caused their deaths." Sheldgrad and
closed her eyes for a moment. 'Added to our owef ghis attitude

was almost more than we could bear. Hard words g@o&en— on

both sides. Two years later my husband becameiarnyd sent for

Devlin. | hoped with all my heart that the breaeftvizeen us might be
healed, but he made it clear then and later afiutheral that nothing
had changed. By that time, of course, he had begwork actively

against us.'

'In what way?' Christina was bewildered by whatlshe been told.

Mrs Brandon shrugged. 'Devlin, while away at urswgr had
become—imbued with some strange sentiments. Wherthmed,



he behaved as if tre#atus quavould no longer suit him. He criticised
the running of the plantation—the fact that we izt only sugar.
He claimed that the economic difficulties of the sVéndies were
caused by this form of monoculture—that only thgdaislands like
Barbados should devote themselves to sugar cudthvaand the
others should turn instead to agriculture and fpamtiuction to cut
down on costly imports.' She gave a harsh laughrddlly seemed to
think that his uncle and | would fall in with thegiews and calmly
hand over our land and our livelihood—the plantatwhich has
belonged to the Brandons for generations. He sagcowered his
mistake, but he managed to gather round himsetbapgof people
who share his views. They now operate as the 'ds@ommittee".’
She folded her embroidery and put it to one side.

'F tell you all this,mon enfantso that you are warned. You are
stranger here and Devlin will not hesitate to use yf he can.
His—disappointments have made him bitter. Also..e gaused
delicately, 'he is no respecter of innocence. Yawld do well to
avoid him. It will not be difficult—his visits herare few.'

Christina nodded silently. It was not difficult ade to accept, she
thought. The less she saw of Devlin Brandon, theebér her own
peace of mind. She was thankful that Mrs Branddmdit know the
real reason for her apparent docility. That wowdddo humiliating!

She spent the next half hour or so taking dictasisrMrs Brandon
dealt with her correspondence. There was not & de=d to do, and
much of that was trivial, she discovered—respomsdand-raising
appeals, social invitations and the like. Mrs B@amdlid not lead a
sufficiently active life to need a social secref&ristina thought. It
occurred to her that it might be difficult to firlifficient work to
keep her occupied, and she resolved that if thistson arose, she
would go back to England—or look for another jobendishe could
at least justify her existence.



She typed the few letters there were on a smathplar typewriter
which had been set on a table in the library doamrsstor her. When
they were done, she was presumably free againya8hndon had
given her no further instructions. She debated dreto take them
upstairs immediately for signature or wait untiéskas sent for. She
went into the hall and stood looking around heheatrresolutely.
Mrs Brandon had said she considered her 'one ofamdy’, but
Christina thought she had never felt so utterlfaitsal in her life. She
tried to tell herself robustly that she was feeldigfurbed because of
what had transpired earlier that morning and theing from Mrs
Brandon which had followed it.

Mrs Brandon had assumed, she thought wryly, thatwgbuld be
totally in sympathy with what she had said. Yesatool, Christina
had heard that the concentration on a single strg@arwas a major
reason for the economic ills of the West Indiesd dhat the
production of sugar cane had to be heavily suleidis/ the major
economic powers. No one could expect such thetoi&® popular
with the plantation owners, many of whom had growemy rich
through sugar, and Devlin had probably been least#zttful in
putting them forward. But that did not mean he \wasnuch in the
wrong as Mrs Brandon had suggested.

She recalled her thoughts with a start, realisiveg she was under
scrutiny. Madame Christophe was passing throughaliearrying a
bowl of flowers. As she passed Christina, she dmarea slight nod,
but her face remained impassive.

Christina detained her. 'Do you know if Mrs Brandeifi want me
again this morning?' she asked. 'lI've finishedétézrs and ...'

Madame Christophe shook her head. 'Her masseuse Fort
Victoire is with her now,' she said. 'Then she vaBt until lunchtime.
Do you wish me to inform her that you have gon&out



'Oh, no." Christina was a little taken aback. 'jtist that I'm
not—altogether sure what is expected of me.’

‘Are you notmademoiselle?There was more than a trace of irony i
Madame's voice. 'l am sure all will be made cleaydu in time. But
for now—do you wish to go out? Fort Victoire is tguan interesting
town. Louis will bring the car round, if you wish'.

'‘No—rplease.' Christina felt that odd sense of dsvihent again. It
seemed her role of the honoured guest had beertegdve without
her being aware of it. 'l diink I'll have a lookurad the garden. | used
to do a lot of gardening at home. | expect it aillbe very different.’
She stopped uncomfortably, aware that she was ibgbinlanities,
but there was something overpowering about Madammés@©phe
that had a disastrous effect on her precariougpois

'Yes," Madame said calmly. 'l daresay everythingll vine
very—different. But Mademoiselle will no doubt astom herself in
time—if she stays.'

Christina watched her go, aware that her heart Wweating
uncomfortably. There had been nothing to compldim dadame's
manner—she had been quietly polite, respectful -exeamd yet...
Christina told herself she was being over-imagimatilhere must be
something in the air of the islands, she thougkfully, something
that made one over-sensitive—too susceptible toasgpons. After
all, there was very little to disturb her if shiettto be logical about it.
She was staying in a beautiful, luxurious home vgp#dople who
seemed intent on making her feel at ease. Surelg@hid accept that
at its face value, and not try to go delving undath searching for
motives that might not even exist.

It was Devlin Brandon she had to thank for thise $bld herself
defensively. He was the root cause of all her uneas—her
uncertainties. She had never hated anyone in er but she



might—she just might begin with him. He seemeddadithe power
to spoil everything—the serpent in this Eden. Slam@ed across at
the huge statue—the Archangel trampling the dewidem his
feet—and bit her lip. That was just a story—a lefjerhe devil she
had to cope with was all too human flesh and bl&i folded her
arms across her body in an instinctive gestureraotieption, trying
vainly to shut out of her memory the sensationehg in his arms,
knowing their strength, feeling the lean muscwanf his body
against hers. :

And he'd known—that was the real humiliation—hemwn quite
well precisely what response he could evoke, applgrat will.

But never again, she whispered to herself fierdéduer again would
he have the satisfaction of exploring her vulnditgbiThere was a
kind of bleak triumph in coming to this decisionitlshe did not dare
ask herself, long hours afterwards when the triuimgdh faded, why
only the bleakness remained.



CHAPTER FIVE
THE week that followed soon adopted a pattern ofwas.o

Christina breakfasted in her room, then went favadk until Mrs
Brandon sent for her. But she restricted her aas/to the grounds,
and kept away from the beach, much as it grieveddeo so.

Devlin did not come to the house, nor was he maertidoy any of the
occupants. Mrs Brandon did not venture any furtb@nfidences
about the family history, and Christina wonderecethler she might
not be regretting saying as much as she had dbtweedi8 not initiate
any inquiries herself, even though there were thstge would liked
to have known. It had not occurred to her until miater that Mrs
Brandon had never mentioned her own child—Thet'efalt was a
gap in the story that had not struck her at the-tifprobably because
she had allowed herself to become far too intedestewhat Mrs
Brandon had to say about Devlin, she thought fa=mlusation. But
now she wondered at the omission.

In her explorations of the house, she had encoeshtéye majority of
the past Brandons in portrait form, including arafiag study of Mrs
Brandon and her sister Madeleine.

Madeleine Brandon looked very much the younger h& two,
Christina thought as she studied the painting. & exs a gentleness
and a humour in her face that her sister had piploa@ver possessed.
Even in the pose the artist had demanded, Mrs Brafabked more
rigid, as if she was intent on disciplining hersdlthe time. But they
had both been beautiful, Christina had to acknoggedhere was
little wonder that they should both have captutssl hearts of the
Brandon brothers.

But nowhere could she find any pictorial referemcea child of
Charles and Marcelle Brandon—not even among the yme



photographs that adorned Mrs Brandon's sitting rotineir shining
silver frames, although there were plenty of petuof Theo at
various stages of his development.

She was curious, but she decided she would singhg ko restrain
her curiosity. There had been one tragedy in thentepast with the
drowning of Carey and Madeleine. Perhaps therebeat another,
too painful even to mention, and Christina was mheft@eed not to
re-open old wounds when this could easily be avoitfeilladame
Christophe—or Eulalie—had been more easily appraiaeh she
could have asked them, but they were both as diataever and she
guessed that any attempt on her part to indulggossip about the
Brandon family would be repudiated.

Somewhat reluctantly, she found she was inevitabing a great
deal of Theo. As soon as it was obvious his grartderowas

prepared to encourage the association, his inmtatihad come thick
and fast. Christina had managed to parry the mae¥getic of

these—including suggestions that they should gagidcand surfing

at a beach on the other side of the island—on thengls that her
ankle was still giving her trouble. But this excusrild not prevent
him from joining her when she walked in the gar@dter dinner,

although to her relief he made no attempt to ctreyr relationship

beyond a little lighthearted flirting.

She found too that when she sunbathed by the swighpwool in the
afternoon while Mrs Brandon rested indoors, Thes wfien there.
This surprised her, as she imagined his plantatigies would keep
him fully occupied during the day. He certainly queaned enough
about them, and about the alleged shortcomingdio¢ ®ay- nard,
the plantation manager, who lived with his wife @&vd children in a
small bungalow on the opposite side of the Archhagtte.

Christina had met the Maynards when Theo took hex tour of the
plantation one day. She had been fascinated bytéveg she had



seen, asking eager questions but aware at the tsam¢hat Theo's
interest did not match her own. He answered masépinquiries but
without enthusiasm, and eventually referred h&liee, whom they
encountered at the crushing plant, and who insitteg should
accompany him back to his bungalow for lunch. Gimashad liked
Lorna Maynard, and had thorougtdgjoyed the chicken and rice
dish that she had served with long cool drinkgasted glasses, but
she had been embarrassed at the same time by Tdieo&us
boredom with the whole thing and was relieved wi@lve
announced that he had to go back to work and tipeoimptu party
broke up.

Theo had been surprised and a little put out wientackled him
about his attitude as they drove away in the R&meer.

'Clive's an adequate manager and he gets well pdmh't have to
make him a bosom friend of him as well,’ he saidlgo

Christina stared at him. 'But I'm an employee tod gou don't treat
me like that,' she pointed out.

Theo smiled, forgetting his annoyance and exertailg; his
considerable charm. 'You come into a very differeategory,
sweetie," he told her.

Christina subsided with a vague feeling of diséattson. She hoped
that Lorna had not been upset by Theo's desuleplyels and barely
concealed yawns during lunch. She was too pledsarnhat. She
wondered too if Theo had been peeved because Kiew so much
more about the production of sugar than he did, wasl so much
more a willing to talk about it. It seemed to hkatt Theo's basic
interest in the plantation was more proprietotart industrious. He
enjoyed the respect paid to him as the future oymeérdid not want
to become deeply involved in its workings. It ocgedrto her, not for
the first time, that if Mrs Brandon was not theiessperson in the



world to work for, then her grandson would probabiyne a close
second.

It gave her almost a feeling of pleasure to turwrdis invitation to
go out to dinner that night on the specious grodindisshe had letters
to write. Afterwards, she justified herself by adty writing to Mr
Frith. It was longer than she had originally inteddoecause she
decided it might be politic to remain upstairsriaost of the evening.
She described the house, and told the story of ih@equired its
name, and she related what family history she kr&wve. made it as
lighthearted and amusing as she could, stressagrtjopyable side of
life on Ste Victoire. Reading it through before sbealed the
envelope, she thought it would allay any lingenvngyries Mrs Frith
might still be entertaining about her well-being.

But Theo regarded her refusal of his invitatiomesely a temporary
setback, and he made sure that the next time hedas&r his
grandmother was present. Uncomfortably aware of Bhandon's
approving smile, Christina knew she could hardljuse again.
Besides, this time she had no excuse, either retdigned, so she
reluctantly accepted.

She still hadn't fully worked out the reasons bdhier reluctance as
she changed that evening. She had decided to werandarest
approximation to an evening dress—very simple irtewilky crepe,
the skirt flaring slightly to mid- calf length. Tieéinging bodice was
held up by narrow shoulder straps, but a long niagchcarf acted as
a cover- up. She had piled her hair up on top ofhlead in a loose
knot. A touch of mascara on her long lashes, antesgloss for her
mouth, and she was ready.

As she descended the stairs, she was glad sheda=ldre effort as
Theo was waiting for her in the hall, resplen-den& white dinner
jacket. She had to admit that the formal attireafehis dark good
looks perfectly and gave him a look of added maturi



He came forward to the foot of the stairs and toekhand.

‘You look enchanting, Tina.' He bent and presssdifps to her palm.
It gave her an odd sensation—not unpleasant, butwiwmlly
enjoyable either, and she removed her hand fromgrasp very
firmly, her colour heightened. Just as she didske, became aware
that Mrs Brandon had appeared in the doorway of#hen and was
watching them. Christina could not tell whether $lael witnessed
Theo's caress and its aftermath. Her expressionewgsnatic, but
she did not look displeased. She wished them botergoyable
evening, and adjured Theo to drive carefully antlkeep Christina
out too late before she turned away.

‘We'll have dinner at the Hotel Montfort," Theodsas he opened the
passenger door for Christina. Not the Range Roweight, she
noticed, but a low-slung elegant sports car whictkéal as if it could
pack a powerful punch under that sleek bonnet. fébé's good, but
it's not exactly a hot spot, so | thought we cayddon afterwards to
the Beguine. That's the club | mentioned.’

'It sounds fine.' Christina leaned back cm the tiously padded seat.
Now that she was here, she was determined to éejeelf. 'Isn't the
Beguine also a dance?"

'Oh, yes.' Theo slanted her a grin as he switchati@ignition. 'We
only have a watered-down version here, thoughotf want to see it
danced properly you have to see it on Martiniqusuppose you
didn't... No, Grand'- mere would definitely not kaapproved!'

With her memories of the roads, Christina had retnblooking
forward to the drive to Fort Victoire, but it waetras bad as she hac
anticipated. Perhaps being in an open car had samgdb do with it,
she thought, because there was no actual improveimehe road
itself. It was narrow and twisted and turned altmgtop of the cliff.
Glancing down, Christina caught a disturbing glimpd a near



precipitous drop to the sea below, with only a #jnguard rail to
protect the unwary. She swallowed and fixed heedamly in front
of her, hoping devoutly that Theo knew the roadwatl as he
appeared to know the' car. She had to admit telemat the speed
they were maintaining was quite sedate under ticamistances. She
was surprised as she had not suspected Theo capfabte much
consideration.

Nevertheless she was quite glad when she saw tble palights in
the distance that announced they were approaclurig/ictoire.

'‘Our tourist trap,' Theo said lightly.
She glanced sideways at him. 'l thought touristeneencouraged.'

'‘By us they're not, but there are other interest&,nand they're
making sure they're heard,’ Theo said a little sy 'Bellairs who
owns the Montfort is one of diem—and my dear cousav is
another, of course.’

Her mouth felt suddenly dry. 'Of course.'

Theo's lips were thin. 'They have all kinds oflditschemes—a
marina for boats, no less, and several more hotelsedntry club. |
daresay it would all have beeffiast accompliby now—if they could
have got the land.’

'Is there none available?"

His smile was small and triumphant. 'Not while thare Brandons at
Archangel, Tina. We still own most of the land—ahd whip hand
as well.'

Christina moistened her lips. 'l—I see.’



She thought she did, too. It was something shenkadr experienced
before—this enjoyment of power for its own sakee Sound it
alarming.

She was conscious of it again while they were djinifhe food and
service were impeccable, but she found theair dérdace with
which they were treated almost overwhelming. Andedhshe
thought, biting her lip, was in his element—sendingessage to the
chef, arguing over various vintages with the wiragter as if he was a
noted connoisseur of many years' standing insteadboy barely out
of his teens. She knew that people were watchiegntband her
embarrassment grew.

She began to wonder if she could feign a headaote the meal was
over. She found she did not want to have to speaddmainder of
the evening watching Theo lord it over Fort Vic&ir

But as she began her excuses, Theo became mutihbbad been
stuffy in the dining room, he would grant her thaaf she couldn't
break the evening up so quickly. They would walkhe Beguine,
and the fresh air would clear her head. He wasnsstent that
Christina felt she could not persist in her objts$i. Her position was
a difficult one. She was here after all with herpéger's full
approbation, but Mrs Brandon might not be too mdagshe cut the
evening short with some lame excuse. Theo was etlydeer pride
and joy and was spoiled as a result. Watching lainthee part of Mr
Brandon of Archangel might have to be one of hdredyand she
would have to regard it in that light.

In spite of the Brandons' opposition, tourists badun to discover
Ste Victoire, she thought, as they entered the Begiearly all the
tables, set on a raised gallery running round tecd floor, were
occupied and the floor itself was crowded.

She .turned to Theo. 'There doesn't seem to be nooch...'



He ignored her, summoning a waiter with a snapofingers. As if

by magic a table for two appeared at the edgesdfidlor. By the time

they reached it, candles had been lit on it andwelr arrangement
had been placed in its centre.

Christina sat down in the chair that was being Heldher. 'I'm
beginning to know how Royalty must feel,' she shidias intended
to be tart, but Theo obviously regarded the reraar&a compliment to
his stage management and merely smiled at her.

'You'll get used to it," he said casually.

She had to quell an impulse to tell him she hathtemtion of doing
anything of the sort, and hoped she did not lookua®f place as she
felt. A quick glance around the surrounding tabideassured her
somewhat. The clientele were smart, and the jeryell®rn by the
women also suggested wealth, but her own outfttcstg well to any
competition. Drinks were brought in tall frosteédgges —a mixture
of fruit juices, pineapple and lime among them,hwsomething
pleasantly potent underneath it all.

'‘Planter's Punch,' Theo told her, lifting his gléswards her. She
returned the gesture rather awkwardly aware of .\dpee looks

from people sitting near them. Theo made a speletaegcort, she
realised, encountering some openly envious glaincessome of the
younger women. She still felt thoroughly self-cdnss, but it wasn't
guite the unpleasant sensation it had been. Shedgppreciatively
at her drink and returned Theo's smile.

'‘Would you like to dance ?'
'‘Presently,’ she said.

It was only a small band, but they had a beguitmghm. She found
her foot was tapping to it almost in spite ' ofdsdf. But at the same



time she didn't want to dance. She had an appaikdn of a
deferential space being cleared for Theo and Heosethe small
circular floor, having to dance, the cynosure dfegles from the
clustering tables. It would be like being on stagth the spotlight
glaring down.

Theo was glancing round him with lifted eyebrowsdon't know
where all these people come from," he said in a&ddone, not
bothering to lower his voice. 'This place is gotogbecome quite
unbearable if the situation continues. And thi4 ismen the season.’

He was looking beyond her and she saw his gazpehalrie gave a
muffled exclamation which she hoped she had mishddis eyes

met hers angrily, then he got slowly to his feethwobvious

reluctance, and she knew without having to bewdid was standing
just behind them.

'It's a small world.' Theo tried for a light tonedamissed.

'It's a very small island,' said Dev Brandon. Ateabrought a chair
and he sat down without being invited. Christink feer stomach
muscles twine themselves into a tight knot of temsHe looked her
over and smiled—if that was the way to describeog&ement of the
lips that held neither amusement nor pleasure.

‘A daiquiri, please,' he told the hovering waitand then sat back in
his chair with the air of a man with the whole ewgnin front of him,
Theo was furious and not bothering to hide it, €ima noticed. She
felt as if she had just woken from a nightmare awlyfind it was
actually happening.

Theo reseated himself sullenly. 'l didn't expecteée you here this
evening.'



‘Naturally,' Dev returned blandly. '‘But | do likekeep j an eye on my
investments.'

'So it is true.' Theo sent him a concentrated glé&end'mere heard
that you'd gone in with Frampton and Bellairs, e didn't believe
it.

'I'm glad to know she still has faith in me.' Detége was openly
satirical. 'Even if it is only a baseless conviotabout my total lack
of business acumen.’

'If you must know, even Grand'mere didn't think yeoauld be so
totally disloyal to the Brandon name,’ Theo s flatdpim recklessly.

Devlin produced a silver case from his pocket anhd Icheroot,
watching Theo almost meditatively for a minute.

