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Castle in the Trees -- the very name of it fillad@hanie with excited
anticipation. The reality -- the fairytale castlenfre in Portugal of the
aristocratic Maroc family -- was even more fasamgthan she had
imagined. It was mysterious, fabulous, and shetiraenviable job of
making it even lovelier, a job which involved heittwa proud,

hot-tempered family and a strange, unaccustomednif. country of
savage beauty.

What mystery surrounded the Maroc collection ofgls® Why did
Miguel and his brother Carlos hate each other?hai@p found out at

last, but only at the cost of losing her heart



CHAPTER ONE

WITH a sigh of relief Stephanie North put the covehentypewriter,
pushed back her thick red hair and walked throbgtouter office to a
glass-fronted door marked:

NORTH & HARBOARD INTERIOR DECORATORS

An elderly man seated behind the desk looked uphascame in.
"Don't bother to wait for me, dear. I've got to goough these
contracts before | leave."

Stephanie perched on the arm of her father's cHdirgive you a
hand, Dad. You look tired."

"I'm fed up - not tired." He sighed heavily. "Twbray best men ar e
off ill and then | get a letter like this." He pe#f up the sheet of
notepaper in front of him and looked at the thipidery writing
sprawled across it. "Ever heard of the Maroc Cabee"

"Who hasn't?" Stephanie grinned, for the Maroc &uibn,
comprising priceless jewellery and heirlooms otdmg importance,
was famous throughout the world.

She leaned over and picked up the letter, her sityistirring as she
saw it was headed "Castelo de Arvores" and wasedidwy the
Condesa de Maroc herself. The contents were shdrtathe point,
requesting them to submit an estimate for redeicgr#te main rooms
in the castle. She put down the letter and leaoeddard to take a
cigarette from a box on the table.

"We've never had a job like this, Dad. It couldtbe biggest thing
we've ever done."



"I know." Mr. North rubbed the side of his nose. W& Ican't
understand is why she should come to me when tereso many
better-known firms."

"Perhaps she's looking for a bargain! You know whase rich old
women are like. It would be tricky working in Pagal though,
wouldn't it?"

"Not necessarily. Once we'd got out the plan obdaton, we'd hire a
Portuguese firm to follow it through. Oh well " He shrugged. "With
Robson and Hawkins away I'll have to write and tedr it's
impossible.”

"You can't do that!" Stephanie exclaimed. "Whataboe?"

"Don't start that again," her father said impatienti've told you a
hundred times | won't send you on any more jobs."

"Then | don't see why you bothered to let me tr@asnan interior
decorator in the first place." She moved round deek and flung
herself in the chair opposite, her face so palé artger that her hair
glowed vivid red. "I'm fed up pounding a typewritéryou won't let

me go out on a job I'll hand in my notice."

"Hoity-toity!" her father answered. "There's no de® lose your
temper."

"There doesn't seem any other way of making yoerstdnd I'm not a
child! I'm twenty-two and it's time | made somethiof my life."

"Marry Robert. He's been nagging you long enough."
"l don't want to marryanyonel want to—"

She choked on the words and Mr. North looked aahdrsighed. Ever
sinceshe had left art school she had begged him to lsendut on a



job. The first time he had done so it had endatisaster, for when the
client had casually disregarded all her labouresilgohs, Stephanie hac
flung her pad in the woman's face and walked owtcd she had been
given another chance, but each time her tempegbtathe better of
her until finally he had decreed that his daughlteruld be kept as far
away from his clients as possible.

"It's the red hair, of course," he thought ruefulByut temper did not
get you anywhere in business and until Stephaamégl to control it
she was better off in an office.

"You needn't look at me like that,” Stephanie saiddenly. "I know
you're thinking of all the jobs | mucked up, buhIblder now - it's
been two years since I've done anything exceptisiod and typing.”
She leaned forward. "Come on, Dad. Give me anaimance."

"I can't. It's a big commission and if | acceptedl couldn't let them
down."

"l wouldn'tlet you down, Dad - | promise."
"You say that every time. But when you lose thatger of yours—"

"I won't! | swear | won't! Please, Dad, I've so mavonderful ideas."
She clasped her hands. "l can just see that cds$téelarge rooms and
high ceilings, the mosaics and tapestries, theelgss carpets. These
people must be worth a fortune - money would beobect. Dad,
you'vegotto let me go!"

Father and daughter looked at each other in silefioe small glass
clock on the mantelpiece chimed six and outsid€dansington High
Street a car hooted and went on hooting.



Mr. North leaned back in his chair and sighed. tajht, you win. But
I'm warning you, if you let me down on this I'llver give you another
chance."

"Thank you, Dad!" Stephanie flung her arms roundfather's neck.
"You won't regret it."

Later that evening, as she walked with her fathewrd the wide

suburban road where they lived, Stephanie wondeosd the neat
little houses would compare to a Portuguese castiemused on the
fact that an old lady so many miles away couldcftbe lives of a

family in England.

As they let themselves into the house the warmlsshélaking filled
the hall and Mr. North sniffed appreciatively. "Yomother's been
making cakes today," he said.

Hearing voices, a middle-aged woman came into #fle Bhe was an
older edition of Stephanie, her hair almost asagtier daughter's. "I
was giving you another fifteen minutes," she saitie supper's ready
and Felicity's starving."

"You can say that again!" A slim girl put her heasund the
dining-room door and glanced at her sister. "Yave late, though.
What held you up?"

"I'll tell you over dinner."

In the dining-room talk was general and Stephaitibled a piece of
bread and watched Felicity help her mother senlderGhan herself
and far less vivacious, Felicity bore a strong ma@slance to her father,
with olive skin and dark hair that curled closely her head.
Considered the practical one of the family, she dal possess
Stephanie's artistic flair, but in spite of this tivo girls were excellent
friends.



"Robert phoned just before you came in," Mrs. Nosdid to
Stephanie. "He isn't working late tonight after afh he'd like to take
you to a dance."

"I hope you didn't tell him I'd go!"
"Of course | did. | knew you weren't doing anytheige."
"You might have asked me first."

"How could | when you weren't here? Anyway, itl you good to get
out."

Stephanie shrugged. "It would if he didn't boregti#. You wouldn't
like to go instead, would you Felicity?"

“I'm quite old enough to get my own dates, thanki,Yyd-elicity
retorted, and walked out of the dining-room.

"What's the matter with her?" Stephanie askediprge. "Can't think
why she's taken such a dislike to Robert. He's ydvpalite to her."

"Perhaps that's the trouble,” Mrs. North said.€'lbften thought men
treat Felicity as though she's their great-aunt.”

Stephanie digested this in silence, but later, lees Washed and
changed, had to admit that there was some trutherremark. But
Felicity had only herself to blame that she hadmam friend, for her
sharp manner was more than enough to ward off@mgmtic-minded
male. After all, how were they to know that hercsatic tongue was
only a cover for her shyness?

Still preoccupied with thoughts of her sister, $tmpe went
downstairs to the lounge, where Robert Bryanstosmwaiting for her.
A tall, heavily built man with a square chin andes® expression, his



looks were not kind to him for, underneath his sewexterior, he was
a sensitive if humourless person.

"How lovely you look!" he exclaimed as he took hands. "I've never
seen that dress before, have 1?"

"Only a hundred times," she sighed, and drew heds@way as her
mother and Felicity came into the room.

"How nice to see you, Robert," Mrs. North said.ll¢ty, get Robert a
drink."

Without a word Felicity moved over to the sideboand came back
with a glass of sherry. Robert took it and sathendofa.

"One day I'm going to ask for something differargtjto see the look
on your face!"

"You'll never change," Felicity said calmly.
He smiled. "Aren't you going out tonight?"
"No. There's a programme on the radio | want ta.hea

"Felicity doesn't go out enough for my liking," henother
interpolated. "She gets enough invitations, thodth.sure | don't
know why she keeps refusing them."

"Perhaps you're pining for a secret lover!" Rolgeirined.

"I haven't got a secret lover and | can't stand!rRamticularly those
who don't know when to mind their own business.arf&t with
temper, Felicity ran out of the room and Robert kb so
uncomfortable that Mr. North patted him on the stieu



"Don't take it to heart, old chap. I'm sure shendidhean it. But it
might be wiser if you and Stephanie pushed off teefkhe comes
down again."

A little later, as they sat at a table in a dinilyéstaurant while a band
played softly from the dias, Stephanie studied Rodred was honest
enough to admit that, although he might not beoler personal ideal,
he was far from unattractive. Indeed, if only hiarmer was as virile
as his appearance she would have found him exoaitionteresting.
Strange that some one so intelligent should be esatamt in his
approach. Yet he loved her and had been consisténg attentions,
taking her out as often as she would agree toagajisg her flowers
and buying her gifts of chocolates and scent. Bughe wished she
could return his affection and knew that if sheldowt do so it was
only fair to stop seeing him. She wondered whetbeell him of her
decision now or to allow her departure for Portuigabe the final
break in their relationship. She was still pondgtine question when
he stood up and led her on to the dance floor.