Then he said quite pleasantly, 'That, my dear Tisea, subject on
which you are hardly qualified to comment.’

There were suddenly undercurrents to the convers#iat Christina
could only guess at. Summoning all her courage, istevened,
'Please—people are watching us.’

DeV's eyes flickered carelessly over her. 'Donlt lsorry you. We're
thinking of advertising the Brandon feud in thedimores next year as
an added attraction. It's already part of the sgea®far as the locals
are concerned.’

‘But I'm not one of them,' she said in a low vofske glanced up and
met his gaze and saw an expression of faint serfiteye.

'‘No,' he said after a moment. '"You're just alongHe ride, aren't you,
honey girl. But you only have yourself to blamé gets bumpy.’



'‘Leave Tina out of this,"” Theo broke in aggressivaind Devlin
raised his eyebrows..

‘Tina?' he queried, then shook his head decisivily, not Tina.
Christy rarely, if ever—but never Tina.'

'‘What are you talking about?' Theo demanded. Deglimned
sardonically at Christina, and she felt the betrgyolour rise in her
cheeks.

‘A private joke,' he said lightly. '‘Don't let it ther you, Theo.' He
lifted the glass the waiter had brought him tollps. Above it, his
eyes watched Christina. She looked away hurrietisfurbed by his
scrutiny. It was a good thing she had not beenitmpforward to this
evening, she thought helplessly. Oh, why of all fe®ple in the
world had he had to be here?

The waiter returned. 'Telephone, Mr Brandon.'

She began to draw a sigh of relief, but it was tived. It was Theo,
not Dev, the waiter was addressing. Theo looked atiphim
incredulously.

'‘For me? But who ...?" He bit back an imprecatib@n got up,
scraping his chair, and followed the waiter.

Christina sat very quiet, hoping against hope Beatlin would take
the hint and go back to his own table or wherelss ke had sprung
from. It was unnerving to have him sitting so clésder. The table
was too small for more than two people. His leg \paactically
brushing hers. She would have liked to have movetishe knew he
would guess the reason why and make one of hietadmarks. It
was better—more dignified—to sit perfectly stilldapretend he did
not exist.



'It won't work." It was as if he could read herupghbts, damn him. 'I'm
in the mood to be entertained, Christina, and ggu'st the person to
doit.'

'l have nothing to say to you, Mr Brandon,' shel tmim coldly. He
smiled faintly.

‘Then don't try. | didn't ask you to talk. | candiall the entertainment
| need by sitting and looking at you. You have eelyg body and
that's a very sexy dress.’

'l thought | was under-developed,' she flashed,candd have bitten
her tongue out.

He was laughing openly now. 'So that still ranktkeses it? All right, |
take it back. You have, my dear Miss Bennett, yipe of figure that
Improves on intimate acquaintance. Will that do?'

'‘No,' she said, loathing him. 'lt won't—and you éat. Any intimate
acquaintance, | mean.’

‘Well, we can soon rectify that.' He got up, reaghor her wrist and
pulling her to her feet. 'Come and dance.’

'l will not." Bright spots of colour burned in helneeks.

'It's either that or make a scene,' he said equ&biyg don't plead
your ankle as an excuse,' he added, as she hdslitat was better
days ago, and you know it.'

Quivering with temper, she allowed herself to mkdewn the short
flight of wooden steps that led to the dance fléter body was rigid
as he drew her into his arms.

'Relax.' His voice sounded mockingly in her eapridmise not to
rape you in front of all these people.’



‘You wouldn't get the chance,' she muttered unwisel

'I've had the chance.' His tone was very quiettlirre was a note in it
which made her whole body feel warm. And the drektiing was
that she could not even deny it. If he had gone k@sing
her—touching her that day at the beach house shédviave been
his for the taking. She knew it—now, but it seentkdt he had
always known it. She swallowed and stared icilyhat lapel of his
jacket.

‘And it is a sexy dress,' he went on in the samet goice. "White and
silken. It's hard to know where the dress endsyamd skin begins.'

Something seemed to be constricting her breathifiigen she had got
it under control, she said, 'Please—don't say #hiikg that. | know
you're only trying to embarrass me. Will you take word for it that
you've succeeded and leave it at that?"

You credit me with some strange ambitions,' hd saan odd tone.
‘However, if you want to call a truce, I'm perfgattilling. We'll talk
about something else. When is your engagementeo §hing to be
announced?’

She was so startled that she forgot to move héafeknearly fell.
'‘What are you talking about?' she demanded breatile

'Isn't English your native tongue? I'm sorry.'

She could have screamed at him, but she held bertpatience.
'‘What are you insinuating—about Theo and me?'

'‘Nothing at all," he said coolly. 'That is why yweicome here, isn't it?'



The rhythm of the music changed. The beat quickehgttly. She
was no longer in his arms. They were slightly apand she was
moving mechanically to the music, its soft insiste@at seeming the
only reality in a world that had changed to quicidaround her.

‘Well, isn't it?" His tone had hardened, demandimgply.

She drew a long quivering breath. 'No. I've told ywhy | came. Why
won't you believe me? |—I didn't even know Theaseed until | met
him—that first day. Of course I'm not engaged to.Hihardly know
him!'

'l wasn't suggesting it was a love match.' Theesikyes were steel
hard as they looked down into hers.

‘Then what ...?' she relapsed almost helplessbysiignce.

'You told me yourself you were penniless,' he saily. 'Maybe, in
your circumstances, marriage wouldn't be too higiniee to pay to
become Mrs Brandon of Archangel.’

She felt her hands curl into fists at her sideshil# the smiling
mask, she was cold and dead inside. When she sgbkewas
amazed by the normality of her own voice.

You think, then, that I'm for sale?' It was quateazing how much it
cost her to ask that: Yet why should she care waahought of her?
Of all the opinions in the world, his should be heast concern. So
why then this hurt, like a knife twisting deep ohsiher?

He gave a slight shrug, his mouth twisting cynicalit's what my
aunt thinks that matters, and | hardly think sheidhave brought
you here if she didn't consider the bargain wasanad



‘You're quite wrong." She moistened her lips witle tip of her
tongue. 'But | suppose | can't altogether blame fpoumisjudging
me. Your aunt said that your—disappointments olrerimheritance
had made you bitter. | don't suppose even she gsiéssv right she
Is. | can quite understand why you don't want Theanarry, of
course. What | can't understand is why you shdultktl'm. part of
some weird conspiracy to deprive you of Archangel.'

'Oh, | acquit you of that,' he said. That "weirdhgpiracy", as you so
aptly put it, began many years ago— before-»my puottably even

knew you existed. But it alters nothing. If you gerely mean what

you say, then you'll get out of here and back tgl&md as soon as
you can.

The drumming rose to a crescendo and stopped. Ardbam

laughing couples were dispersing from die floor aadking back to
their tables. Christina turned too, very consciotibis hand on her
arm.

''ve already told you that's quite impossible ¢ said, her voice
shaking slightly. 'Now will you please let go of mand leave me
alone.’

'You mean-—Ileave you to Theo,' he said, and there avanote
underlying his tone that made her shiver in spit¢he heat of die
room. She lifted her chin defiantly.

'If that's what you want to think—yes,' she sailde Svrenched her
arm free of his grasp with a strength she had mmwk she

possessed, and walked with unsteady legs up the atel back to the
table.

She felt almost sick with nerves. What a fiascs #hening she had
not even wanted had become! She had left behindrhangry man,
and she had little doubt that another even angm@srwaiting for her.



But here it seemed she was mistaken. When sheagkttb the table,
Theo was waiting, smiling and relaxed.

'You dance well," he complimented her lightly. Wwas almost a
greater pleasure to sit here and watch you thantfa@ hurly-burly
myself.' He paused and gave her a long, considéuivlg 'Are you
quite well, Tina? You look pale.’

She seized on his words with relief. ‘Actually,advie a headache. |
think it's the punch. I'm not really used to alchyou see.'

'‘Naturally not. One forgets how potent our drinks e to someone
who has not yet acquired a head for them. I'll sakehome. It is time
we were making a move anyway, or Grand'mere willnogrying
about us.'

Christina felt confused as he ushered her solisiyoio the door. She
had expected some sort of tantrum. He had beesirdgrspoiling for
one before he had been called away to the telephterbaps he'd
had time to think calmly and reason out that Dewlas only trying to
needle him some known truths. All she wanted towds escape
upstairs to solitude, but that was denied her.

Theo was urging her towards the salon. They wowdehsome
coffee, he directed imperiously, and Madame Chpistowvould bring
her a painkiller for her headache. Christina gawg weluctantly,
after a half-hearted protest. She did not wantthéutete-a-tetavith
Theo that night, and she was conscious of a feelimglief when she
saw that Mrs Brandon was still up, sitting waitiiog them with the
Inevitable embroidery in her lap.

Theo sat down beside her, kissed her hands andhiadrmimself into
a recital of the evening's events that bore Irlation to Christina's
own memories of it. For one thing, he mentionedng llist of people
who had been at the hotel and afterwards at theiBegn a way that



suggested that she and Theo had been membersaofea droup
instead of studiously on their own. The one namelidenot speak
was Devlin's, and Christina gathered with growingaaement that
that particular part of the evening was to be r@gdras not having
happened.

The arrival of Madame Christophe with the coffeaytwas Mrs
Brandon's signal to depart. She rose slowly andfgpiéy from the
sofa and made her way to the door, after kissingpTdffectionately
and bestowing a slightly more punctilious goodnigitChristina.

As soon as the door had closed behind her and wieeg alone,
Christina turned to Theo, openly indignant. 'Wherdi you tell her
the truth?'

'‘Because that was not what she would have wantdéwdo.' Theo
lifted his shoulders in a gesture of insoucianéhdt harm has been
done? You must not be so scrupulous, Tina. Whenhgue been
with us longer, you will discover the best way emble Grand'mere.’

Christina bit back the instinctive retort that ledilup in bier. She
picked up the small medicine cup from the tray, awdllowed the
tablet it contained with a mouthful of coffee. Themned back
against the sofa and watched her through half-cleged.

'‘She was very happy tonight,' he went on afterus@a’l could see
she thought we made a handsome couple. It is chgrthiat you
should be fair while | am dark. We look good togethlina, don't
you think?'

Christina set the cup back on the tray, her haachltting a little.
Theo seemed to be building up to a flirtation —#he thing she had
wanted to avoid.



'l don't think I've ever been invited out on aesthgrounds before,’
she commented, keeping her voice light. 'I'm so@rg quite aware
of your own good looks, Theo. You don't need amgserance from
me.'

He replaced his own cup on the tray and moved climsber. She
tried to edge away imperceptibly, but his hand shatand gripped
the fold of her skirt.

‘Not reassurance, maybe, but | have other needs, Tineed love—a
woman's affection.’

She sat very still, her mind working furiously. Stieed to smile.
‘Well, I'll be fond of you, Theo, if you'd let mepdo bed. I'm worn
out.’

‘That is unfortunate,' he said, and there was jp gnlis voice. 'But |
am not ready to go to bed yet. Don't play hardeiovgth me, Tina.'

She gasped with indignation. 'Of all the damnecekhe ' she
began, and glanced down, startled. His hand wasngakie fold of
silk, pushing it away from her knee up towards thegh. 'And you
can stop that now!" She slapped him hard.

‘You say that—you do that to me.' His voice wasshahis face set
and suddenly ugly. 'Bude braveDevlin—he is another matter, non~
Do you not think | saw the way you looked at hintfeTway you
moved your body inside your dress while you wengcday for him.’
He lunged at her, pinning her against the sofa.ddiskmouth sought
hers greedily, and she tried vainly to turn herdhaaay to escape his
wet, seeking lips. His hands were on her breagtsgezing them so
that she gasped in pain, then his fingers werdngubit her skirt
again. For a moment she lay still, too horrifiectig sudden display
of passion to resist. Then summoning all her strerghe pushed at
him wildly, violently. He was off balance, half keleng over her, and



her move sent him sprawling on to the floor. Fon@ament he lay
there glaring at her, then suddenly he turned oweio his stomach
and began to cry. Her lips parted in disbelief laes stared down at
him, prostrate at her feet, his whole body shakith sobs.

‘Theo, for God's sake.' She felt totally helpléd#hat in the world's
come over you? You must, stop this—stop crying.'

He raised his head and looked at her. His hand$areevas blotched
and swollen with tears. He looked very young.

'‘How can | not cry, when you are so cruel to meémanded.

'‘Don't talk such nonsense,' she said angrily. yoid really think that
| was going to let you ..." she paused, searclonghie right words.
She couldn't say 'make love'. To use those wordsspect of that
brutal, selfish assault would be a desecratiort. ybe@—use me in
return for a night out?'

'‘No, no.' He got up on to his knees. 'You don'tassthnd. | lost
control of myself and | regret that—I can't tellyoow much. But if |
did, Tina, don't blame me too much. It's only begaulove you ...

'Stop it!" she jumped to her feet, her face white not going to let
you talk like that. It's ridiculous!’

‘Just now you were angry because | did not speaktith. Now you
are angry because | do. Tina, forgive me. | didmean to tell you
yet, but when | saw you with Devlin tonight, whekriew how he
schemed to get you away from me, | was so jealous.’

AYou've no right to be jealous—and no reason elifi@s was a bad
dream, and soon, soon, please God, she would waeitt



'No?' He rose to his feet and faced her. 'Whern t@the telephone
my caller' had conveniently rung off, and whentureed you had
gone—with him. At once it was clear. That call ast a ruse to get
me away from the table—one of his friends playingick. Always
he has envied me—envied me this plantation—bedaused'- mere
preferred me. And now he envies me my woman.'

'Let us get one thing quite clear," Christina s& steadily. 'l am not
your woman.'

There was a long electric pause, then Theo tuawealy, thrusting his
hands petulantly into his trousers pockets.

'You are saying that to hurt me," he flung at heardiis shoulder.

'‘No, Theo, it's the truth." She made herself spgsily. With a kind
of detached anguish, she realised that one oftthpsson her dress
was broken, and she lifted a fold of the bodicedwer her breast.
Someone had said—a long time ago—that it was lwatdlitwhere
the dress ended and her skin began. She felt assaodpin her throat,
and bit it back. 'If I've ever given you causehtimk anything else, I'm
sorry. |—I realise in the circumstances it was atake to go out with
you this evening, but it won't happen again. Goglli

As she walked to the door, she knew a moment's fedrhte would
come after her, but he made no attempt to movecleised the door
and stood for a moment leaning against it, trymgeigain her calm.
Then she made herself walk without hurrying up stedrs to her
room.

She was thankful there was no one around to seéinerglance in
her mirror told the whole story. As well as hemtdress, some of her
hair had become loosened from its knot during theggle and was
hanging untidily around her ears, and her lip gleas smudged. She
felt dirty all over, and she shuddered.



Shedding her clothes, she walked into the bathraadran hot water
into the tub. As she scrubbed and rinsed her skia,began almost
insensibly to feel better, but she knew at the same that her
feelings were the least of her problems. She wasdfawith the
unpalatable fact that Dev Brandon seemed to b¢, adger all.

She was sure that nothing she had said or dond bauk led Theo to
think that he had some claim on her. Thereforebbleef must have
been prompted by some outside agency, and Mrs Brangs the
obvious—indeed, the only choice. Christina had gbfalt disturbed
by her employer's willing acceptance of her grantésimterest in her.
She was not of their world, and she had no monayshe was not so
naive as to believe these things did not matteerd kvas no way in
which she could be considered a suitable bridether heir to
Archangel, unless they had fallen deeply and paas#y in love
with each other.

Did Theo love her? She got out of the bath andégdry herself on
one of the big towelling bath sheets provided for purpose. She
tried to consider the matter objectively. He adnhifeer, and had
made no secret of it— but love? There had beensigns of that.

There had been no tenderness, no desire to seekresmonding

arousal in his behaviour downstairs. For one bhnie&rt-thudding

instant, she recalled another mouth on hers, tidweds touching her
In intimate exploration, then she determinedlytpat memory away
from her too. That had nothing to do with love eithjust an

arrogant wish to add her name to his apparentlyesadlist of

conquests. She could only be thankful she had donier senses
before being carried away on that sweet goldendfdeantonness.
At the same time, some inner demon muttered thahd had

succumbed to Devlin, at least her present predinameuld not

exist. Maybe that was what he had intended all ggland his

lovemaking had been prompted less by desire fothaar a wish to
make mischief as Theo had suggested.



With a groan, she dropped the bath sheet in a daimppled heap
and walked through into the bedroom. She stood fooment, taking
a long hard look at herself in | the mirror. Shes\sam—indeed, if
one was being critical, skinny might even be therdaseor
underdeveloped, she thought, biting her lip. Herabts were small,
and the curve of her hips gently rounded rather triduptuous. She
gazed for a few seconds more before turning awdyr@aching for
her gingham nightgown. Nothing there, she thougtdyive any man
wild with desire, as she would do well to reminadgdedf.

Devlin Brandon's motives seemed clear enough, sbieleld, stifling
the instinctive pain that brought in its train. Winad Mrs Brandon
said? 'No respecter of innocence'. It was shanaitigink that she had
almost been prepared to sacrifice that innocengeatify a man with
little but malice on his mind.

But Theo's motivation was more difficult to conje. It was not the
pass he had made—she supposed rather wearily ghé Imave seen
that coming—nbut the avowal of love and the expemtatf some sort
of prolonged relationship that had followed it weits most
disturbing features.

Only one thing seemed certain—she would have toagety, and
fast. So first thing tomorrow, she would see Mrarigton and hand in
her notice. She sighed. There seemed nothing bt ito write to Mr
Frith, explaining her situation and begging a terapploan to enable
her to get back to England. She was sure he woeild fer even
though he would be surprised to get an appealdipr $o close on the
heels of her other communication which had beencloed in
thoroughly optimistic terms. Once she was back ngl&nd, she
would have to take whatever work was going and lpay back
somehow. It was a frankly depressing prospect,asipewhen she
had thought she had left those sort of worriesrimeher.



She put a hand to her head. The fictitious headheldebecome a
factual one, and beseemed suddenly very inviting, although she d
not expect to get much sleep. The sheets as speba®veen them
felt cool to the heat of her body, and the softrésike pillow cradled
her like the shoulder of a friend.

And | need a friend, was her last drowsy thoughglasp, aided by
the tablet she had taken downstairs, claimed her.



CHAPTER SIX

As soon as she was dressed the following mornihgisthha went
along to Mrs Brandon's rooms. She knocked at theraloor of the
suite, and after a short pause the door was opepétllalie, who
gave her a sullen look.

'‘Madame is not ready for you yet,' she said, anderia close the
door again, but Christina forestalled her.

'Please ask her to see me,' she said, determwatking past Eulalie
into the sitting room.

Eulalie hesitated for a moment, then walked wifloance back into
the bedroom beyond and closed the door. Christaradered over to
the window and stood gazing out, absorbing thetyesHuhe gardens
and the blue gleam of the sea in the distance amynwvays, it would
be hard to leave, she thought, just as she wasitnagito come to
terms with these exotic but alien surroundings. Bloeight of the
silver-sanded beach, and the palm trees that flingeand the
warmth of the rippling water. These were things wbeld never be
able to forget, she knew, but there would be d®s safe memories
that she would have to take with her too, and teenach contracted
painfully as a sudden image of Devlin Brandon iadger mind with
his cool eyes and that casual, careless grace vément. Do what
she might when she was gone from this place, shadwearry him
with her. He was part of it all—of this house, theach, Fort
Victoire—even Martinique.

She gave a deep sigh, and turned to give an inmpagiance at the
closed bedroom door. Mrs Brandon was in no hurgdoede to her
request. Perhaps last night's happenings had Ibeeght to her ears,
and she was showing her displeasure. Perhaps iGansould not
have to give her notice in after all. Maybe her Eyer was waiting
to sack her. She gave a wry smile. Somehow shedadithink so. The



more she thought about it, the more evident if sskbhat Mrs

Brandon was deliberately encouraging an intimatedonship

between her grandson and a little nobody from Exyldahe only

thing remaining in doubt was why she should be gldims, but

Christina had already decided she did not reallytw@know. All she

wanted was out. And if she was honest, it was moply Theo and

his unwanted attentions she needed to escape flwnh,the

ambivalence of her. feelings about Devlin Brandohe-¢nemy she
had so nearly allowed to become, her lover. Sheshasked by the
intensity of the emotions he could arouse in hée &ould only be
thankful that he would never know, and that hef-lsetrayal had
only been brief.

The bedroom door opened and Eulalie appeared irdoloeway,
indicating with a brief succinct jerk of her hedtat Christina's
presence was required at last. Christina bracestlieanentally and
then walked into the room with an outward trandypishe was far
from feeling.

Mrs Brandon was sitting up in bed, wrapped in lalsddjacket in an
attractive cyclamen shade. Her breakfast tray le@t Iset to one side
and she was engaged in looking through the momiinmgil. She
glanced up as Christina entered with slightly mhibeows, but her
attitude was not unwelcoming.

'‘Good morningma chereThis is an early visit. Has some problen
arisen?'

Well, it was the opening she had wanted, Chrigtaaight ruefully.
She gave a little nod.

'Sit down." Mrs Brandon gestured towards a fragjle# chair,

indicating that Christina should pull it up to thed. She complied
with a sinking heart. This interview would have béar easier if Mrs
Brandon had been downright hostile or even in ohdéers regal



moods. This morning she seemed to have revertie told friend of
Aunt Grace who had been so persuasive back in Etgldow,' she
leaned forward and patted Chrisdfta's unresporsne. ‘What is the
trouble? Surely not that littleontre tempsvith Theo last night?'

Christina flushed and , withdrew her hand. 'Then koow about
that?'

‘NaturellementThere is little that happens on Archangel tham Inet
acquainted with," Mrs Brandon returned composedly.

‘Then it won't come as any surprise to you whey+sl have to give
you my noticemadameand leave here.'

Mrs Brandon leaned back against her pillows. Helesfaded into an
almost tangible chill. 'Why so?'

'Surely it's obvious.' Christina gripped her haogkther in her lap. 'l
simply can't stay here in this house after whathagpened.'

‘And why not? Because, a silly boy allowed his ardtm get the
better of him and lost his head momentarily? Hasnlever happened
to you before, Christina? | am amazed if so. Thangomen in
England must be extremely cold-blooded.’

Christina bent her head. 'lt's very easy to dismiesas being a naive
child, madame,she said in a low voice. 'But you were not ther
You don't know what happened.’

'l know enough. Theo came to confess to me at once.

Mrs Brandon examined the ruby and diamond ring enright hand
with minute care. 'l understand there was some dama your
dress—such a shame, it was so charming--for whacis anxious to
make amends. | do not recommend any of the islapngss but he



would be happy to escort you to Martinique to Sedexcew dress and

‘Mrs Brandon, you seem determined to ignore wkatdaid. | have
asked you to accept my notice.'

'Oh, no, Christina." Mrs Brandon gave a decisivakshof her
immaculately coiffed head. 'l am not prepared tdhdad, mon enfant.
You are an attractive girl and | think you have yett come to terms
with that. Theo's attentions were—premature, | @agoet...'

‘The word "premature" suggests that they might bhecacceptable at
some future time," Christina interrupted her againfeeling of
desperation was beginning to assail her. 'l haveltyou, madame,
that this just isn't so. And please don't hopeafoything different.’
She broke off, afraid she had said too much.

Mrs Brandon had become very pale and her lips wWeaxen into a
straight line.

'l think," she said, and her voice was strainedhifik it would be
better, Christina, if we were to pretend that ttasmversation had
never taken place. You may go now. When you am&all will
send Theo to you to apologise. You will be goodugyoto forgive
him. | assure you he is finding it very hard togioe himself.'

‘There's no need for that—please.' Christina liglt the last thing she
wanted was a probably emotional scene with Thesiafydnimself.
'If you would just accept my notice and allow mddave at the end
of the month.’

'‘But what | am attempting to convey to you, Chniatiis that that will
not be possible. | do not wish you to leave.' Mrari@lon's agitation
was increasing perceptibly. 'You have become—nacg$s me.'



‘To you, madame,or to your plans for the future?' Christine
demanded, and saw the older woman start. Thereavgdence and
when Mrs Brandon spoke again, her tone was quietienpst

placatory.

"You must forgive me, Christina. As we become qglder do not also

necessarily grow wiser. | made the grave mistakiveg because |
harboured a wish very dear to my heart and thgbaf godmother,

you would in time wish for it too. | see now thatriot so, and | ask
your pardon.’

Christina stared at her. She felt totally confuaedhis unexpected
humbling of herself by her employer. And what hbd said?

'You spoke of Aunt Grace .. ."' she began tentatj\agid Mrs Brandon
nodded.

'‘We made a plan while we were at school,' she sar@miniscent
smile playing around her mouth. 'l would have a, smd she would
have a daughter, and they would marry. Grace—didarget, and
neither did I. That was why when | saw the notit&er death in a
newspaper, | came to fetch you—so that the wisbuofyouth could
be fulfilled.’

Christina sat very still, her body tense. She fomddficult to take in
what Mrs Brandon was saying. Was she implying thatt Grace
had bargained with her about her future? Was thgtshe had been
brought here—so that she could fulfil her side dfamgain she had
not even been aware existed? She felt a tight &dhsbmething like
desperation begin to curl itself in her midriff.eShad to speak, and
guickly—to make her position clear.

'I'm sorry,' she said, aware of the shake in héreydbut : | knew
nothing of this, and if I had not known it | wouldt have come here.'
She saw Mrs Brandon stiffen and rushed on. 'I'ne sweryone



makes plans like this—for children. But they d@®@tiously expect
that they're going to work out when the childreavgup.'

'l expected it." Mrs Brandon's eyes were very lrigihey -held
Christina's almost magnetically. 'And so did yousdgnother.
Consider, Christina, what else have you to hopé& farbrilliant
career? It seems hardly likely, does it, with yolack of
gualifications. Unless you wish to spend your ke a dependent
spinster, marriage seems the best answer—indeedhihanswer.’

Christina's heart was thudding. 'Thank you," shenagad, 'for
painting such a graphic picture of my prospects.'

Mrs Brandon leaned back against her pillows. 'lcamy trying to be

realistic,' she pointed out. 'l cannot understamdhy you should find

marriage with my grandson such an alarming prosjpexgs the idea
of being mistress of Archangel not appeal to you?'

Christina bent her head. There was a struggle gmingside herself
that it was imperative Mrs Brandon did not evensguat; or she
might be lost. Of course it appealed to her. Sheldvoot have been
human if she had not fully enjoyed the kind of Ioxat her disposal
since she had arrived. The house seemed to funationell-oiled
machinery, and the service provided was unobtrusuteexcellent.
At the back of all this was wealth, she knew, tbdg sf money you
heard about but never actually possessed.

Yet at the same time, beating in her brain, shemeddo hear a man's
scornful words)s marriage too high a price , to pay ... too high
price?'Eyes like silver ice seemed to flay the skin fito@n body, and
a long controlled shudder went through her. No, stvld never
marry Theo, not now. Her first lesson on what passsould be
between a man and a woman might have been brie§hsuwould
never forget it, and that would be her burdenterrest of her life. It
certainly would not permit her to settle for anytiiless, and with



Theo, she knew, it would be much, much less. HmlRahis lips had
been a totally unwarrantable intrusion on her wamoax. She could
no more have given him her body than she could flaven to the
moon.

It was so unfair, really, she allowed herself taklunwillingly. Theo

at least was prepared to offer her an honourableiage, and she
cared nothing for him—was, in fact, a little repddy his attentions.
Whereas to Devlin, whose slightest touch could skad body

flaming with a white- hot craving she could neitreetplain nor

excuse, she was simply the amusement of an hostradother in a
series of amorous diversions. It hurt, but it e faced.

And having faced it, she lifted her bead and lookeM rs Brandon.
'I'm sorry,' she said, 'but | really don't care Ttleo— in that way."'

'Is that such an insuperable barrier?' Mrs Brarsd@yes were
narrowed. 'You are very young, my dear, to knowryamun mind on
such a subject, but if you are wise you will natrpi¢ it to trouble you
unduly. | did not.' She gave a faint smile. 'Thakeeks you? But the
English are such an impractical nation with theeasn of true love.
My sister was as bad, marrying a younger son becahs fell in
love, when the older one was there for the takiBlge leaned forward
putting her hand over Christina's. Her fingers iy and warm.
‘Land,mon enfantproperty, the continuation of a heritage—those a
the important things in marriage. That has neveuoed to you,
hein,because you did not think it could ever happen.vBuwill not
rush you. You shall have time to think—to considéow leave me,
ma chere] wish to get dressed. You may send Eulalie td me.

Almost without knowing how it had happened, Chnatifound
herself back in the sitting room. Her head was hvigr What had she
got herself into? she asked despairingly as she madway back to
her own room. She had gone to Mrs Brandon that imgymtent on



handing in her notice, only to have it waved asidef it were some
momentary aberration. And now she was being sldwily surely
pressurised into marrying Theo. The appalling thivas that Mrs
Brandon made it all sound so sane and reasonaistefod a moment,
if you were not very careful, you might find youifseninking that
one's objections were very trivial in the lighttok broader issues
involved.

She closed her bedroom door behind her and leaaeddgainst the
panels, trying to regain control of her suddenlgkshg limbs. At

least, she had been allowed a breathing space.h&heime to

marshal her arguments, let them see she could @otoerced,
however subtly. But it brought home to her evenerforcibly that

she needed to get away. If she could just getrassf®artinique, she
could surely find some sort of work—something tivatld keep her
and enable her to save for her fare home—that Mrifrith was

unable or unwilling to help her.

The imminent problem was how to get to Martinig8ge could, of
course, ask Louis to drive her to the harbour whsederry stopped,
but she had to remember that he was in Mrs Braag@y and might
well report any such request. And though she mightherself

defiantly that she was a free agent and that tlaadims could not
stop her leaving, she could not convince herself this was the
whole truth.

She toyed with the idea of appealing to Clive awdnh Maynard.
Lorna would help, she was sure, if she knew whatpibsition was.
And yet was it fair to ask her? Clive was also amplyee of the
Brandon family and it was wrong to expect him tayags put his job
in jeopardy.

With a groan, she wandered over to the dressirg tadal sank down
on the stool, burying her face in her hands. Theas another



alternative, of course, an obvious one if she coulg bring herself
to accept it.

Devlin Brandon had a boat—p boat in which he hagspmably

sailed single-handed back from Martinique, becaeskead certainly

not been on the ferry with them. More than thathhd made no
secret of his wish that she should leave Ste \fietdiVould he be
prepared to give the practical help in achieving #nd that she so
badly needed? Certainly there was no obvious reabgrhe should

deny it. He owed no loyalty to his aunt—he had nihée clear.

But she—she was in his debt already. Had she ghyto ask him for
help? What had he told héE®on't come crying to me when things ge
rough.'She shivered. No@hewas considering doing precisely that
and she would have no one but herself to blame ilimed her away.

She got up stiffly and walked across to the windee wouldn't turn
her away, a little voice inside her was insistimgt, he might charge a
price for his help—this time. She pressed her hanwis her ears,
resolutely shutting it out. She couldn't let hdrdeink about that or
she might lose her courage altogether.

Without stopping to consider the wisdom of her@ui any longer,
she slipped out on to the gallery and down thesstephe garden.

She was breathless and her side was hurting byirtieethe beach
house was in sight. She stopped and shaded her syedenly
uneasy. The place had a closed, shuttered lookstmatdid not
remember, and then, with a rapidly sinking healte sioticed
something elseMoon Maidernwas no longer at her mooring.

She paused irresolutely. Her obvious course wagotback to the
house and wait for his return, whenever that mightThat was the
thing to do, she told herself, even as her feetabetgp carry her
steadily forward again.



The door was shut, but it wasn't locked. Perhapsdwddn't be gone
for long—or maybe he had left some clue as to wienvould be
back, she argued against her conscience as shedoiiighdoor open
and stepped inside.

The shutters were closed; and the air inside hoeayy and still and
full of silence. The shack was obviously empty. i€tima made her
way over to one of the windows at the far end efliing room, and
opened back the shutter, letting the sunlight swsxndust motes
dancing in its beams.

It was all very neat. There were no unwashed djsir@$in the next
room the bed had been tidily made. There was ngtioisuggest that
the owner had left in a hurry and would soon b&bkaevas, far more
indicative of the leisured preparation for a joyrn&he glanced
round a little uncertainly. She wasn't sure wha skpected to see
—a note, perhaps, with an address or even a telepmamber where
he could be reached? She knew she was being ndguDevlin
Brandon was accountable to no one for his actiAnd. she had no
excuse at all for being here—prying like this, ntvat this was
established. No excuse at all.

As if she was being manipulated by unseen strisigs,turned back
towards the work bench. This, presumably, was wHaexlin
worked at his woodcarving. She was curious, to ploant of
compulsion, to see the kind of work he produceddida't seem to
have any samples on open display. She guessed rthesebe his
current works, shrouded by the covering sheet.

Still she hesitated. What would she do—what cobklsay if he was
suddenly to return and find her here like thispbuaiously snooping
through his things like this? She glanced warilwdods the open
door, but it was filled by nothing but sunshine dimel murmur of the
sea.



Feeling like Bluebeard's youngest wife, she lifted corner of the
sheet, and picked up the first carving. It wasrd-bisome kind of
hawk, she thought, but so acutely observed thataliexpected it to
take flight from her hands as she held it. She neasonnoisseur of
the medium, but she could recognise artistry whHen saw it. His
aunt might dismiss his talent with a casual wavieesthand, but that
could not diminish it. She looked eagerly at tHeeotcarvings. They
all seemed to have this same individual mastetpwth—the same
vivid life as the hawk.

There was just one more to see. She pulled idirée wrappings and
stared down at it, her mouth suddenly dry. It wamall statuette—a
girl kneeling. A typical enough subject, she sugohsand it wasn't
even finished. Yet it was unmistakable. The girbvizulalie, and she
was naked. Again, there was nothing in that. Alists used nude
models, she supposed. But it was the way she wsedpe on her
knees, arms slightly extended. Every line of thaliptuously bare
body sang surrender—an offering which no virile ncald have
either, mistaken or refused.

Her hands shaking, she put the figure down. Howyntames, she
found herself wondering, had Eulalie been here tfos to be
achieved? Her mind went back to that first nighfathangel when
she had seen the girl creeping off through theagarter guess as to
her destination had been right, it seemed. Butadntt mattered
then—or at least not much. It shouldn't matter nSire ought to be
able to look at the figure quite objectively ashie had looked at the
others and assess its artistic value. Devlin wbalek little trouble in
selling this, she told herself, trying to be casuilwas an utterly
sensuous piece with a delicate eroticism all ita.ofvwoman's body
carved in wood by a man who knew it well.

She felt hot tears burning at her eyelids—a kindoofmented rage
welling up hysterically inside her. My God, sheubgat, I'm jealous.
It was nonsense. It was ludicrous. She had no-+gilat reason. He



had kissed—more than kissed her once—that wa\gkll other
times they had been adversaries. With a little cigpkob, she turned
and ran for the door, scrubbing furiously at hergshg eyes with a
scrap of handkerchief as she went, and thrustimgldly back into
her pocket before slamming the door behind her.

Today she had learned something about herself. thomge
unpalatable but a fact nevertheless. Somehow, athéalien in love
with Devlin Brandon.

She shook her head violently in repudiation asssinabled along the
beach. It wasn't love—it couldn't be. She had tascimsense to
confuse liking and tenderness and respect withstiezr physical
desire that Devlin aroused in her. It was a primian animal
thing—and she wasn't like that.

She wasn't, she repeated agonisedly, she wasultfolind she was
still saying the same phrase over and over agaraln incantation all
the way back to the comparative sanctuary of hemrat Archangel.

For the next two days, Christina felt that she @ssting in a kind of
limbo. Her duties for Mrs Brandon had never beegrous; now they
were practically non-existent. She was expectegpfzear at meals,
and little else. Theo was on his best behavioue. &uld recognise
this and almost be amused by it. She had forcexkli¢o endure his
emotional apology for his behaviour the other nighdl had made it
clear that she expected no repetition of it. Hereadrted to being the
undemanding companion again, only a little more@urs<to please.
She accepted his attentions with an indifferencehvonly seemed
to prompt him to exert himself more. He obviousit he was on the
shortest road to her good graces, and there seétihedpoint in
disillusioning him.



It was strange how the worry over her developirgti@ship with
Theo had retreated from the forefront of her mindar the impetus
of this new and shattering discovery. Yet it alingato the same thing
in the end— she had to get away from here. Allrsfeded was the
means.

She could no longer turn to Devlin for help. Thaduhd be like

rubbing salt in a self-inflicted wound. The onlyrngithat would

preserve her peace of mind would be to make heapeswhile, he

was still away. From the security of the adjointaye, she could
make sure thaMoon Maidenwas still missing from the mooring.
While he was gone, she felt absurdly safe as ifhisrreturn, one
glance at her face would tell him all she was spdeately trying to
conceal.

Her thoughtfulness, her pallor and the shadows ninetleeyes might
have been remarked by Mrs Brandon, but they wereamomented
upon. Perhaps her employer felt she was merely ngakieavy
weather of considering her options. There was anohialmost
tangible satisfaction about the older woman thesgs és if it was
only a matter of time before all her designs weareoanplished and
she knew it.

Sometimes, Christina allowed herself a wry smiteMits Brandon
really knew! she thought. But it was just as wélé glidn't, or her
position here would be truly untenable.

The hardest thing of all to bear was the presericéutalie, she
found. Christina wondered if she was being ovesti®e, but there
seemed to be an air of secret knowledge, of triuadpiost in the
girl's demeanour these days—especially when she @amywhere
near herself. With Mrs Brandon she presented healudemure,
submissive appearance. It was as if she guessathtispy secret
that Christina nursed and was exulting over heer@&lwas an extra
sway to her hips and a thrust to her full breastenever she entered



Christina's room. She seemed to be flaunting heotiex
beauty—reminding Christina, if she needed any sechinder, of
how intimately it had been displayed at the beamisk for Devlin
Brandon's delectation.

Once she had even entered the bathroom while @larisas taking a
shower, even though the sound of the running watest have
warned her that the room was occupied. She hadgigeld instantly
and withdrawn, but Christina had been aware ofandarrassed by
her swift but thorough appraisal of her slendertaors, and left with
the humiliating thought that Eulalie had been conmga her
unfavourably with her own lush curves.

Yet it was all covert. There was nothing at alEwlalie's attitude that
Christina could have complained of, even had sles ls® minded.
She had always known that the girli resented hatoengait on her,
but that hardly mattered as she intended to leave.

But how? She had resigned herself to the factstiatcould not leave
until she had received her first salary cheque,thatiwas not due
yet. She could not very well ask-for an advance,abse Mrs

Brandon was quite aware that she had had no exptmspeak of.
Besides, it would not be right. She would not leawvthe Brandons'
debt. There must be no strings attaching hertstilrchangel once
she had gone from Ste Victoire.

Somehow she would have to transfer herself andélengings from

the house to the harbour at La Villette to catck toat for

Martinique, even if she had to summon one of theléxal taxis to

take her instead of slipping away as she wishetlhBte there was
another difficulty. The only outside telephone vgitsiated in Mrs

Brandon's sitting room, and the chances of makiogllaunobserved
were few and far between. Christina sighed. That aveother bridge
she would have to cross when she came to it.



She had just returned from her walk on the beadh morning,
having ascertained th&oon Maidenstill had not returned, when
Mrs Brandon sent for her. Although it was still atelely early,
Christina found that she was up and dressed anmgsit the elegant
desk in her sitting room. There was a brisk alnessited air about
her.

'‘Come inma chereThere is a lot for us to do today.' She held out
long handwritten list of what appeared to be naares$ addresses.
*You will find a box of envelopes in that drawelpE them quickly,
please. The invitations arrived from the printas tmorning and |
wish them to go out without delay."'

'Invitations?' Christina picked up the list anddstdl it. Practically all
the island's notables appeared to be on it.

'‘Oui. It is Theo'gour de fetenext week—nhis birthday— and naturally
we shall have a celebration—a small party.'