Whatever else he might be he was certainly an kxtedancer, and
moving round the room in his arms she gave heugpeib the lilt of the
music. Her steps fitted perfectly with his and hadgd her so
smoothly that she relaxed completely. What a ggytwere not so
well paired in life! But it was no good trying torte life into a pattern.
One had to try and fit into the pattern that wasspnted to one.

It was not until they returned to their table tB&phanie told Robert
that she was going to Portugal and outlined ther dfffat her father had
received that day. If she had expected him to shratwusiasm she was
disappointed, for he lit a cigarette and flungriegch irritably into the
ashtray.

"l suppose you're set on going?" he said at last.

"Of course. It's a wonderful opportunity for me."



"I don't suppose you'd consider it a wonderful ajpoaty to marry me
instead?" He put his hand over hers. "Stephaniindaryou know
how | feel about you. Why won't you marry me? Healkaows I've
asked you often enough?"

"l don't love you," she said gently. "I keep tedjigou, but . . ." She
stopped and looked at him beseechingly. "I wish'd/dorget about
me, Robert, and find someone else."

"You needn't tell me what to do with my life. Yoaithe only girl I've

ever wanted to marry, the only girl I've/ever baetove with. | wish

you'd give me a chance. You could still go to Pgatuand we'd get
engaged when you came back. Darling, please ..."

"Robert, no! We've had all this out before so mames. You know
how | feel - | like you, but not in the way you wan

"You'll be saying you'd like to be a sister to nexty' he interjected
bitterly. "All right, my dear. We won't talk abotitany more for the
moment. But don't think I've given up hope. I'llvee do that until
you're married to somebody else."

"Well, you needn't worry about my finding anyoneHRaortugal," she
grinned. "I'm going there to work - and work exohesy."

"Wish | could be sure of that," Robert said glunilyou know what
these foreigners are."

"Oh, Robert!" Stephanie could not help laughingm"sure they're no
different from us. Anyway, the Portuguese are sspdao be very
good-looking."

"Weedy little chaps with glasses, most of them."

"You're not putting me off at all. Think how thmg it would be if
they whispered sweet nothings in my ear with a &nokccent!”



"If anyone's going to whisper in your ear it'll bee." He caught her
hand again, his grip so painful that she realizeeuld be unwise to
tease him further.

It was past midnight before he left her at the fidwor, and holding up
her face to him she passively allowed him to kiss Although his
hands were warm on her shoulders and his moutmaonehers, they
evoked no response and she turned away quicklynseded her key
in the lock.

The house was in darkness and, switching on tihe, lelne wandered
into the kitchen to make herself a cup of tea.

Knowing her sister's habit of reading in bed, shegn extra cup on
the tray and carried it upstairs.

A light was shining under the bedroom door andpitagp she pushed
it open and walked in. Felicity was lying in beeéy neading lamp on.
With her face devoid of make-up and her hair taliskhe looked
much younger than twenty- seven. There was a smpdo her mouth
that Stephanie had not noticed before, and inrtlhent of silence
between them she knew there was something wrong-d&icity was

already sitting up, pushing the hair from her eged groping for her
glasses.

"You're early tonight," she said calmly. "What's tnatter?"
"l got fed up. Robert gets more boring by the Hour.
"Only because you don't love him."

"It's not my fault." Stephanie put the tray on thedside table. "I
thought you might like a cup of tea."



Felicity took the cup and sipped, staring in frohter without a word.
Stephanie sat on the edge of the bed, determined feave the room
until she had discovered what was wrong.

"What's the matter, Lissa?" she asked, using th@g®e which she
called her sister in moments of affection. "YouK@s if you've been
crying."

"Don't be ridiculous! | don't know what's the matigth you all this
evening." Felicity gave a nervous laugh. "First Matand now you.
Really, Stephanie, aren't | old enough to havepaiwacy in my life?"

"l don't want to pry," Stephanie said quickly, "ltaére's so obviously
something wrong. Robert wasn't right this evenigs he - about
your being in love with someone?"

. "It would be better if you and Robert paid lesa@ern to my love life
and concentrated on your own. You've no right &pkleim on a string
and he's a fool to let you."

"What a horrid thing to say! It's not my fault hemt take no for an
answer."

"He would if you said it firmly enough."
"What more can | say except that | don't love him?"

Felicity shook her head and in the lamplight hesisges became
opaque so that it was impossible to see the expressher eyes.