Christina's brows rose slightly. If this was a dnpalrty, she would
have liked to have known Mrs Brandon's idea ofrgdane. But as
she read down the list of nhames, one omission teaoe at her.
Devlin's name was not there. She had no doubt wlas quite
deliberate, a way of signifying his aunt's displeaswith him, yet it
seemed unfair when his colleagues on the islandrotiee such as
Ludo Bellairs and his family were being invited.

'l get on with it immediatelymadame She turned towards the
door.

'‘Un moment.Mrs Brandon's voice halted her. Christina lookeckba
and saw that she was sitting, twisting her foungan in her fingers
as if she was suddenly nervous about somethingst®a—it would
please me greatly if the party were not merely dételarate Theo's
birthday but also his engagement.’



Christina's heart felt like a stone inside her. Singpressed a groan.
She had foolishly hoped that any further discussinrthe subject
could be avoided for the duration of her stay athangel.

She tried to temporise. ‘Madame, you said | shdwde time to
think—to consider ...’

'‘But what is there to consider?' Mrs Brandon's égstened on hers.
There was a strange appeal, in them. 'And you gt thought it
over by now. Theo is young— headstrong. He will wait for ever
for his answer while you debate with yourself.'

'l don't want him to wait,' Christina said obstelgt 'l —I can't marry
him, Mrs Brandon. | don't love him.’

'‘But you could learn." The older woman's eyes séetméurn into
hers. 'What else, after all, is an engagement @ortd enable two
people to get to know each other—to grow from filero lovers.
Theo has kept his distance in accordance with yasines, but—if
you were promised to each other—it would be a smmtter, living
In die same house as you do, for him to teach gaate for him.'

Christina stared at her, her brain reeling. 'l dénow what you
mean,' she managed eventually.

'‘Oh, comemon enfant,'Mrs Brandon's tone was chiding. "You mus
not be coy. | am saying that when two young ativagieople live in
close proximity there will naturally come a time @vhtheir emotions
may—overwhelm them. If you -were to—belong to The
completely, your feelings might well undergo a dmh

Christina felt sick. 'I'm sorry if you regard me rmgrely being coy,’
she said, trying to keep her voice calm. 'But |enao intention
of—sleeping with Theo. Whether | was engaged to limnot
wouldn't make the slightest difference.’



'l have shocked you, | see," Mrs Brandon gaveherattegligent shrug
of the shoulders. 'Forgive me. It seemed an enlyneactical
solution.’

Christina closed the door firmly behind her andhkhagainst it for a
moment, closing her eyes in utter disbelief. Notthe first time, she
found herself totally bewildered by the fact tHastwoman had been
Aunt Grace's friend. Certainly they had not seanedher for years,
but did people really change all that much? Shé gasild- not
imagine how Aunt Grace would have tolerated for amant
someone so apparently amoral as Marcelle Brandenown life had
been conducted on lines of quite rigid principhestilled in her since
girlhood. Unless Mrs Brandon had been a consumaatess, Aunt
Grace must surely have seen that her friend hadfetay.

She walked down to the library and set about tek td typing the
envelopes. But her fingers were all thumbs andfebed that her
usual accuracy had deserted her. With a groanipped another
spoiled envelope out of the carriage and screwrdiata ball before
hurling it towards the open window.

'‘Good shot:' The last voice in the world she hapeeted to hear
spoke in mocking approval from the doorway behied Beware,
Miss Sort-of-Secretary. Your halo would appear talp@ing.'

She sat very still, resisting the immediate imputsturn and look at
him, aware that a tide of betraying colour was e up into her
face.

Devlin strolled across the room and stood besidddaking down at

the creased list lying beside the typewriter. '8at€ is having one of
her rare bouts of sociability,’ he remarked, ra@isims eyebrows
sardonically. '‘Don't bother to type an envelopenfie; Miss Bennett.
I'll take my invitation with me.’



She picked up another envelope and wound it indontlachine. 'l
don't think you're being invited," she told him wiealy.

He didn't seem put out in the slightest. 'Therallgatecrash. This is
one Archangel party | wouldn't miss for the wotlgvant to be there
when Theo puts the Brandon ring on your finger. ¢dgou seen it
yet, by the way? It's an enormous emerald flankeg
diamonds—uvulgarity personified.’

The letters being formed under her fingers weressgebbledygook,
but she went on typing steadily. 'For the last firske said between
her teeth, 'l am not getting engaged to Theo.'

'No?' He threw himself into a chair, stretching loisg legs out in
front of him. 'That's not what's being whispereldoakr the island.
But perhaps you never listen to gossip.'

She paused uncertainly, her fingers poised ovekdlys. 'People are
saying ...?"

‘That you're on the verge of being married off teed —yes.' There
was no mockery now in the silver eyes. They weralse, almost
brooding. 'This party will simply be regarded ag tbeal on the
contract.’

'‘But it's not true,’ she said with a kind of qudesperation.

He shrugged, his eyes resting on her taut, unhtagey 'Perhaps it
will be—by the time of the party. When's it beingldf? Theo's
birthday? That's just over a week— plenty of timme d determined
woman like Tante to achieve her own way. You'restititdenying, |
hope, that it's her intention to marry you to THeo?

‘No,' she said in a low voice, her head bent. [Budn't know—when
| came here ... you must believe me.’



'Oh, | do—for what it's worth.' He took a pack dfecoots from his
pocket and lit one. 'What | want to know is whatiyiatend to do
about it.'

'Do?' She took the envelope out of the machindaddt to one side.

'‘Why? yes,' he sounded impatient. 'l do have aedesiterest in all
this, you know.'

'l don't see how ..." she began, and then lightheaw

'Oh, of course! If Theo marries and has a childntthat would put
you right out of the inheritance.’

There was a long silence, and then he utterede§ brirthless laugh.

‘Clever girl!" His voice was cynical. 'You catch fast. Yes, | do have
my reasons for preferring Theo to remain single. IDwve your
co-operation in helping to achieve that entirelydable aim?"

''ve already told you | have no intention of mamg Theo.' Her
throat seemed to be hurting her oddly. "You— youehaothing to
fear from me in your—plans.'

'I'm delighted to hear it,' he said drily. 'And hale you intend to
escape the fate that Tante has it all mapped oyoid?'

'Oh," she shrugged vaguely, 'l do have one or title kchemes in
mind. You really don't have to worry.'

'Oh, but | do,' he said softly. 'Particularly lidppen to be involved in
any of them.'

Her eyes flew to his with something like panic. ti¥fe not,’ she said
quickly.



'No?' He stood up and walked over to her. For a emirhe looked
down at her, then he reached into the pocket ofiduik grey corded
pants. 'Yours, | believe,' he said lighdy, and gexpsomething into
her lap. It was a handkerchief, small and lacertrad and entirely
unremarkable but for the betraying embroideredrnGne corner.
Her hand closed round it.

‘Where—where did you find this?'

'‘Don't you remember? Or were you in too much ofiayhto leave?'

His hand reached down and took her chin, remorsglésrcing her

face up to meet his glance. '‘Don't pretend, ChastYou came to the
beach house while | was away in Martinique. | krsneone had
been there because a shutter had been left opdnt“aas obvious

someone had been having a sneak preview of sothe ekhibits for

my next show. | realised it was you when Ifoundrybandkerchief

on the floor. | couldn't quite swallow the premikat it was a burning
interest in my prowess as a woodcarver which haddirt you there,
So it occurred to me you might have needed my Heipl right?'

She sat very still, then she managed a shaky lalt'ghvery kind of

you to offer me a way out—but I'm afraid it's mwhnpler than that.
Sheer feminine curiosity, and quite unforgivabl&nbw. You were

away—and | was dying to have a look round, sotl yelked in ...'

Her voice tailed away, then rallied. 'l—I shall leaw cover my tracks
more carefully next time.'

'l see," he said expressionlessly. His fingersdethy from her chin
and she touched her flesh uncertainly, wonderirtgeihad bruised
her. 'I'm sorry | wasn't there to entertain yoyo@rson. | might have
been able to satisfy your curiosity on several ogoents as well.'

There was no mistaking the implication in his womsd Christina's
face burned. 'I'm sorry too. Sorry | ever went ritbarplace,' she said
In a constricted voice. She tried to get up, batiand caught at her



shoulder, pressing her down into her seat. Her dyated as she
looked up at him.

'Sit still,' he said roughly. 'l haven't finisheathvyou yet.'

'Oh, please!" Her voice trembled. 'lI've apologiséthat else can |
say?'

‘To hell with words." His tone was even, but shealddchear the
suppressed anger underneath it. "You've invadepkivgcy, my dear
Miss Bennett, so it's only fair that you shouldfsufa similar
invasion.' As he spoke, he sank down en to thetetiredd beside
her, his hand moving from her shoulder to tangl¢ha soft honey
mass of her hair. -»

She tried to say 'Devlin’, but her voice brokeh@ middle of the word
and then his mouth was on hers and her chancetespmwas gone.
She felt as if she was drowning in delight. An agmg sweetness
pierced her innermost being as he drew her aghinstOne hand
stroked the nape of her neck, the other moved obdek softly and
caressingly, freeing the flimsy material of her rsHrom her
waistband. His fingers were cool and deliberatehenwarm skin,
spreading along her spinal column, finding the hiaskener that was
the final barrier to his seeking touch and dealiitdp it effortlessly.
She gasped as she realised what he had done eshdotpull away,
but his grip tightened ruthlessly, and she layntlegain in his arms,
her breath coming raggedly.

For a moment he lifted his mouth from hers, andelyss seemed to
pierce her face. Then, as if satisfied with whahbae found, he bent
to her again, his kiss deepening and demanding nesponse than
she had ever dreamed she was capable of. Timestib@s his long,
leisurely, frankly intimate exploration of her mbutand body
continued. She was unable to think coherently. i&meeall sensation,



all awareness, and she gave a little broken sigheaure as his lean,
hard fingers tantalised the softness of her breasts

Her head fell back across his arm like a brokewdioas his lips slid

down her throat and lightly brushed her shouldefsie discovering

for themselves the sweet excitement his touch hadsad. She heard
herself moan faintly as the warmth of his mouth ezakw hungers in
her. His fingers lingered caressingly on her rigesahen slid lower

to the waistband of her skirt. As if she was inreaan, she felt the
button which held it give way. And then it was dilifferent. He was

still holding her, but his mouth was no longer tiagsher to feverish

intoxication.

Dazedly she opened her eyes and looked up infad¢es He thrust up
a hand and raked back some strands of tawny faampadvith sweat,
from his forehead. Hisbreathing was uneven, andob@dy held a
sudden tension - as if he had himself rigidly iedh

He saw her watching him, and his mouth twisted aaify. 'Well,
Christina? Have you learned your lesson—or do weeq®ed to the
next step?’

Insultingly casual, his hand returned to the zipnef skirt. His eyes
never left her face. For a moment, she could haakg in what he
had said, and then with a little cry she flung Béraway from him,
dragging her unfastened shirt over her breasts.

'l suppose | have my answer," he said after atghglise. He stood up
and started to straighten his own dishevelled appea.

She stared up at him, her eyes blurred with shaesed. 'l hate you,'
she whispered unsteadily.

He laughed softly. 'Then it must be a very cerelhased, honey girl.
Your body certainly hasn't heard about it.'



Her hands were shaking as she re-fastened hees|dtirusting the
buttons through holes that seemed in some straraye tov have
become far too small to accommodate j them.

‘Do you need any help?"
‘Don't you dare to touch me!' she breathed.

‘There's no "dare" about it,' he said tautly. Wdnted to touch you
again, | would, and there'd be damn all you cowdabout it. You

know it, and so do I. But this is neither the tinge the place. | have
to see my aunt—and you have to finish typing theseelopes,

although | would not give much for their chancegefting in the

mail today.'

'Oh, get out!" she cried passionately, buryingfaee in ' her hands.
She did not move until she heard the library déase quietly behind
him.



CHAPTER SEVEN

CHRISTINA remoyed the last envelope from the typewriter gladed

it on the completed pile. She checked through idted make sure
that no one had been missed, then sat back withastretching her
arms wearily and flexing her shoulder muscles.ighhlook like a

pile of envelopes, but she knew it was really aomajctory for

applied concentration. Her head might ache, andbady might be
damp with sweat, but she felt that she had wonowet her own
weakness.

She picked up the pile of envelopes and the lisike them upstairs
to Mrs Brandon, then hesitated. For all she kneeylid might still
be with his aunt, and she could not face seeingagiamn so soon. Not
now. Not while she still ached with the frustratedgings he had so
cynically roused in her.

Her sole consolation was that Devlin would neveovwnhow

successful his so-called punishment had been. Atinkgs was that
he could make her respond to him physically—butthe was an
experienced man dealing with an inexperienced golhe would
probably expect that. What he did not know was imeply her
emotions were involved. At least she did not h&vat $elf-betrayal to
regret when she left St Victoire behind her forrevihere was a
chance—just a chance—that she might still be abléake her
departure with a little dignity left.

She got up and wandered over to the open windowcldéhes felt
clammy on her, and she thought with longing of¢lvamming pool.
There was no reason, of course, why she shoulgm&br a bathe.
She had finished her appointed task, and her tiasepresumably her
own again.She did not hesitate for a moment lobgeran up to her
room and changed into a bikini narrowly stripeddark green and
white, then, grabbing a towel, made her way dowergtilery stairs to
the poolside.



The water felt glorious. She swam lazily from one & to the other,
then turned on to her back and floated, her - heaming on both
sides of her in the water. She began 1 to feeésbfd, and decided
that strenuous physical exercise had been just sifenheeded. She
swam another couple of lengths, then hauled heyaednd sat on the
side, drying her hair on the towel. Then she agien oil liberally to
her arms and legs and lay down on one of the patideders to
sunbathe. It was very quiet. Archangel could hasenbpeopled by
mutes. The only sound came from insects buzzirtgarflowers and
grasses, and in the distance a bird called raugoGslristina found
her thoughts drifting drowsily, and made no efforferk herself back
to wakefulness. Perhaps, when she woke, the paiitvbe gone, she
told herself sleepily.

But her dreams as she slept were wild and distgnvith a quality of
nightmare about them. Wooden figures grew and c¢arie—a boat
sailed away and left her alone and desolate orsltbee. A storm
brewed and lightning flashed with the rumble of ntier in the
distance. It was raining too—»big icy drops which ¥éndictively on
to her bare skin as she tried unavailingly to gmnelt

She opened her eyes and found that the drops waleTiheo was
standing over her, sprinkling her with a handfulwadter from the
pool. She sat up unwillingly, conscious of his egppreciatively on
her scantily clad body. He had kept away from tbel pver the last
few days, but today he was wearing his usual lbnietks and had a
towel slung over his shoulders, so she guessecatiadécided the
time was ripe for him to try and get back on the tekrms with her..

‘Thank you for waking me,' she said quickly, reaghfor her own
towel. 'It's time | was going in. Your grandmotiveitl be wanting
me.'

'‘Grand'mere doesn't want anyone today.' Theo sdoslightly. 'She
has had Devlin with her all morning. | know thegssons of old.



She will be in a terrible temper for the rest oé thay and will
probably insist on having all her meals in her ro&m you and | will
have to make the best of it together, my sweetspgilead his towel on
the flags beside her lounger and lay down.

‘All the same, | ought to be going ..." she bedamhe put out a hand
and took hold of her ankle.

'‘Don't leave me, Tina,' he said plaintively. "Yeuwsurely not holding
the other night against me still?'

'Of course not," she assured him too quickly.

He smiled up at her. 'Then stay for a little wh#&imming pools are
dull places without a beautiful girl beside thermdAl do find you
very desirable, you know.'

'If you're going to talk like that, Theo, then lahgo indoors,' she
said, irritated.

He sighed petulantly and let go of her. He rolledt@ his back and
lay staring up at the sky.

‘Devlin would have to come today,' he remarkedibulklust when
Grand'mere was making the arrangements for my .dastgs hoping
this afternoon to take her to look at my boat.’

'‘Boat?' Christina turned and looked down at himstjoaingly. He
nodded eagerly.

'‘My birthday present,' he said. 'Oh, it's beautifliha —far better
than Devlin'dVloon MaidenBigger too. It's tied up at Fort Victoire at
the moment—just waiting for Grand'mere to sign plagers.' The
moody look returned to his face. 'Of course, noersiay refuse.’



'l hardly think that's likely,' Christina said dril'You seem to get your
way in most things.'

'Yes.' He sent her a speculative look under hiseas'Except in the
one thing | want most." His voice changed, becagtgdr, almost

laughing. 'Come with us to see the boat, Tina. SSlae'lovely

thing—perfect for a honeymoon. | might even call &iter you.'

'l don't think that's a good idea,' she said tiglgthd sat up.

‘Now I've upset you again.' He gave a gentle sigbu are so touchy,
Tina. Don't run away, | promise to be good —that you'll answer
me one question.’

'‘What is it, Theo?' she said wearily.

'‘Why don't you want to marry me?' His tone wasKhaiurious. The
golden boy, she found herself thinking sadly, tbp prize in the
competition unable to understand why he hadn't lvemm yet. She
wished she had stuck to her guns and gone backisdshe tried to
temporise.

'We—we can't dictate our feelings, Theo. It's ltardxplain, but...'

‘You just don't want me," he said gently. He turmesl head and
smiled at her. 'Go on, Tina. Be frank. | can take i

'It—it's not as simple as that,' she began stytéttlon't want anyone
'‘No?' His smile widened slightly. 'That's not whatone passing the
library window this morning would have thought.'eSay very still,

loathing the betraying colour she could feel flowginto her face.

'Oh, Tina,' he gave an exaggerated sigh. 'Anottedp $or my Cousin
Devlin's belt—and he has far too many already. Dealry, | won't



give you away to Grand'mere. And not the jealoyp tyou know.
Once we were married, | wouldn't mind you havinge-tbdd
diversion—as long as you were discreet, of course.'

She was more appalled by that than by anything ire Brsfndon
had ever said to her before.

‘You can't be serious!
'Why not?' he shrugged. 'lt could be very ententgin

| wonder how dear Devlin's pride would stand slgaarwoman with

me—knowing that he might be contributing anothigleliBrandon to

stand between him and Archangel.' He looked quadigicip into her

horrified face and flung back his head in a sholitlamghter,

displaying his perfect teeth. ‘My God, Tina, | thyou really took me
seriously for a moment. You're deliciously easghock, you know.
Come on," he rose to his feet in one easy, graoefukement, 'let's go
for a swim together and forget all this nonsensau ¥hay not want
me as a lover, but we can still be friends.’

She yielded unwillingly to his urging. Perhaps sta&s too easily
shocked, she thought, as he tugged her towardsdte of the pool,
but she hadn't thought that he was joking. Thededeen a bite in his
words that had really got under her skin.

Their bodies cut the water together, and they begaswim the
length of the pool side by side. Theo seemed te t@ding back,
matching his stroke to hers, showing a consideratibich surprised
her. When they had swum together on previous cmeadne had
always seemed anxious to demonstrate his supdremgsh and
expertise, making her feel like a clumsy schooigithe water.

'Race you!" he called out, and Christina smiledardly as she
guickened her stroke. That was more like the Theohad come to



know. Which made it all the more surprising whea &und she was
actually in the lead. She had no illusions aboutdv@mming. She
was competent in the water, no more, whereas Thladophobably
learned to swim almost as soon as he could walkh Wieeling of
unreality, she touched the end of the pool, lifteg hand in triumph.

Theo surfaced beside her. 'Well done!"
'You let me win,' she accused.

'‘Nonsense.' He splashed her playfully, and withspghe retaliated.
The air was full of flying droplets. Her ears wesaging and
instinctively she closed her eyes against the garnd/hen it stopped,
she opened them tentatively.

"Theo?'

There was no reply. She glanced up at the eddeeqidol where the
towels were, half expecting that he had climbedtoudry himself,
but he was nowhere to be seen.

Then suddenly something grabbed at her legs, drgdgr down into
the vivid turquoise depths of the water. She gaspedurprise,
swallowing water. She fought free of the grip roum&t legs and
surfaced again.

‘Theo, you brute ...'

Her words were cut off as she was dragged dowmagahe'd had
barely time to draw breath and she didn't—she yehtin't—enjoy

being ducked. She was no water-baby. Above her waadsunlight
and air and that was where she wanted to be. $ashéd around
wildly, trying to kick her legs free, holding herrdath with

determination. If Theo got hurt, he would only havienself to

blame.; she ; thought grimly.



It was beginning to get uncomfortable—her lungsen&ching, and
she redoubled her efforts to free herself. Suddemikas no longer a
game. It was a fight—a bid to establish some kinslpremacy—not
physical, Theo had no need to do that. He was g#roimnan her and
always would be, his muscles tempered by his swiigrand riding.

This was a duel to show her who was the master.

She was frightened, of course she was, but heropregting
emotion was one of anger.

Don't panic, she adjured herself. That was the mapbthing;. They
couldn't stay down there for ever. Theo would h&webreathe
eventually. All she had to do was remember that.

But it was becoming difficult to remember anythimgsides her own
obsessive need to draw breath. Her head was s inguaidd she felt
as if something inside her was going j to burss. ¢itip round her legs
showed no signs of slackening, no matter how muehtwisted and
wriggled.

No one, she found herself thinking with absolutgit}, no one was
allowed to reject Theo Brandon with impunity. Aflet charm, that
apparent good humour was just a cloak for an egoytbhu wounded
at your peril. And she had rejected him twice, sw/she was being
punished, taught a lesson, shown who was bosssAad/as damned
—damned if he was going to get away with it!

It was hard to stick to her resolution, particifarihen she knew that
only a few inches above her head was blessedgoless and that all

she had to do in order to get it was meekly subr@t. muscles were
aching now, and her whole body felt as if it hadrbstretched on the
rack. She was almost at the point where it was gsite to fight any

more. Almost, but not quite.



Suddenly her arms were being wrenched from thekets as well as
her legs, and she groaned aloud, choking as ther wathed into her
mouth. There was an intense glowing brightness,elven as she
lifted her face towards it gratefully, the darknessne down and
smothered her.

Somewhere someone was retching, a harsh painfuidsdu felt
painful too—like a great fist twisting in her stooma—pressing down
on her back, forcing the water out of her. With@am she opened her
eyes. She was lying face downwards on a pile oél®at the side of
the pool. The pressure on her lungs increased,shadchoked up
more water.

Memory came flooding back, and she tried to tursg® whose hands
were upon her.

'Lie still,’ said Devlin, his voice grim. "You'lleball right.’

‘Tina.' Theo's voice. 'Oh, Tina, my darling! H®plped to his knees
in front of her, his hands cupping her face. 'l'ms®rry, | didn't
realise you were in difficulties. It was all a gamenly a game.’

There was remorse in his voice, and it might eversib-cere. But
there was a veiled note of triumph too, and Clmasinew that if it
was a game Theo was leaving her in no doubt atitochad won. She
closed her eyes to shOut the sight of him.

'‘Can you walk?' Devlin again. Lips tautly compresdae watched
her struggle on to her knees. 'Here, then.' Shelifted up into his
arms, cradled against his chest. This time thegenething loverlike
in his touch, but there was an odd feeling of secushe could feel
his heart beating under her cheek, hear him adkneg with chilling

abruptness for directions to her room, and Theadlersreply.



She kept her eyes closed until she felt hersealfiane too gently on
the softness of her own bed. When she opened tbewljn was
emerging from the bathroom with her bathrobe alaige towel.

She struggled up on to one elbow, her eyes enorntoos...?"
'‘Don't try to talk," he said. 'Don't try to do amiyig. Just be still.'

And still she was, while he stripped the soddembikom her and
dried her briskly with the towel he had brought.c&s-a lifetime
ago—she had burned with shame because he had tbbehakin.
Now she lay mute with gratitude under his handsnstiing docilely
to being wrapped in the bathrobe while he driednaar.

He did not speak. His touch was as cool and impeisas a doctor's.
When the-excess water had been dried from herlfapicked up the
house telephone and with the same- abruptness drddray of tea
to be brought to her room. Then he sat down oretlye of the bed
and gave her a long, hard look.

‘Do you usually indulge in such hectic swimming t@s?' he
inquired levelly. 'If so, | suggest your techniqueeeds improving. If |
hadn't arrived when | did, you could have beemanlile.'

She hesitated. A voice inside her was urging heteliohim the
truth—to throw herself into his arms and weep dw panicky
reaction which was beginning to set in. But shda@tido that. She
knew only too well what she would be inviting ifeskdid. Instead,
weary as she was, she had to fight again—a bhttartade what had
just transpired in the swimming pool seem like anmportant
skirmish, and which, for her own peace of mind, stxeld not lose.

'‘We were just—fooling around,’ she said at lastelessly. 'Theo was
ducking me, and things got a bit out of hand. Isway own fault.'



'l wouldn't argue about that,’ he said, too smgotiMaybe you
should be a little more careful about the gamesigdulge in. Or at
least your choice of partner for these games.'

‘Maybe so.' She bent her head wearily, allowingrgts of still-damp
hair to fall across her face. 'l—I have to thank ygain, it seems.'

He put out his hand and brushed her hair back ddien ear. It was
the most casual of gestures, but it made her feeé again,
terrifyingly so. She had to fight a treacherouseutg turn her head
and kiss the lean hand that stroked back her hair.

Instead, she said icily, 'Please don't do that.'

His eyebrows rose. 'I'm sorry. | suppose this isotlaer
game—jpretending my touch is abhorrent to you?'

She lifted her chin defiantly. '‘Does it have tqibetence? |—I've said
I'm grateful to you. Does that give you an excusetiake advantage
of me?'

Not a muscle moved in his dark face. 'l wasn't a¥avas doing so.'
He got to his feet. Tour tea should be arrivingrdirioHave it with
sugar—plenty of it. Do you want me to have thenhtte doctor?’

She shook her head, an immense weariness posshssir§he very
badly wanted to cry, but she would not give waguoh weakness in
front of Devlin. No matter what it cost, she haddtain what rags of
self-respect were left to her. She did not look iat hgain, and

presently she heard his footsteps on the galletsiary dying away in

the distance as he descended the garden stairhyeandnd only then
she allowed the first scalding tears to trickle ddver face.



She was almost composed again by the time the dtedioor
opened to admit Madame Christophe with a tray etjo®llowed by
Mrs Brandon, leaning heavily on her stick.

‘Christina!" There was a greyish tinge to Mrs Bramd usually
exquisite complexion. 'What is this | hear? Theas heen some sort
of accident in the swimming pool?'

Christina gave her a long level look as she acdefite cup that
Madame Christophe handed to her. In spite of themiva of the

sunlit room, she felt chilled to the bone and hemach was
guivering with reaction. The tea was comforting ascghe sipped at
it, she could feel the interior trembling begirdie away.

‘You could say that,' she agreed.

Mrs Brandon paused for a moment, then made a dssraigesture to
the housekeeper.

She pulled a chair forward to Christina's bedsidd aat down.
Christina saw with astonishment that her hands wkea&ing.

'‘Pauvre enfantyhat a terrible thing to happen! And how fortunat
that Theo was there to rescue you.' Her voice vealvslightly on the
last words.

Christina set the cup back in the saucer. 'lIs Wiat he's been
saying?' she asked caustically. 'Well, that isny{t mmpression,
madameln fact, if Theo hadn't been there, | probablywdtin't have
needed rescuing in the first place.’

The older woman gasped and shrank visibly in haircfihere was a
bluish look round her mouth and she produced a keaotief and
dabbed nervously at her lips.



'You are—naturally—overwroughina chereYou don't know what
you are saying. Rest now, and we will talk later.’

'l know exactly what I'm saying,' Christina retudrggimly. "'Theo and
| had a brief discussion on marriage, and my vidida't please him.
So he saw to it that | was made to suffer for thiesappose | got off
lightly in some ways. A few generations back andavield probably
"have —tied me to the whipping post and given rftg fashes.’

‘Ma chere Christina," Mrs Brandon tried to smile, 'you musike
allowances for a young man's—natural disappointrhent

'Oh, I'm so sorry,' Christina said scathingly dlithe excitement, that
never occurred to me. But you do realises | hdpa, dfter this, it's

quite impossible for me to stay here. I'd like égade as soon as
possible ...'

'‘Oh, no!" Christina saw with alarm that Mrs Brandocolour had
deteriorated even further. She was breathing hgaaild one hand
was pressed to her chest.

Shesaid sharply, 'Mrs Brandon, are you all right?'

Her employer's eyelids flickered open. 'My pillshe managed
weakly. 'Handbag.'

Christina jumped off the bed and found the bagdymear Mrs
Brandon's feet. She found the pill box and prestsedo the older
woman's hand. There was the usual jug of chillad juice on the
bedside table and she poured some into a glaggistpit in her
haste, and gave it to Mrs Brandon. After a few matsier breathing
began to quieten and the blueness started to fadeHer lips.

Mrs Brandon leaned back in her chair with closeesepr a while,
then she opened them and looked at Christina stgmalfront of her.



She shrugged her shoulders almost resignedly. s€éethow helpless
| am? Yet | have not had an attack since you haea here. You see
how | have grown to depend on you.'

Christina clutched the bathrobe defensively rouad hody. '‘But |
haven't done anything,' she started to protest.

Mrs Brandon held up a fragile hand. "You gave mgehmon enfant.
| have not much longer to live and it is the wighhy heart to see
Theo settled in life. In you, | saw the means tdtds. You were that
little bit older and so much more mature. You cogide him the
stability he needs.'

Christina stared at her. 'Mrs Brandon, you caiiltls hoping—not
after what has just happened—after what | said?"

'‘But you were not harmed." Mrs Brandon's tone becdinmer.
'‘He—nhe just wished to—punish you a little, as yoegsed. Already,
you see, you know him. Oh, | do not blame you &ing angry. Theo
iIs—headstrong. | have allowed him, perhaps, toohnis own way.
But a sensible wife could do so much to calm thésaish
impulses— this temper that sometimes gets therbsttam.’

Christina began to feel that she was fighting hay wut of a maze.
She said, "You must listen and you must believeMms,Brandon. |
will not marry Theo—now or at any time in the fuguiyou'll have to
find someone else to cope with his—tantrums. Indteo leave Ste
Victoire and go back to England, with or withoutygermission.'

'Yes.' Mrs Brandon closed her eyes again. 'Perbegdswould be
best. | will arrange a flight for you from Martiniq. But not yet.
Please—Christina—oblige me in this one last thiragn not well and
there is Theo's birthday party next week to arraiR$gase stay until
the party is over and | will put no further obse&xclin your way.
Indeed, I will help you all I can.’



Christina sat down limply on the edge of the befteAall, she
reasoned with herself, it was only a few more daysl at least Mrs
Brandon seemed to have accepted die situation.

‘And Theo will not be here," Mrs Brandon went onsp@sively. 'l am
buying him a boat for his birthday and | have agestha short cruise
on it beforehand. So there will be nothing to cayme the slightest
disturbance.' ~

Oh ho, Christina thought ironically, nothing at &he bit back a sigh.

‘Very well, Mrs Brandon,' she said at last, 'tdys But only until the
party is over.'

Tossing restlessly in bed that night, she told éleshe was being a
fool. Mrs Brandon had not hesitated to misleadihé¢he past. Who

was to say that her apparent heart attack hadesot §imulated as so
much else had been? Wouldn't she do better toesubhses—take

the ferry to Martinique and play it by ear from it

She sat up, punching her pillow into shape. Inespiteverything that
had happened, she still felt a certain sense afjatidn to Mrs
Brandon, and she could not forget either that she been Aunt
Grace's friend. | owe her these few days, shehetdelf, turning on
to her stomach and burying her face in the pillow.

Liar, a warning voice whispered deep inside heru'¥dave been
gone by now if it were not fdnim. He's the real reason you want tc
stay, even though you know it's hopeless. You'rgimg on, hoping
for one kind word—>but it will never come. He has kindness for
you. You're just an obstacle in his way—the bride &unt has
drummed up for Theo. He wants to be rid of you, lk@dloesn't care
what means he uses. He's made love to you, but fdoh'yourself



that it means anything. Don't be deceived by wieatdid for you
earlier—he would have done the same for any halvded animal.
And he's a Brandon, like the others. He uses pdople/hen it suits
him. He's used Eulalie. Do you think he would trgau any
differently if you were such a fool as to put yalfsnto his power
again? She shuddered convulsively, dragging thelbies closer
round her.

The morning found her listless and still tired. Sinessed - quickly,
dragging on jeans and a tee-shirt, and made hetondys Brandon's
suite. But it seemed that her employérgtack had been genuine
enough. The doctor was with her, | Eulalie reporaduptly, and
Madame would not be getting up that day. She wamlmdered to
rest.

Christina sighed as she turned away. She had ersoto prepare for
Theo's birthday party. Her first task was to enstirat all the
Invitations were dispatched, the second to confégh Wladame
Christophe. The housekeeper was her usual digrskdfitl and she
made no attempt to unbend while she answered Cla'sdiffident
guestions. Christina gathered from her attitudé sbah parties were
a welcome rarity at Archangel, and apart from Zagr to send the
cook to Christina so that a buffet menu could sEussed, she was
not a great deal of practical | help.

Christina was beginning to feel quietly desperakenvshe heard a
car draw up outside the house, and Madame Christagmit a

visitor. She imagined it was a caller for Mrs Brandand was

surprised when the library door opened and Lorngrded was

ushered into the room.

‘Lorna!" She got up with a smile. 'What a lovelymsise. Were you
passing, or ...?'



'‘Hardly." Lorna's answering smile was constrainéhe hardly

"drops in" at Archangel. No, | received a messagamnoning me

here first thing this morning. | understand | haweelp you get ready
for a party.'

'l see.' Christina felt troubled. Lorna was beingl @nough;, but she
could sense there was real annoyance underneadtiat Nedve you
done with the children?’

‘Left them with Seraphine,' Lorna answered sho8he came over to
the table where Christina was working, and studmae of the lists
she was making. 'How far have you got?'

'‘Not very far," Christina said slowly. 'Lorna, i¥ery good of you to
come here like this.’

Lorna gave her a dry look. "You would think | hadnmice,' she said,
then turned back to the lists. 'Is there goingadancing? You'll need
to hire a band. The notice is short, of course youtshouldn't have
any trouble as it's for the Brandons ...'

'‘Lorna," Christina put a hand on her arm, 'l denttw what's going
on, but you're obviously very sore about somethRigase tell me
what it is?'

Lorna bit her lip. 'l should be used to it,” shedsather wearily.
‘Someone at the big house speaks and we all juhgud to drop all
my plans for the day—and | did have some. I'm ust aking a fuss
for the sake of it—and come running here to help"the young

mistress".

Christina sank limply back on the sofa. 'You'reipgk' she said
helplessly after a minute.

Lorna stared at her. 'l can assure you I'm not. N@an we get on?"'



Christina shook her head. 'Just a minute—it's itgodr Did
someone use those actual words "the young mis#ess"

‘Well, of course.' Lorna paused in the middle ohnoaging in her bag
for a pen and gave her an astonished glanceolt'supposed to be a
secret, is it, Christina—, | mean, this is what plagty's all about?'

'‘No—no, it isn't,’ Christina said slowly. Her branas whirling. She

remembered what Devlin had said about her forthogmi
engagement being the talk of the island. 'l metargnit what the

party's all about. As far as I'm concerned it's pymfor Theo's

birthday.'

Lorna gave her a frankly sceptical look. 'Then as &s he's
concerned, his major present is going to be you'v&Vell been
expecting it ever since you appeared in Fort Vietdiogether.
Everyone gathered from that that Madame Marcelte disen you
her blessing.' She flushed slightly. 'I'm sorrghbuldn't refer to her
like that in front of you

Christina's eyes met hers steadily. "You can tefery —employer in
whatever terms you please,' she said. 'After nextkwit won't matter
at all, because | shan't be here. I'm leaving—qgbak to England.’

A grin of pure delight spread over Lorna's candickf "You mean it?
But that's wonderful! To be honest, | wouldn't waotsee Theo
Brandon within a mile of anyone | was fond of. liy ook, he's a
spoiled egotistical brat with a temper that wilt an in trouble one
day. | saw him look at Clive once—he'd correcteu biver a small
point in front of someone else—and, just for a moina was like

seeing the devil.’'

Yes, Christina thought, it had all been there & slad only had the
sense to recognise it. The pride, the passion devep, even the
cruelty. But she had been so determined to apglydiune-teller's



warning to Devlin- determined to mistrust him, amd donvince
himself that he was only warning her against Theo His own
devious ends.

Lorna was still speaking. 'But how are you planniagget away?
What the Brandons have, they generally hold.’

‘Mrs Brandon promised yesterday that | could leafter the party,
and that she wouldn't stop me. In fact, she offéodtelp.’

Lorna's eyes narrowed slightly. 'From what | knoimlee lady, |

would say that is rather out of character. She mbesually accept
defeat over her pet schemes with such graciousess.if she

intends you to leave, why is she having the Brandanaltered?'

‘The Brandon ring?' Christina's lips parted in agnagnt.

Lorna nodded vigorously. 'It came to the bungaléne tmorning
along with the message to me. Clive was to takeatjeweller in Fort
Victoire to be cleaned—and made slightly smallerush job," she
added, her eyes going to Christina's slim fingers.

'l see.' Christina forced a smile. 'What was trenpl wonder? To
present me with &it accomplion the night of the party in the hope
that | wouldn't be prepared to make a scene intfodrall those
people?’

Lorna looked at her gently. 'Well, would you?'

Christina gave a little sigh. 'Probably not,' sael $ionestly. 'But |
would have left all the same—afterwards.'

'‘Don't underestimate her, Christina,' Lorna advigeietly. 'She may
only be a Brandon by adoption, but | don't thindgytlzould teach her



much about ruthlessness. The fact that you're &etkis moment
says something about her sheer determination.'

'l can be determined too.' Christina lifted hemctefiantly. 'What
time does the afternoon boat leave from La Vill&tte

'Four o'clock sharp. But how are you going to pete?'

Christina's eyes danced suddenly. 'I'll get Looiake me in the car,’
she said. 'l've got the perfect excuse. I've habhalit a band and I'm
going to interview them to see if they'll be suieafor the party.'

'‘Mm." Lorna considered the matter with a slightwino 'But Louis
won't just abandon you in La Villette, you blow.'Hexpect to bring
you back.'

‘Not if | say I'm meeting you later.' Christina gdwer a pleading look.
'l don't want to involve you, Lorna, but you caways say you knew
nothing about it. That you also thought I'd gonenterview a band.’

Lorna paused, then appeared to mate up her micath dlo more than
that,’ she said briskly. 'There's the small mattduggage, of course.
You can probably squeeze a nightdress and stuffyotir handbag,
but what about the rest of your things?'

Christina sighed. 'l shall have to leave them b&hisuppose.’

'‘Not necessarily,’ said Lorna. 'lIf you can get thpactked and
downstairs somehow, | can put them in the boot ptcar and keep
them at the bungalow until you send for them.’

'‘Would you really?' Christina gave her a gratedal. 'l don't know
why you're doing all this for me.'

Lorna gave a slight shrug. 'l have this inbornikiesbf seeing people
manipulated,’ she said quietly. 'When you cameutxch at the



bungalow that day, | felt so sorry for you. | wases somehow, you
had no idea what you were getting into with Magteeo. On the
other hand I felt | couldn't warn you, in case kveampletely wrong.
| had Clive's position to consider. Employees whitered the

Brandons have been known to find themselves onadd blacklist

when it comes to other jobs. And we have two chidio think of.'

She gave a quick sigh and turned away. ‘Now wetehget on with

the party arrangements. That's what we're suppodsel doing, after
all.’

By the time lunch—a delicious shrimp and avocadads#ollowed
by fresh fruit—had been eaten, most of the decssiad been made.
A detailed room plan had been sketched out, suggesthere the
band should be situated, where older guests witlaste for dancing
could sit out of ' earshot, even where the womesstguwould leave
their wraps. As she and Lorna wrangled amicably exrech of the
blossoms in the garden should be plundered to geoviower
arrangements, Christina found herself wondering fact the party
would be held. Would Mrs Brandon be able to taleldss of face
that the abrupt departure of the guest of honowladvimvolve?

When lunch was over, Lorna went off to deal witle ook, and
Christina was able to slip away up to her roomtaot packing.