"Glasses," Stephanie thought in annoyance, "caasbeffective as
window blinds."

"Perhaps I'd better be getting to bed," she saietlgu"l didn't come
in here to quarrel with you."



"I'm sorry." Felicity set her cup carefully on ttray and lay back on
her pillow. "I'm a beast to vent my temper on ybthink | must be
working too hard. We're doing a new index for thedry and it's
pretty tiring."

"That's all right." Stephanie wondered if it wemnedness that was
marking lines of strain on Felicity's face, but wnéetter than to
guestion her sister further at the moment. Murngugnodnight, she
stood up and, yawning, closed the door behind her.

She was too tired to cogitate on Felicity's behawibut uneasiness
lay in the back of her mind, ready to be broughtama thought over at
a more opportune moment. Snuggling under the skbetslosed her
eyes. What a day this had been! The chance to akecarcastle; her
father's promise to let her go to Portugal; Ropsyposing again. Poor
Felicity! How dull her life was by comparison.

And Felicity, alone in her own room, was thinkirngaetly the same.
How dull her life was and how dull she was hers&fhy should any
man want you?" she thought miserably and, snatabfiniger glasses,
set them down sharply beside her bed. Without thearoom was
blurred, the furniture indistinct, even her own legefion in the
dressing-table mirror could not be discerned. Sag avpale image, a
ghost.

'I'm a ghost all right,’ she thought bitterly. 'Ale facsimile of my
sister.' What right did she have to expect any. tadook at her when
they could look at Stephanie instead? What a wiastes, she thought
as she turned off the light. If only Robert hadefalin love with her,
how gladly she would have accepted his proposahamdhappy she
would have made him. They both liked music, readamgl walking in
the rain; they had so many things in common. Yehmared with
green eyes and auburn hair, all this was unimpbrt&@niffing
miserably, Felicity pulled the sheets up close taied firmly to think
of the future and forget the might- have-been.






CHAPTER TWO

IN the days that followed Stephanie decided to fintdatl she could
about the Maroc Collection and the Castelo de Aaspwhich she
learned meant "Castle in the Trees."

Wondering how best to do this, she decided to gmutfh the files of a
daily newspaper, and, one morning shortly afterférer had written
to the Condesa accepting the offer of work, sheredta long, low
room in Fleet Street where the walls were linechwibzens of steel
files.

A man in shirt-sleeves with two or three pencilscktbehind his ear
led her over to a corner, deposited her on a highl sand dumped a
foolscap folder in front of her.

"You'll find all you want there, miss," he advideer. "Take your time
- there's no hurry."

Stephanie thanked him and settling down to her, teagkn became
engrossed. There were numerous photographs ofattke exterior
and gazing at the grey turrets and dark facadewsimelered if the
inside were as gloomy and forbidding. The old Coridender of the
Collection, had died two years earlier, leavingidow and two sons,
and although there was not a lot of informatiobeéagleaned from the
newspapers, everything she read about the famdyeased her
curiosity and made her long to meet them, espgdial woman who
signed herself: "Yours in confidence, Maria, Coradés Maroc."

Suddenly Stephanie became aware of somebody wgttl@n and,
glancing up, saw a thin, fair-haired young man. d#ve her an
engaging grin.



"Don't mind roe," he said. "You've got the file linterested in too.
But go right ahead - I'm not in any particular lyuti've finished
anyway." Stephanie pushed the folder along theteodowards him.

"Thanks. Find what you want?"

"I wasn't looking for anything in particular,” sbkaid. "l just wanted to
find out all | could about the Maroc Collection."

"Me too." He opened the file and she glanced atdumeptitiously as

he began to look through it. Not more than thiwith a thin, freckled

face, candid grey eyes and light brown hair, hipeapance had a
boyishness belied by the assurance of his movements

As if aware of her scrutiny, he turned his head amuled. "I'm a
writer," he said. "I bash out thrillers and I'm dahg up on my
knowledge of jewels and jewel collections."

"Well, you've certainly chosen the right one," Sagd. "The Maroc
Collection's fabulous, | believe." Giving him adndly smile, she
turned to go. "Good luck with your search."

"Thanks." He rose politely from his seat, but befehe had reachec
the office door was once more engrossed in the file

It was a humid morning when Stephanie set out dotugal. Although
she had never flown before, the efficient and maitdact
atmosphere that pervaded the terminal hall at Lon&igoort went a
long way to allay her fears, and as she followeddther passengers
through the Customs shed and out on to the tarshecexperienced
her first thrill of anticipation.