She felt keyed-up and nervous as she emptied trarotee and chest
of drawers. Coming to Ste Victoire had been A vanch a step into
the unknown for her and it had | proved a near-tisaBy tomorrow
she would be on Martinique without a job or thegpect of one, and
with very , little money to sustain her while sleasched for work. It
was a demoralising thought. Yet, if she stayed,ldishe be able to
escape the pressure being put upon her to atdeestme engaged to
Theo?



She closed the lid of her suitcase and was beginturfasten the
strap when a sound from behind made her whirl rolned heart
thumping.

Eulalie stood just inside the room, her arms fiiltlean towels for
the bathroom, her mouth open with shock. Her eyarg Wxed on the
suitcase on the bed, and the remaining pile ofhektand other
articles waiting to be stowed away in the empty beside it.

Christina swallowed. Why, oh, why had she not lebttee door? she
asked herself frantically. But she had seen no .n€bkd upstairs
rooms were all dealt with in the mornings, and atsware for any of
the servants to return there until the evening,mthey came to turn
down the beds.

Christina suppressed a groan. Eulalie had alwaglékeld her, she
knew. It would no doubt give the other girl enorm@atisfaction to
be able to go to Mrs Brandon and report that henpamion was
secretly packing for a no- doubt hurried depart@ee wondered
desperately if it would be possible to bribe E@db keep quiet, but
at the same time she knew her already grave finhmposition

precluded any such possibility, even if Eulalie baén willing.

Eulalie spoke first, a grim little smile playingali her lips. "You are
going somewheren'mselle?"

Christina compressed her lips. 'Don't let's play eat and mouse
games, Eulalie,’ she said curtly. 'It's quite ohsioisn't it? I'm
leaving. Now run away and tell what tales you htave

She had lost all hope of persuading Louis to takett La Villette
now, she realised with a sinking heart. If she wdrib get there for
the afternoon boat, it seemed more than likely wbald have to
walk, carrying her cases. She could not leave th@&mLorna now.



'l shall not say anything," said Eulalie. Christis@red ather in
surprise. The other girl's eyes were gleaming,l@rdongue passed
excitedly over her lips. 'l shall say nothing.'

Christina gave her a steady look. 'l have nothingj¥e you in return
for your silence,' she pointed out quietly.

Eulalie gave a strident laugh. 'Oh, but you arengrd=nglish girl.
You give me everything when you go. You go—and ngnmwill
forget about you, and turn backne. | have seen how he looks a
you. | have seen him touch you. But you are prich@wid like all the
English. You cannot give him what | give him.’

Pain, that was almost physical, lashed at Christ8tee folded her
arms tightly across her breasts as if she wasgtymprotect herself.
Of course, for Eulalie it was so simple. Presumallg had been in
the vicinity of the library on the previous day amatl seen Christina
in Devlin's arms, as Theo had done. An image no$er mind of the

carved wooden figure, in all its unashamed longing passionate
surrender. To Eulalie, no doubt, possession was puwints of the

law where Devlin was concerned. She had alreaddbkstted her

rights, and now the sole threat to them was besmowred. No

wonder she was making no effort to conceal hegteli

She looked at the overt eagerness on Eulalie'sdiadecompassion
assailed her.

'I'm sorry if you've been hurt through me, Eulaliaever intended it
to be so.'

‘You hurt no onem'mselle.Soon, we forget all about you. My mar
will belong to me again, and it will be as if yowever existed.' As she
spoke, she snapped her fingers and laughed again.



Christina forced a smile. 'l hope, for your sakegttyou're right.
But—Dbut is there really any future with a man wko rieady to be
unfaithful to you?"

Eulalie gave her a look of contempt. 'Why shouldno¢ amuse
himself? He is young and a man, non? Too muchroéa for you,
English girl. Always in the past he has come backne. But since
you came here—not. He will be glad of me when youHe will be
glad to marry me.’

Christina's hands were shaking so violently shdédcbardly transfer
the piles of clothes from the bed to the caseadt hever occurred to
her that Eulalie would be thinking in terms of niage. Devlin might
be the outcast of the mighty Brandon clan, but lguhe would
hesitate to commit himself to anyone in Eulali@sifjon. Unless, she
thought achingly, this was to be his final act efyange against
Marcelle Brandon. What price the Brandon pride, nvtiee nephew
of the house married his aunt's servant girl?

"You—think he will marry you?' she managed. Sleg@nd waking,
since her discovery of the woodcarving at the beaotse,- the
thought of Eulalie in Devlin's arms had been hiddpuat the
forefront of her mind. She knew, to her cost, wdndemanding lover
he would make, and the thought of Eulalie satigftimose demands
on a purely physical level had been an agony to Bet his wife!
That implied a level of trust, of mental as wellgds/sical intimacy
which she would never have guessed existed bettheem

Eulalie grinned triumphantly, as if she could reth@ tenor of
Christina's thoughts and was amused by them. 'thimK so, English
girl." For a moment she pressed her hand againstrdwended
stomach. 'When he knows what | carry.' Her smildened as she
saw how pale Christina had gone. 'You said yourtwhding to give
me, m'mselle.Perhaps | give you something, instead." Her ha
dipped into her overall pocket and came out hol@irghtly rolled



wad of notes. She tossed it on to the bed besidst®h. Take it,
English girl. Going away present.’

She left the towels on the dressing table, and edadiut of the room.

Christina sank down on to the bed, her legs refusansupport her
any longer. So Eulalie was to have Devlin's ch8tde supposed it
was inevitable, or had it been a deliberate plopital him to her
irrevocably? An unbearable picture rose in her noh@devlin, the
cynical lines wiped from his face by a new tendssnas he looked
down at the sleeping child in his arms. And it edmome to her with
all the force of a blow how much she herself wariteldear him that
child. With a groan, she forced herself to her tegin, dragging her
fist childishly across her eyes, refusing to peithnit threatened tears
to fall. Eulalie had prophesied they would soorgétrher once she
had departed. Perhaps she also would be ablegetfein time.

She was crazy to feel like this, she told hersetiemently, as she
tossed the last few things into her case and cltreelid. They were
all still strangers to her—Devlin most of all. Shad only been
among them a matter of days. Logic insisted thahduld not drag
the heart out of her to leave. Just because a ntarsiver eyes and a
body as taut as whipcord had held her in his atimag,was no reason
to take one wild leap into the realms of fantasgviih Brandon, as
she saw him, did not exist. He was merely a myt@mufactured in
her mind,a casualake who helped himself to women as he wou
take another cheroot. Just another Brandon, exagces different
form of power.

She was well rid of him. She choked back a sob.v@&wwell rid of
them all.

She took a last unhappy look around her room, chgtkat she had
forgotten nothing. She had debated with herselftiadreor not to
leave a note for Mrs Brandon, but had decided agéirirhe pathetic



figure who hady crouched in the chair beside hel the previous
day might have excited her compassion, but thdasghmanipulator
of other people's lives who had deliberately liecher in order to
keep her on the island did not.

She carried her cases down the stairs from thergalhind round the
side of the house, pushing them under a large fioggdoush from
which Lorna would collect them when the coast waarc Then she
returned to her room to regain access to the natropthe house. As
she walked down the big staircase, Lorna was vgpdinthe bottom
with Madame Christophe behind her. Lorna said cgliblouis is
bringing the car round, Christina. | told him orfeis needed to go to
La Villette. Shall we toss for it, or will you vahteer?'

'It's all right." Christina lifted her chin, hopinghe looked more
composed than she felt. 'I'll go.'

The minutes of waiting seemed endless. Lorna hatltly vanished
again after giving her a last reassuring smile, @hdstina felt very
alone suddenly. She walked restlessly over torthe toor and stood
staring up at the vivid blue sky where some fragitate wisps of
cloud floated. She knew she had plenty of timedbtg La Villette,
but all the same she wished Louis would hurry. disvas if at any
moment she expected to see Mrs Brandon coming tlosvstaircase
in pursuit. She gave a little shiver and glanceer der shoulder, but
she was still alone in the hall. Only the greatustaf the Archangel
watched her departure. She looked at it uneasilsgts W just her
overheated imagination again, or did the toweriggire with the
upraised spear have a kind of warning about it-&s iemind her
that the devil was not yet fully subdued?

She told herself firmly she was being ridiculousd at that moment,
the big grey car rolled to a halt at the foot & Hteps.



She was very quiet as the car bumped and lurclseday to La
Villette. Louis too was uncommunicative, preferriogvhistle softly
under his breath as he steered. Christina staresugh the
windscreen, a prey to her own thoughts. The flisig she would
have to do would be to find herself somewhereag.s$he would try
and find a small hotel, the sort of place that icatdor families, and
see if they would allow her to lodge there for miled period in
exchange for j her working for them. She would do
anything—chambermaid work, or even help in the Hatts if
necessary. Then she would write to Mr Frith, detgiher plight. She
had left Eulalie's roll of money where it had laddeon her bed. Let
the Brandons make what they would of that, sheghbu

It occurred to her suddenly that even allowingtf@ shortcomings of
the road, the car seemed to be behaving J ratlady.dauis tugged
at the wheel, frowningly, then pulled the car ittie side of the road
and got out. When he returned, his face was lugubriand he was
stripping ; off his coat. 'Punctureymselle,'he announced, and went
to get the tools out of the boot.

Christina concealed a groan. In normal circumstanteey were
making good time on the journey, but she had na i@y long it
would take Louis to change the wheel, and this c¢ondke all the
difference. He was certainly starting proceedingsai decidedly
leisurely manner, as if héad all day ahead of him, and there was r
way she could chivvy him along without arousing suspicion. She
got . out of the car restlessly and wandered round tachvatm at
work. She supposed she could not blame him fonggkis time. It
really was incredibly hot, without even the himff :a breeze.

‘Are you going to be very long?' she inquired,rgyto. sound casual.

Louis shrugged. 'Just as long as it takednselle,"he returned
unhelpfully. Christina turned away, suppressingifréation with an
effort. She walked slowly along the grass vergekilog down over



the sheer sprawl of the cliff beneath. Devlin'sdbelaouse lay in one
of those coves 1 below her, she thought, and foensk|f wondering
what 1 he was doing at that precise moment. Prghakil onMoon
Maidensearching for the elusive wind, she thought.

At least that was a more comforting thought thamedhat had
occurred to her. She turned and strolled back tdsvHre car. Louis
did not seem to have made much progress. He se@niedhaving
trouble in detaching one of the nuts and was swegasoftly to

himself. Christina maintained a tactful distancad dried not to
glance too obviously at her watch. The precious s were
ticking' past-at a relentless rate, she saw witlngland Lorna had
warned her that the boat for Martinique left styiadn time. She
looked restlessly up the road, trying to conjure amother vehicle.
But if one came, what could she do? What excusklhe fabricate
that would convince Louis it was in her best insés¢o accept a lift to
keep an apparently non-urgent appointment ratfaer wait while he
changed the wheel?

She strolled over to Louis and watched his strugd@é@ould she offer
to help?

He glanced up at her, sweat pouring down his brtage. 'Thirsty
work, m'msellé,he gasped. 'You go sit in the shade. | be fisteze
soon.'

But how soon was soon? Christina wondered as thagged on and
little progress seemed to be made. Louis got theelbif at last and
crowed with triumph. Christina felt like joining i If he hurried

now and if they didn't dawdle on the way, they migfill get to La

Villette in time.

She was careful not to let her impatience shovheg got back into
the car, and leaned back in her seat with a fauraption of



casualness as if the puncture had merely beenisgbeetback of a
purely transitory nature.

‘You keep your fingers crossead,;msellethat the other old tyre don't
go on this devil road,' was Louis' genial adjunatis he started up the
engine. Christina closed her eyes for a momentpfbgpect was too

awful to contemplate.

Every nerve of her body seemed to be jumping vatision as they
drove into La Villette and negotiated a carefulgaage through the
crowded streets she remembered so well, Lorna hamh dner an

address not too far from the harbour, which shededrto Louis,

telling him briefly that she was meeting Madame kg later and
would have no further need of his services.

'Yes,m'mselle.Louis gave her a respectful but rather dubiousaga
as if he doubted her ability to look after hersalfthe admittedly

unsalubrious surroundings of La Villette. Christswgpposed that the
whisperings about her future position in the Brandoenage had
almost certainly reached the servants' quartess fand that Louis
was only doing what he regarded as his job in gngrdwhat had

Lorna called her?—'the young mistress'.

She got out of the car with an air of confidence sras far from
feeling and walked off down the road without loakiback and
without hurrying. She had checked her watch andsshéad a little
time in hand, miraculously. She looked back to n=ake the car had
disappeared, then quickened her steps. She tuneetbtner, and to
her relief, found the harbour was already withghsi It seemed more
crowded than she remembered, with every type of teedup there.
But the ferry was still there—that was the impottéimg. It was only
as she walked along the jetty towards it that slésed there was no
gangplank or any other sign of passengers or daegw taken on
board. She increased her pace, gripped by a vagug.Wvas it on



the point, of leaving? Could she still get thematxept her? She
began to fumble in her handbag for her purse.

She walked along beside the ferry, staring upsdtutk.

but it seemed oddly deserted. Yet if her watch ngdd, it was just on
sailing time. She hesitated, then caught at tleevsl of a passer-by,
wheeling a bicycle loaded down with odd-shaped hesd

'‘Pardonm'sieur,now does one board the ferry?'

The man grinned at her cheerfully. 'No ferry todaymselle The big
wind comes soon. See.'" He gestured towards thezdmyriand
Christina saw to her amazement that the gentladeatvisps she had
noticed earlier had burgeoned somehow and metamsephinto a
great ominous bank of cloud that seemed to thretitender and
worse things.

'You mean—it's not going to sail? | can't get tortuleque?' Panic
made her voice wobble, and the man's smile becaassuring.

'‘Go home to your friendsy'mselleThat's the best place when the bi
wind blows. But tie your roof on or the devil's atie will whisde it
right into the sea.' And he pushed his bicycle gwhuckling.

Christina stood very still in the centre of the wh&ler heart was
thudding so hard it was hurting her. She couldetttg Martinique.

There was just no way. And Louis and the car waaan their way

back to Archangel by now. How long, she wonderesipdeately,

would it be before she was missed? Wouldn't it &éteb to admit

defeat now and hire some sort of transport to kekdack before the
whole flimsy house of cards she had built to maskdeparture came
tumbling down around her?



She looked at the storm clouds and shivered invatiy. She
wondered how long it would last when it came. Ohmg was
certain—the streets of La Villette would be no pléa be when it did
arrive. She needed shelter and fast. But wherael&hd hide that the
Brandons would not discover? She kicked herselftatign She had
to get a grip on herself. They didn't have supemaapowers— just a
modified form of megalomania. All she had to do Wwaep out of the
way until the storm had blown over and the ferrngwanning again.
Surely that wouldn't be too difficult?

She was so lost in thought that she did not hearagproaching
footsteps slow down and stop beside her. Herifitghation that she
was no longer alone was when a slim well-kept haastended on
her arm in a grip that hurt.

'Well met, Tina,"' said Theo Brandon, and he smilddw whatever
are you doing hereherie?'



CHAPTER EIGHT

CHRISTINA sat slumped in the passenger seat of Theo's sgaortiser
unseeing eyes fixed on the scenery flying pastindow. She was
on her way back to Archangel.

There was an air of positive self-congratulatioowtb Theo. There
had been little point in trying to maintain thetiion about the band
when he had caught her standing on the wharfnstdongingly at

the ferry. And the same impending storm which hagtkher in

harbour had also been responsible for the curtatimagéhis cruise.
There was a terrible irony in that, she thoughtosindetachedly.

The sky was darkening rapidly and ominously. Sheldcee
lightning flickering on the horizon, and every namwd then a gust of
wind like the advance guard of some great armyeseihe car and
buffeted it.

'It really isn't very civil, Tina, sneaking awakdi this.' Theo sent her
a darting look. 'l would have thought that sillg@oman in England
would have taught you better manners than thandrgere said she
had. She said that she might be a fool, but shédW@aye taught you
to behave.' He heaved a mock sigh. 'She won't hepleased to be
proved wrong.'

Christina closed her eyes wearily. 'Perhaps it sithply convince
her that I'm the wrong kind of wife for you. | hopeloes.’

'Oh, no.' He smiled and his supple hands tight@medeptibly round
the wheel. 'We have no fears on that score. Wl ©e able to—rub
off any rough corners that remain, Tina. You'rengoio be a very
important lady.'



‘Theo!" Christina made no attempt to hide the apjehler voice.
'Why does it have to be me? It—it's quite ridicdoMou can't force
me to marry you in this day and age.’

He tutted shockedly. 'What a terrible idea! No sngoing to force
you, Tina. We just hope that if you stay with ugtée longer, you'll
see things our way. It's an ideal arrangement—yastmee that?
You need a home and | need a wife.’

'‘But you don't.' She stared at him wretchedly. "@mardly more
than a boy. It's years yet before you need to breieda

He gave a light laugh. 'Life's an uncertain thiigha, especially
when you have estates—an important heritage toid@maNo one
expected Uncle Carey and Aunt Madeleine to drowa that—but
they did.'

A thought struck her. 'And your parents, Theo? Wiegipened to
them?'

His face went completely blank, the smugness, thbcen she had
glimpsed earlier totally erased.

‘That's not important,’ he said after a pauss yttu and | who are the
Important ones, Tina. Archangel needs us, don'tsg@?"’

'l see nothing of the sort,' Christina returnede 8hd slid her hand
down beside her and was fumbling for the door gdiahit seemed to
be fitted with some kind of safety device becausdid not move
when she pushed at it. She had some wild notiohiftlsdne could
open the door, she could jump out as Theo slowed foend. But
even if she did not actually break an arm or aakeghe jumped, what
then? Where could she run to hide—and with therstgaining on
them with every minute that passed.



‘There has to be a child,’ he said rapidly. 'A c¢ht inherit—if
anything were to happen to me. Grand'mere hasné ddnat she has
done just to see Archangel fall into the handsthat waster—that
parasite. Do you know what he'd do with it, Tina@dbreak up the
plantation, give itback to the islanders. So | must get married a
have an heir. That's why it has to be you. Thare'sone on Ste
Victoire for me to marry. There are girls on Maidue, sure, plenty
of them, but there'd be problems. They'd ask tooyngaestions—or
their families would, and Grand'mere doesn't wiaat.tThat was why
it was so lucky when the old woman in England digetn she did.’

Christina wondered dazedly whether she could belietat she
seemed to be hearing. That was Aunt Grace he \Wasgabout so
callously.

'Stop it!" she pressed her hands convulsively dnweerears. 'Have
some respect, at least. She was your grandmottend.'

He gave a shout of contemptuous laughter. 'Frighadt's rich. Oh,
they were at school together, I grant you that,tbete was no love
lost between them.'

Christina gazed at him wonderingly. 'Then it wdsadie," she said
slowly and bitterly. 'Every word of it. And she dome that Aunt
Grace and she had shared a dream— that their ehildiould
eventually marry.'

'Oh, that part of it's quite true," Theo said rggtitly. "That's how
Grand'mere found out you existed. The old womantevto Tante
Madeleine when you went to live with her, highlyigleted because
she now had the daughter she longed for. But inivase you were
intended to marrycherie,it was Devlin. Grand'mere found the lette
among Tante's things when she was sorting themtatduneral. It
was Tante Madeleine who was your godmother's dgreatd, not
Grand'mere.’



Christina closed her eyes. She felt physically.dickeemed she was
to be spared nothing—not even the fact that twergtdvomen had
once innocently planned to marry her to the mannsb&t desired in
all the world and who was now beyond her reacled@r. She fought
back her tears. It was nonsense even to let helsek in terms of
'might-have-been’. Plans and dreams were one thaadity quite
another. No amount of sentimental scheming by amyoould
transform Devlin into a tractable bride-groom. Hoswvould laugh if
he knew, she thought un- j happily. -

Theo was speaking again. 'Grand'mere gets a neeispapt to her
from England—a relic of the days when Grand-pers a&ve. When
she saw that Miss Grantham had died, she immegiatedinged to
set off in search of you. Of course, if you hadrbegly or in any
way unsuitable, she would not have proceeded imthiger.'

'l wish," Christina said very clearly, 'that | wasoss-eyed,
shaggle-toothed and hunchbacked.’

He laughed. 'But you are naha chereTina, so we will not discuss
such idiocies. You need more flegjuant a fafor my taste, but our
good food will soon see to that.'

'You must stop talking as if I'm going to stay heshe said. 'l've
failed this time, but as soon as | get another dppday | shall leave.
I'm not a sacrificial lamb to be led to the slawyhyou know. And do
you really imagine lI've forgotten that jolly littlgame in the
swimming pool?'

He shot her an ugly look. 'l don't mean you to &big I'm the master
at Archangel, my sweet Tina. Perhaps you need anodiminder of
the fact. | must confess | was surprised at yotuitsprather like it, in
fact, although it has caused some difficulties.’

'‘Am | supposed to thank you for that?'



He went on as if she had not spoken. 'No, | lilkkeain amount of
fire in a woman. You worried me when you first aed because you
seemed such a timid little thing in some ways. gotivery uptight,
didn't you, when | telephoned you in your room wheyu first
arrived and you didn't know who it was? And then yald me about
what had happened in Martinique and | could seehhd upset you
too.' He frowned. 'l began to wonder if you hadwegiocourage in
you. But that day in the swimming pool, | knew giking would be
all right. You'd have drowned sooner than giveanre, wouldn't
you?'

'I'm glad the message got through,' she manageceitiously she
wiped her damp palm on her skirt and slid her haman again to
seek the recalcitrant door catch.

Suddenly Theo swung the wheel of the car sharply iaveered
across the road. In spite of herself, Christinactiout as the flimsy
guard rail which bordered the edge of the cliff egued in front of
them. Then he wrenched at the wheel again, anchth&as swerving
drunkenly back across the road in the oppositetiine.

He laughed triumphantly with more than a touch alioe. 'What's
the matter, Tina? Not nervous, are you? Therelseed. | know to a
centimetre the width of this road, and the caikis part of myself. If
we do go through die rail and over the edge it bellbecause | mean
us to. Wouldn't it be tragic—and beautiful. Tinan@ you just see
the headlines in the Ste Victoitéhronicle—"Archangel Heir and
Bride in Cliff Tragedy"?"

'For the last time, Theo, | am not your bride,' -sh@&pped, her fingers
working feverishly at the door catch. 'Now, for Godate grow up
and stop this car before someone gets hurt!

His laugh was arrogant. 'In my own good tirokerie,'he said, and
sent the car heading for the cliff-edge again. €ima didn't believe



Theo intended to send the car over, but he wasgligigh and in his
condition a fatal mistake would be easy to make.

But this time they were safe. When it seemed tke fa@anute was
already past the wheel was spun viciously and #neacked across
the road again. It was a miracle he didn't turmth&ver, she thought,
fighting her panic. It was almost dark now, the akypve flying great
streamers of black cloud. Ahead of them a soliteeg loomed stark
against the leaden distance, one great single lbjatting towards
the sky like a menacing spear—like the statue ef Alnchangel.
Christina's lips moved in a silent prayer: 'Help.'mfend the door
catch suddenly moved under her hand. The door wwas,oshe
realised, and she was struggling to hold it shairesg the wind that
tore at it. She was very calm, and she knew exadtigt she was
going to do. Thewas laughing softly to himself, driving straight a
the tree. Just another target in this incrediblagaf 'chicken' he was
playing, and at the last minute he would pull awggin.

With her free hand, she lunged for the steeringalyidragging at it
so that the tree still lay directly in their canegrpath. Theo swore, a
high startled sound, and she felt him brake vityer8he pushed at
the door which swung open and jumped for the urrdertlp at the
side of the road. Her body hit the ground withckening impact, and
she rolled over in. the grass and ferns and lay s#t for a moment.

She moved at last very gingerly in case she haddadcherself, but
she seemed to be all in one piece, although vergdnt and shaken.
She got slowly on to her knees and stared apprateinst Theo's
car. It had come to rest against the tree trunét,pmnt of the bonnet
had smashed. There was no movement inside thencaaféer a
moment she lifted herself stiffly on to her feetlament over to it.

Theo was sprawled over the driving wheel. For @mglle moment
she thought he was dead, then her questing firigangl the strong
pulse in his limply dangling hand and she realigdth a flood of



relief that he was still alive. He gave a slighbayn and she steppec
back, her reason telling her urgently that wherewentually came
round, she would do well to be as far away as ptessi

Half running, half stumbling, she forced her achiegs to carry her
away from the car, her feet making no sound omutiteergrowth. The
wind tore at her viciously, whipping her tangledrtacross her face.
She didn't even know where she was running to, ‘Wasen sure
which direction she had taken. Was she going tosvArdhangel, or
back to La Villette? She stopped to take a paibfelath, her hand
pressed to her side. She didn't even know hovhé&yr had come. At
first, she had been too preoccupied to notice, when Theo had
started his 'game’ all other considerations had ldeeen from her
mind.

She began to trot again, regulating her breathorging her leaden
limbs to obey her, all her senses keyed up to &leave the crackle of
thunder and the rising shriek of the wind, theatissound of pursuit.
He would come after her, she was sure, and he viomughgry, and in
his present mood, that anger might be unsafe. l§liersd, realising
a little for the first time what she had escapedhérrefusal to marry
him.

She glanced around her as she ran, looking forlgessding places.
She had no idea how badly the car was damaged, \was possible
that he might still be able to drive it. Had thatkghts been smashed
in the collision, or would they come flaring outtbé gloom presently
to pin her down like a moth caught in a flame?

It was some ten minutes later that she heard itirgtt she thought it
was the growl of thunder, then she recognisedhiabtof an engine,
not going fast, but coming her way. She looked doMvith swift
desperation. He would be expecting her to run thlaacross the
fields, so she would go the other way.



She felt for the guard rail and lifted herself ¢ausly over it. Below
her she could see the sea, sullenly tossing itsevdaipped waves.
The surf didn't whisper today. It ground and taréha beach with a
hollow, booming sound, and she could feel the sprayer face. It
was one of the most uninviting prospects she had ®en, and for a
moment she hesitated, then the wind died away siygdad she
heard the car engine again closer now and goiraglidye She didn't
wait any longer, but lowered herself over the e®je had expected
a sudden drop, but it was a steep slope coveredrib, and she
clutched gratefully at handfuls of it, praying thatvould not give
way under her weight. The wind grabbed and buffeteder as if it
was trying to pluck her from her precarious penati send her sailing
to the beach below, and she pressed herself doske cliff-face,
trying to become part of the unyielding rock. Savhéhe fronds she
was clutching at became dislodged and she slitfardter down for
one heart-stopping moment before she was ablatoayfirmer hold.
The car was just above her on the road now, itsnenghining and
sounding rough. It was going quite slowly. He wasdahking for her,
and even though she knew that she was in theltast pe would ever
look, she became perfectly motionless and evenheidhreath until
the noise of the labouring engine had passed as@jwrze, lost on the
howling wind.

She relaxed suddenly, tremblingly, and slid a feavarfeet. If she did
not take care she would reach a point where shiel et climb up
again. She stared up at the darkness above heémgvior the next
lightning flash to reveal where the cliff edge wkhseemed very far
away, and although she knew it was the wrong ttordp, she turned
herself gingerly and stared down into the seethiagkness below.

For a moment, she thought she was imagining treegtd light. That
it was either wishful thinking, or more likely someeird reflection
from what remained of Theo's headlights as he rhaleay down
towards Archangel. But it did not vanish or flickbut shone steadily
on like a small beacon of hope. She stared dowraahost fiercely,



trying to dismiss the sudden wild excitement rismithin her. Was it
really possible that she was closer to Archangah tbhe had ever
suspected, and that the small glimmer of light waming from
Devlin's shack?

She made herself think calmly, and try to get hearimgs. That day
she had sprained her ankle, Devlin had been riditgrse on the
beach. It had. not gone back along the beach, wdhighested there
was another way to reach Archangel. A path—a usabti down
this cliff. Usable by a horse, anyway—a horse wiinbw its way
back to the stable, and where a horse could goosial she.

She began to move slowly and carefully sidewaysatds/the gleam
of light. Occasionally she slipped, but now shehtbody go with a
strange confidence that the gradient would notalyetrer. Every
move she made, she thought, was bringing her clodeevlin—and

safety. All the same, she could hardly believe liew her groping
fingers ho longer encountered the scrub and busteebad relied on
so far. There were stones, instead, pebbles agdrlaocks which
slipped and bounced away as she clutched at thieenh&ard them
clatter down and knew with a surging relief thag¢ $tad found the
track at last.

Uncaring now of the pain in her bruised and sceddbody, and the
damage to her clothes, she let herself slide armhdide the few
remaining feet to the beach below. The bulk of #mack was
immediately in front of her, and she stumbled rotmthe door and
hammered on it with her fists.

She suffered during the next few seconds of sileReehaps he had
gone away and left the lamp burning. After all, bleach could not be
the healthiest place in the world in a storm. Oylbeahe was—not
alone. And at that thought, none of the aches ofolagtered body
could equal the pain in her heatrt.



She was about to turn away when the door swung, @ehhe stood
there. For a moment his eyes travelled disbelidyioger her, then
with a sound between a groan and a curse he pgufletbwards him
into the room, and closed the door, shutting thetogether.

He held her by her shoulders, and when he spolerge tivas

controlled fury in his voice. 'What in hell havewbeen doing? Don't
you know you should stay indoors in weather likes2hThis is a

hurricane, you idiot girl, although we're only datyg the edge of it,
thank God. It's not some gentle English rainstayrgd walking in.

And what's happened to you? You look as if youalefi down a s
cliff.’

'l did,' she said unsteadily. 'At least, | did@li+I climbed down.
Wasn't that clever of me?' She began to laughyecalled, shocked
into silence by his stinging slap across her cheek.

'Sit down.' He pushed her without gentleness tosvérd couch. 'I'll
get you a drink and something for those scratcledsré they turn
septic.'

'l don't want a drink.' Her eyes were wide andileat she put a hand
to her face.

‘Maybe not, but you need one—and so, incidentdb,.' He walked
abruptly across the room and disappeared intol¢éepisng area.

Christina relaxed gratefully into the cushions, bereness relishing
their comfort. The light she had seen came frorrgel lamp on the
work bench where Devlin had obviously been occujefbre she
interrupted him. But how could anyone work on aarerg like this?
she asked herself, as the building shook undentpact of the wind.



She remembered with a shiver the warning of therdhkeman in La
Villette. "Tie your roof on or the devil's breath will whestt right into
the sea.’

Devlin returned, carrying a blue denim shirt ovesr arm. He tossed
it at her. 'Wear this,' he directed briefly. 'ltyn@ot cover as much as
you'd like, but at least it will be more decentrthithose rags you're
wearing.' Glancing down at herself, she saw foffitisetime what he
meant, and the colour rose in her face. Her ownsj@and top were
nearly in shreds. Her hand went to what was lefthef zip, then
paused. Shouldn't she go into the bedroom to chawge though he
had not suggested it? She gave him an uncertancgkand saw that
his back was determinedly turned to her while haltdeith the
bottles in a cabinet. And it was only really a reatbf seconds to
discard what she was wearing and slip into the.dhiwas buttoned,
and she was rolling up the sleeves by the timeitmet round with a
glass in his hand. 'Here.'

She took a sip. It caught at the back of her thaoat she choked a
little, but there was a feeling like molten fireaning along her veins.
He gave her a sardonic grin. 'A concoction of Lugkllairs,’ he
explained. 'He's thinking of patenting it.'

'He should.' She sipped again, and then leaned blaskng her eyes.

'‘No, Christy." She felt the studio couch give undisrweight as he
came to sit beside her. 'You can sleep later. Nowye got to tell me
what's happened.’

She opened her eyes unwillingly and stared at Himvould be far
easier, she thought, just to shut her eyes aniddetorld simply drift
away.

‘You were right, you see,' she said slowly. 'Shed+ryaunt—did
intend to marry me to Theo. She said | could go eklia England.



But it wasn't true. She was even having the ringe—Brandon

ring—altered for me. Lorna May- nard told me. I-ahraway, to La
Villette. But the boat to Martinique had been cdleckbecause of the
storm and Theo found me and brought me back.' $t avdisjointed

account, but he seemed to have little difficultyniterpeting it.

'And where is Theo now?'

'‘Back at Archangel, | suppose.' She swallowedwis playing one

of his games with me—Ilike he did in the swimmingpdesting me

out—seeing if | had enough spirit to be the brifla @randon.' She
heard Devlin swear softly and hurried on. 'He wasersing the car

from one side of the road to the other, going ntocfast, pretending
that we were going over the cliff. | grabbed theeeland we crashed
into a tree—not badly, but he was knocked outmpged clear and
then | ran away. But he came after me, and | kiiéwent across the
plantation he'd see me, so | went over the clgfead. And it—it just

turned out to be this particular cliff, and | rentmmed the way the
horse had gone—and came down.'

'‘Dear God,' he said. 'You must have a very poteardian angel.
Any other stretch and you'd probably have beeedill

'l know." She took another sip. 'And | do have ardian —the
Archangel himself. How odd that he should help md aot Theo.
After all, he's the Brandon, not me.'

Devlin shook his head. 'No, Christy. Theo's no ne&randon than
you are. | don't know how much you're aware ohmflamily history,
but you probably don't know that my uncle and MH#ecevere
childless. It was a great grief to him, but almasbbsession with her,
made the more unbearable because her own sistemather, had
the son she craved.' He lit a cheroot and drewt deeply. '‘By the
time | was in my teens, Uncle Charles was resigh#uink, and it
was understood that | was to inherit Archangelakwat school then



and finding out a few things, including the facatthust to be a
Brandon of Archangel didn't necessarily mean youwewse lord of

creation. It seemed to me that the whole thing quasstionable—
morally and economically. The final straw, if yok, was having to
live with the obscenity that my ancestors, my ovesti and blood,
had actually owned slaves. That really did sometiinme. When |
came home for the holidays | talked rather wildbpat the changes |
would make when Archangel was mine. It was bloadpid of me,

but | was only a kid. But as soon as | had gon& baschool, Tante
started to work on Uncle Charles. He was a Brartddris fingertips

In some ways and obviously I'd upset him. The ti@xig my parents
knew she had produced Theo. She always claimed de the

orphaned son of some distant relatives of hers artiMque, but it

wasn't a relationship we were ever able to tracmalgine the only
one who knows the truth, apart from Tante hersislf, Adele

Christophe, and she's totally loyal to Tante, afree.'

'‘But she couldn't just make Theo the heir ...’

'‘She persuaded Uncle Charles to adopt him. He wasyayoung
child then, so they made no pretence of being &isris. The polite
fiction was, that they were his grandparents. I'tdtdrnink anyone
really blamed them. He was a beautiful-looking Kkiddte]
irresistible even then. Anyone would have wanteddopt him. And
there he was, young and malleable, to be trainethenalmighty
Brandon tradition. With a suitable marriage todallas soon as he
was old enough, just to ensure that | never gotemldestructive
hands on the sacred estate.' He stubbed out theothi@lently in an
ashtray.

'It was then things started to go astray. Peopgghtmot blame Tante
for wanting a child and taking her own steps tauregone, but it was
a different matter when it was found out he wasrtee heir. That
was going too far, dispossessing a real Brandgrutan imitation
one in his place.' He laughed shortly. 'Feudalt ishBut the family



have been at Archangel a long time, and compared same |
suppose it's been a benevolent despotism. | thiikale Charles had
lived, he might have altered his will yet again. Has clearly
dissatisfied with the way Theo was turning out. Betdied, and my
parents had also been killed by then, so Tanteswpeeme. And in
her eyes, her darling boy could do not wrong. Wihenfeelers she'd
been putting out about possible marriages werelgéot firmly
declined—no one knew what his real background migg—she
decided to look further afield.'

'‘And she found me.' Christina stared down at heessglI'Oh God—she
found me!

‘Yes,' he said grimly. 'Someone who had learnedot@s she was
told, and be grateful. The ideal candidate, togmled and flattered
and nudged slowly but surely into Theo's arms. @olyweren't like

that. Under that docile exterior, there was an peetedly stubborn
streak—and a temper. So Theo started to let yowvkalmout his

hidden streak too ...’

Reaction set in suddenly and she began to cry.ibewdrms were
swiftly about her, drawing her against him. For anment she
resisted, but the strength of his hands was togetimg, and she lay
against him, sobbing helplessly.

At the same moment, lightning lit up the room, t® $ucceeded
almost at once by a deafening clap of thunder vatida roar like an
avalanche the rain began to fall.

It was what Christina first became aware of as shémed

again—that savage drumming on the roof of the shemktrasting
with the steady beat of his heart under her chadkhés hand gently
and rhythmically stroking her hair. She sat uprighith a feeling of
constraint, and moistened her lips slightly befeine spoke. 'l—I'm
sorry about that. I've made your shirt quite damp.’



His lips twitched slightly. 'It's still comparatilyedrier indoors than it
would be out,' he said gravely. 'Now I'll see hode scratches of
yours.'

'Oh, no.' Rather helplessly, she tugged his sket ber knees. 'It's all
right. Please don't bother." It wasn't that theatetres didn't need
attention. She knew, pitifully, that she could rastswer for her
response if he was to touch her again. The fattthather girl had a
far greater claim on him than she did made no idiffee to the fact
that she yearned to feel his mouth on hers. She amfs too
conscious of their isolation, cut off from the wbnh this shack while
a storm raged outside.

'I—I hope you've got the roof tied on,' she satdyisg for a light
touch.

Devlin grinned and she knew he had picked up Hereace. 'Oh, it
won't get to that stage,’ he said with casual demite. 'This place has
weathered worse blows than this. By morning it il be over,
you'll see.’

She started a little nervously. Was he meaningriply that she
would still be here in the morning? But that wapassible. She said
nervously, 'l hope the rain eases soon. | shak hawe going ...’

He leaned forward, placing a devastating fingethen parted lips.
His silver eyes mocked her. 'You're going nowhe&hristy, my
sweet. Here you are and here you'll stay untilséife for you to
leave.'

She jerked her head away. 'And is it so safe forastay?' she said in
a low voice.



'You mean because there's only one bed?' He laughethere was
no amusement in the sound. 'Well, as to that, yustlhave to wait
and see. Unless you're issuing an invitation.'

'‘Don't—please,' she interrupted in a stifled voice.

'0.K.," he returned savagely. 'But just don't pie/one, Christina.
Now face the facts. If | allowed you to leave—instiweather,
wearing nothing but one of my shirts—where wouldiygo? To
Archangel? You'd probably get a warm welcome. BEnwng
forgiven and forgotten, back to square one. Bybif stay the night
here with me, you'd get a very different receptiéau'd be packed
off back to England, which is presumably what yanty so fast your
feet wouldn't touch the ground. I'm poison to Tarded if she
thought you'd slept with me, you'd be the samet'Slagbetrayal she
would never forgive, take my word for it.’

She knew he was right, but her heart quailed atthioeight of
spending a whole night with him in such intimatexpmity. Did she
have the ability or the strength - to conceal tlwhtfrom him—to
hide the longing that consumed her to be in hissamthe ultimate
nearness of passion?

'I—I don't know what to say.' She pushed her harwously off her
face, avoiding his glance unless he should readhoerghts in her
eyes.

He swore suddenly and shockingly. ‘What the hejlodotake me
for?' he asked with dangerous softness. 'Some &ingadist on
Theo's lines? You've just been through probablywbest day of
your young life. You're frightened, you're hurt,ypltally and
mentally, and you're tired, and yet you still h&ve your head that in
spite of all this I'm going to force myself on ydbear God!" He
pushed his hand wearily through his tawny hair.



'I'm sorry--- ' she began awkwardly, but he flupga hand to silence
her and she saw the mockery was back in his eyes.

'‘Oh, my motives aren't entirely chivalrous, | assyou. | want you,
and under any other circumstances, I'd take you d—+aake you

want me too. But it seems that every time we mgat,re either

injured or needing some kind of help. I'm gettirgtke tired of being

a protector to you, Christina. | have this—fantaglyere you're

coming across the beach. The sun's shining, andeyshining too,

all the shadows gone and all wounds healed. Andeg@oming to

me, not because you need help or comfort, but Isecaou need me
in the way a woman should need a man. And you agnthose steps
into my arms, and that's where you stay becaudés tivaere you

want to be.’

His voice had dropped huskily, and the colour fldnmeher cheeks at
the image his words had produced in her mind.

Somehow she forced herself to shrug, uneasily awatbe same
time that the gesture made the shirt slip reveBlifgm one bare
shoulder.

'‘But you said yourself—didn't you—that it was omlyfantasy;-You
don't really expect it to come true?'

‘You'd be amazed at some of my expectations,'idessétly. ‘Now, |
advise you to make yourself scarce into the othemrand get some
rest before that—garment you're wearing slips anyhér and |
decide to forget my good intentions and—er—reclaignproperty.
Scat!'

Sheobeyed without demur, Climbing into the wide bed anddling

the covers around her with a shiver as the windylcathe shack
again, worrying it like a terrier before the gustdlaway. If this was
only the edge of a hurricane, what must it be Wkeen they were



really caught by one? she wondered apprehensiaely hoped she
would never find out.

Her eyes widened as Devlin came through the beddicuHe was
carrying a bowl! of water, some cotton wool and lzetof antiseptic
which he placed beside the bed.

'Here,' he said curtly. 'Under the circumstancehjnk you'd better
attend to your scratches yourself. Watch out fat #tuff, it stings.'

He was right, she discovered, wincing. She slipgies shirt off
altogether and examined herself ruefully. She wdaddblack and
blue by morning, and there were ugly grazes onanmis and legs.
Her back hurt too, but she could not reach the bpdelf no matter
how she squirmed, and she dared not call Devlin.

She replaced the cap on the tube of cream, andolay again. She
felt very bleak suddenly. Devlin's fantasy had magetent appeal to
her senses which she now had to exorcise befarasitoo late. She
must not forget she would not be the first to suadouto his
overwhelming attraction and the blatant temptakieroffered.

She wondered what he was doing in the other roawéb certainly
very quiet, she thought, straining her ears foound of movement.
Perhaps he had gone back to the work she hadupted by her
arrival. He had said he was getting ready for amlatton, and he
must have work to finish—Eulalie's statuette amibregn. She turned
on to her stomach, burying her face in the pillaiwias unbearable to
think of him touching the figure, she thought, stoag it down,
rediscovering all the voluptuous curves that wéreaaly so familiar
to him in warm, rounded flesh rather than hard wood

She stirred uneasily, only too aware of the faat tike had probably
shared this very bed with Eulalie. It was this kofdealisation that
would have to be her safeguard, she told hersiilhgbsavagely at



her lip. She didn't want to be just another wonmarbevlin's life,
taken and discarded as the whim seized him.

In spite of her disturbed thoughts, she found Ingsjzal fatigue was
beginning to get the better of her, and she kepirsg into a light
doze, to wake with a thumping heart and dry mouitema more than
ordinarily fierce gust hit the building. The rairagvas heavy as ever,
but the lightning seemed to be lessening, and tiwaelonger and
longer between each roll of thunder, making henkhhe storm
might be passing over.

She had almost lulled herself off to sleep witls ttwnsoling thought
when an almighty crash brought her bolt/upright #mswering
scream she could not control already on her lips.

Devlin came into the room. He looked tired and snifor God's
sake,' he said irritably. 'It's only a bloody shutt

His eyes went over her, widening, and she realisedlate, what a
spectacle she must present. Hurriedly she scodpmedavers up to
her throat.

‘Thank you,' he said with too-elaborate courteslings are quite
difficult enough without you flashing yourself atenike some tart
from a girlie magazine.'

She gasped and her face flamed. 'That's a lousy thisay!
‘Well, I happen to feel lousy.'

'‘And -so do I’ she flared back at him. 'You saidyourself,
remember? I'm frightened, I'm hurt and I'm tiredt principally I'm
frightened. This may be just another storm to ymui,it isn't to me.
Every time | close my eyes I'm afraid th& next tihepen them there
won't be four walls round me. | didn't know thaasin was just—a



bloody shutter. And if | hadn't screamed you wolildven have
come in here to see if | was all right.’

His lean body had gone very rigid. 'No, | wouldrie said in a low
voice. 'You may look young, Christy, but you're edyrwoman
enough to know why I'm keeping away. Don't you knvalnat it does
to me to know that you're in here, in, my bed, caliew feet away
from me?'

Her voice trembled. 'Oh, yes, | know. And it cdo@tany worse than
what the same knowledge does to me.'

His eyes narrowed unbelievingly for a moment, thertook a step
forward. His hands were already unfastening hid.shsee,' he said
very softly. 'Well, in that case ..."

Christina closed her eyes and kept them resolstelyeven when the
bed beside her yielded to his weight. When he m@dbr her, his
hands were gentle.

'Oh, Christy,' there was a note of laughter inhisky voice, mingled
with an amazing tenderness, 'have you any idea dmyd—how
incredibly good—you feel?'

'So do you,' she managed out of a dry throat.

'So my touch isn't still abhorrent to you?' he goesd gravely, and
her eyes flew open, startled, to search his faeeladghed again,
deep in his throat, then bent to claim her moutthwpassionate
possessiveness.

She clung to him unashamedly, responding with ev¥ierg of her
being. No rain, no hurricane wind could comparehwiitis storm of
desire Devlin could create in her— was creatingan And yet, even
as she abandoned herself to the breathless latigaiohis caresses



were inducing, she sensed that something was aiiss.storm
seemed to be getting louder at every minute. Thagag of the rain
on the roof seemed almost to be in the room wigmnth

'‘Dear God in heaven!" Devlin lifted himself awagrir her and sat up,
listening intently. 'There's someone at the ddée.'gave a muffled
groan. 'Surely there can't be more of Theo's bloedtims
demanding sanctuary?'

He threw himself out of bed and dragged on hisgetastening them
as he went out of the room.

Christina could hear it now properly, the despebateg-ing on the
door. It didn't seem likely, but she supposed tldde just another
refugee from the storm.

Above the howl of the wind, she heard the door opea Devlin's
voice sounding surprised. And then she heard anotbiee she
recognised, speaking urgently. It was Clive Maynard

Devlin strode back into the bedroom, picking up klgrt and
thrusting his arms into it.

'l have to go up to Archangel,' he said. 'Clivese for me. There's
been an accident.’

'Is it Mrs Brandon?' Christina lifted herself onhter elbow and stared
at him. 'She was ill yesterday—a heart attack afes&ind. Should |
come with you?'

He considered rapidly, then nodded. 'It might bst.bledon't know
how long I'll be, and you'd only scare yourselbiysterics if you
were here for hours by yourself.” He went over te tlothes
cupboard and took out a light waterproof coat wieltossed on to
the bed. 'It'll swamp you, but it will have to ddurry!



She obeyed him, her hands shaking. It was only wdte:n was
enveloped in the folds of coat and coming out efliedroom that she
remembered she had Clive Maynard to face. She aaqouainfully
as she met his gaze, but he just said, 'Oh, h@haoistina,’ as if her
presence was entirely natural. She supposed inotathe first time
that he had come to summon Devlin and found hirh &itvoman,
and bit her lip.

Devlin was standing by the door, rocking impatigmth his toes. He
took her arm, gripping it tightly. 'It's the traagain, I'm afraid, honey
girl. Clive has the Range Rover waiting at the #pd don't look so
scared. The wind isn't nearly as bad as it was.’

But it was bad enough, she thought, as she scrdmigeéhe track
again, bent and almost on all fours. She was ggdpmbreath when
she reached the top and the comparative shelteedkange Rover.
She sat between Clive and Devlin in the front sedtDevlin drove.

'‘Where did it happen?' he flung at Clive acrosddipeof her head.

Clive passed a hand wearily across his eyes. 'Atgates,' he
answered. 'They were fastened open, of coursethbutvind must
have dislodged one of them and it blew across,gugtat moment.
He must have been going at a hell of a lick—and &keeady had one
smash-up, by all accounts. He hit the gate head-ooxHdn't have
stood a chance. The phone's out of order, of cobmgelouis has
gone for the doctor—not that there's anything hredm'

'‘No," Devlin said quietly, and Christina saw th&t face was taut
under his tan.

She touched his arm timidly. 'What's happened? ¢stJiheo?"

‘Yes,' he said, and was silent as the Range Roweed off the road
towards the enormous wrought iron gates which nthtlke entrance



to Archangel. One of them was still half acrossppsuting the
tangled mass of metal which had once been a caistiDa stifled a
gasp as she saw it, and Clive put an arm roundhmrders and gave
her a comforting squeeze. 'Don't look," he suggegtatly.

All the lights were on in the house, and Madamesitphe stood at
the top of the steps as she had done when Chrigsharrived there,
watching for them coming. But this time she camenhng down,
her normally impassive face working. 'Ah, M'sieueMln.' She
clutched at him as he climbed out of the vehitle. pauvre petit!
Thank heaven you have come. Madame is distraughtidde
herself.'

‘Yes.' He disengaged himself gently enough andhputfrom him.
‘Where have they put him, Adele?’

In his room. | myself have done what was neces3aryhink that |
should have to do such a thing ..." Her face puwkas if she was
going to burst into tears.

Devlin spoke sharply. 'There will have to be anuiest, of course.
That can't be avoided, even by my aunt. How dmdgpen, have you
any idea?’

She shrugged. 'He came home in a temper,' sheosatbssly. 'The
car was damaged and he spoke of an accident. Tdelemanded
M'mselle.' Her eyes went past Devlin to where Gimasstood by the
Range Rover. 'When he discovered she had not estuhe became
angry—violent. He said he knew where she had riantbhe would

fetch her back by her hair. Madame tried to renrabestwith him, to

calm him—-but he struck her and ran out to the gaima We heard
him go down the drive—there was something wrondpwie engine
and he was shouting at the top of his voice—scneqururses. Then,
seconds later, we heard the crash. Louis and Iraeothbut it was too
late.' She gave a long shuddering sigh. 'He was aeautiful child.



| saw him born and he was truly—exquisite. And wtrendark mood
was not on him, he could be very loving.'

He nodded. 'Go back to my aunt, Adele, and tell nell be with her
presently.'

He watched her mount the steps and then came htclonwg strides
to the Range Rover. He took Christina in his armg kissed her
mouth briefly and fiercely. He said, 'You see hdwngs are here.
Don't stay at the house tonight. Clive and Lornk put you up, and
I'll see you in the morning. I'd better warn youmd intend to ask
you to marry me.' He lifted her hand to his lipsl &amrned away.

Clive touched her arm. 'Come on, Christina. Lorilbbe so thankful
to see you. She's been torturing herself ever giogéeft, thinking of
you caught in La Villette in this storm. This—happw®, I'm afraid,
put everything else out of our minds, or we'd heeet out a search
party for you.'

'It's all right," she Said. She lifted the hand IDewad kissed and
cherished it against her cheek. 'l was quite safe.’

She watched Devlin stride up the steps, his dagkré outlined
against the light that streamed from the doorwaye Wind had
lessened now. It was only a shadow of what it haednban hour
before. The rain too seemed to have spent itsdlft@vards the sea
the sky even appeared to be clearing a little. déwel's breath had
blown, but only Theo had been the sufferer in tid &nd she could
even think with pity of the sick white-haired womaiho waited in
the great house with all her schemes in ruins abeutDevlin was
master of Archangel now.

As Devlin reached the doorway, Eulalie suddenlyeappd from
within. Christina saw her head tilt as she lookedatihim, her lips
moving passionately. She saw Devlin shake his hemadl step



forward, as if to pass her, and she saw Eulaliehcat his arm, her
other hand pressed against her abdomen in a gestuseeloquent
than any words could be. Devlin paused, then sloaryl it seemed
to the paralysed girl in the shadow of the RangegReeluctantly, he
took her in his arms, cradling her dark head agaisshest Christina
turned away. 'Shall we go?' she said mechanically.

Her eyes were burning as the vehicle turned ouhefdrive and
headed towards Clive's bungalow, but she did not®nhe thought
she had shed all her tears in Devlin's arms di¢laeh house. But she
must not think of Devlin's arms—or indeed of Devén all, and
especially she must not think of those few abruptds which had
seemed so deliriously like a proposal of marriage. owed her
nothing; He had not even seduced her, and he owddlid
everything. She pressed her hand convulsively teermouth to
stifle a sob and sensed Clive was looking at her.

She marshalled all her efforts to ask him, "Whditstie do now?"

He understood immediately that she was referringMiarcelle
Brandon.'Go back to Martinique, | suppose. Shedoase relatives
there. She certainly won't want to stick round raaré watch Devlin
starting to dismantle the mighty Brandon edificendgine she'll stay
for the funeral, and then quietly vanish.' He gagea sharp glance.
‘Are you all right, Christina? You're awfully whitslot surprising, |
suppose, really, but do tell me if you're goindpgosick. | can always
stop, you know ...’

She gave him a travesty of a smile. 'I'm fine,lyed— I'm sorry |
worried Lorna.'

There was silence between them until the bungalew/n@ached and
Lorna came out to greet them. Her brows rose $jighiien she saw
what Christina was wearing, but she tactfully madecomment,



merely shepherding her to the spare room and Iogniger cases to
her.

,She thanked Lorna, refused all offers of supper @armvarm drink,
and when the door finally closed behind her hostiedisacross the
bed and lay like a stone.

She awoke the following morning to a blaze of gyimtliand lay for a
moment assimilating her surroundings and lettingrhemories of
the previous day return slowly.

The door opened to admit Lorna with a cup of cofféeu're looking
better for your sleep. We've all been tiptoeingnehutrying not to
disturb you. Drink this and then I'll send youritosin.'

Christina paused in the act of raising the cupatolips. 'Visitor?' she
echoed.

Lorna winked wickedly at her. "'The new master,’ shid in a stage
whisper. 'I'm not devoted to the living room cardait he's been
tramping up and down on it for almost an hour namd it'll be worn
out if he goes on much longer."'

Christina set her coffee down untasted. Her mowl 8o dry she
doubted whether she could have swallowed even ahfubu

She said, and her voice sounded very young andhitees, 'l can't
see him, Lorna. Please ask him to go.’

Lorna fixed her with a frankly incredulous staidy'dear girl, are
you quite mad? Clive didn't mean to eavesdroprggtt, but he was
standing right next to you when Dev was speakirgcbluldn't help



overhearing. And— forgive me—you were—with him lasght,
weren't you?'

Christina swallowed. 'Yes—yes. But it didn't mearything.' She
tried an unconvincing laugh. "You—you know how Devs ..." Her
voice tailed away.

Lorna gave her a disapproving stare. 'l know howwas,' she
emphasised. And he hasn't been a saint, I'll gramtthat. But he's
never proposed marriage to one of his fancies befand in front of
witnesses, to boot. So it if must have meant soimgtio him.'

Christina bent her head. 'At the time, maybe,' saiel. 'But it's
daylight now and, as you said, he's the new mabterhas other
things on his mind, other responsibilities." Intsmf all she could do,
an image of Eulalie rose in her mind.

'Hm." Lorna was clearly unimpressed. 'And yet he'se, isn't he?'
She got up purposefully. ‘If you're not going tan#rthat coffee, |
think I'll just tell him to come on in and arguetiwiou himself.'

'‘No!" Christina caught frantically at her hand.edde, Lorna. | do
mean it—I don't want to see him again. Tell him lImTell him
anything you like, but make him go away. Please!'

Lorna gave a defeated little shrug. 'If that'slygahat you want,' she
said quietly.

It is." Christina was adamant, clinging to herdhan

‘Very well." Lorna freed herself from her grip. Btiisn't a task |
relish.’



After she had gone, Christina got out of bed arttlpd across to the
door. There was a bolt on it, and she pushed asaawith trembling
fingers—a second line of defence in case Lornasuasions failed.

But it wasn't needed. A few seconds ticked by lensie, then she
heard swift steps going away down the passageettraht door, and
the door slam. A moment later a car engine stam@dwith an
unnecessary amount of revving, and drove away.

She went slowly back to the bed and sank down pheit legs
trembling too much to support her any longer. Thhg told herself,
IS that.

She did not attend the inquest on Theo which opémedollowing
day in Fort Victoire, but stayed quietly at the galow with Lorna
and the children. When Clive returned, he saidrdigeof accidental
death had been returned, and that Marcelle Brahddriooked like
death herself while she was giving evidence.

'Is she going back to Martinique?' Lorna askedylebitting up fruit
for a salad.

‘Yes, immediately after the funeral tomorrow. Ad€lkristophe is
going with her, and the girl Eulalie, poor creature

'l don't know why you say that,’ Lorna exclaimefihé was an
obnoxious girl, | always thought.'

Christina laid down the fruit knife she was usiaggd listened, her
heart thumping.

'l thought so too, but there was one person shesadgp to,
apparently—the late Master Theo. It seems they&h dsaving a



full-blooded affair for months. She had some delnshat he'd marry
her—even wheedled Devlin into carving a damnedrégaf herself
to give him for his birthday. Seems she thoughtgifieWWould bind

him to her in some way. Madness, of course. He meweld have
married her, baby or no baby.'

‘You mean she's pregnant?' Lorna queried, flabserda

He nodded. 'About three or four months. Adele hasnbtrying
to--persuade her not to go to the funeral, butssipeite determined.
She wants the figure Devlin carved to be buriedhiteo.'

Lorna grimaced, then turned hurriedly to Christwhp had given a
little cry.

'‘What's wrong, love? Have you cut yourself? Letsme.'

'‘No—no, really," Christina assured her, spreadinigher fingers so
that Lorna could check they were all intact. Shdexhrbeatifically at
the two astonished faces confronting her. '‘Canmanage without
me for a while? There—there's someone | have t6 see

She was breathless by the time she got to the eaodeshe slowed her
pace deliberately as she walked across the yiekhng towards the
beach house. ,

All the time, the fear nagged at her that he migittbe there. That he
might have already moved out and gone up to Archlaindive. The
thought of seeking him out there was a daunting one

But as she approached, she saw a movement and@awfie round
the corner of the shack carrying a hammer and sother
implements. When he saw her, he bent and put trmsm @n the
verandah, then straightened and watched her covade him, his
hands resting lightly on his hips. He looked ol@dem tired, and there



was a grimness about his face which made her &#psa little, but
she kept going to the foot of the verandah, anlddaip at him.

'Hello, Christy." His voice was cool and pleasasmd gave no
indication as to his feelings. He might have beddrassing any
chance-come caller. When she did not answer, heamefiVas there
something you wanted?'

'Yes.' She moistened her lips. 'l want you.'

He did not speak, nor did he move towards her,adtet a moment
she hurried on, 'And I'm not injured in any way dhd not just
looking for a refuge—or a protector. I've come @styou wanted me
to—because | need you.'

'‘No shadows?' The silver eyes watched her steddlat was also
one of the conditions.’

'‘Not any more,” she said. 'Oh, Devlin, I've beenchsua
fool!"Everyone's entitled to be that occasionahg, said, and smiled.
In his smile she saw that incredible tendernesshagad her heart
lifted and sang because everything was suddenigcoiously all
right, '‘Come here.' He held out his arms to hergahmgly. 'I've got
to hold you to know that you're real, and not pusbther fantasy.'

She ran to him then, lifting her face almost biynfdir his kiss. As he
swung her up into his arms and turned towards t@veay, she
checked him. 'Dev—darling, | must explain ...’

'‘Not now,' he kissed her again, parting her liphwan arrogance that
devastated her. 'Later—much later. Save the exiersafor our
honeymoon when we rim out of things to discuss.'

'We—we are going to be married?' The look in higseyas filling
her with sudden shyness as well as a secret tmgllalight.



'Oh yes,' he said calmly. 'Just as soon as | cange it. After all, we
don't want to let my mother and your Aunt Grace dpdo we?' He
grinned down at her flushed face. 'Oh, | knew if,sweet one—the
plans they'd made. I'd even wondered what you \ueze at times.
What stuck in my throat was when you turned up athangel,
destined for Theo, and | discovered who you wem.y8u do

appreciate, | hope, just why | don't intend toyleti out of my sight
from now on, day or night?'

She smiled, her long lashes veliling her eyes. "@&lstyou say, Mr
Brandon, sir," she murmured. '‘But Devlin, | do wighu'd let me
explain ..

‘Later?' honey girl,' he said against her lipstéAfards.’

He carried her into the shack and kicked the dbot behind them.