A gust of wind lifted her skirt and as she stoopedold it down,
another caught her hat. With an exclamation of gance she
watched it bowl along the ground, coming to restiagt the legs of a



thin, fair-haired man some few yards behind herpldked it up and
held it out with a grin.

"Yours, | believe."

"Thanks. | didn't realize—" She stopped short aakéd at him*more
closely.

At the same moment he smiled and held out his Hatedlo! | thought
| recognized you."

Stephanie shook his hand. "I never expected tg@edere! Are you
bound for Lisbon too?"

"Yes." They walked towards the plane that glintaldes in the
early-morning sunshine and she preceded him uplatiéer. He
followed her along the aisle, hesitating as she@an. "May | sit with
you now that we're practically old friends?"

She laughed. "Of course. I'll be glad of your maergbport - this is my
first flight."

"I'd never have guessed it. | was just thinking indnaery composed
young lady you are."

No compliment could have pleased Stephanie morslamevarmed to
the young man. "l suppose you're going to Porttaydbcal colour for
your book?"

"Right first time. My name's Johnny Carlton."

"I'm Stephanie North." He looked at her expectaatig she added,
“I'm an interior decorator."

"Are you, by Jove? You don't look at all the type."



Her eyes crinkled. "What does the type look like, Marlton?"

His reply was forestalled by the revving of the ieeg and the
stewardess walked slowly down the aisle handing mates of
chewing gum. The plane taxied along the ground et an

imperceptible motion lifted into the air. Withinfaw moments the
airport lay far below them and Stephanie relaxedl @mfastened her
safety-belt.

“I'm glad that's over - | was petrified.".
"You didn't look it. You must be very good at hidigyour feelings."

Stephanie laughed and as the plane droned ovesotit coast and
across the shimmering blue sea, she told him songetof her
ambitions and her desire to prove to her father dighty as a
decorator.

"You'll find it difficult getting some of your idesa accepted in
Portugal,” Johnny Carlton said. "I know the pedpkre very well and
believe me, they're more hidebound than anywhese @ the
world."'Don't say that!" she protested. "I'm simplyrsting with ideas
for the castle."

"The castle?" He sounded surprised.

"The Castelo de Arvores where the Maroc Collectsohat's why |
was interested in those press cuttings. We've besmmissioned to
redecorate the castle and | wanted to find out @luld about it and
about the Marocs before coming out here."

She was not prepared for the sharp intake of bneaththe strange
expression that crossed his face as he spoke. 84 pe staying
there, then? You're a very lucky young lady. lthfacult place to get
into - they won't allow any sightseers becausé&efGollection.”



"l expect I'll see it for myself."

"I'd like to know what you think of it - it's supped to be magnificent.
And it would help me a lot with my story if | coufohd out something

about it. I'm staying in Cintra, incidentally sithe nearest village to
the castle."

"I'm glad you'll be so close," she said involuritaril've suddenly got
cold feet about living with foreigners."

"There's nothing to be afraid of," he replied. "Goand see me any
time you like. I'm at the village inn."

"I should like that." Stephanie turned to gaze tigto the window at
the changing landscape below, and presently thaghed down on
the tarmac of Lisbon Airport.

They descended from the plane and to the accompaniofi excited
voices and varied gesticulations, were: escortemlifh the Customs
and out to a row of taxis.

Johnny Carlton touched her arm. "Can | give yoift 'l

"l rather think I'm being met." She looked rounduldtiully arid a
black-haired man in the uniform of a chauffeur cameo her.

"Mees North? | am from the Castelo de Arvores. Ytuggage,
please?"

Indicating the cases at her feet, Stephanie tutméde Englishman.
"Perhaps | can givgoua lift?"

"Not this time. I'll probably stop off in Lisbon drhave a look round.
-But don't forget to keep in touch with me.



With the promise that she would, Stephanie climinéal the back of

the silver-grey Mercedes-Benz and waved througlwvthdow as they

drew away from the kerb. It was a short drive teblan and driving

down its wide boulevards it was difficult to beleesgneself so far from
home. They did not slow their pace in the heavifitrand several

times she clenched her hands to prevent herself énying out, but

the little chauffeur was in magnificent controltbé car and gradually
her fears abated.

Lisbon behind, they drove through flat country &@edan to climb so
leisurely that it was a surprise to look out thenadaw and see the
plains stretching below them. It was a landscapesweeping
downland starred with dwarf gorse and yellow irjsghile directly
in'front rose the craggy hills of the Serra. THeage of Gntra lay at its
foot with sprawling houses half hidden by elms #relverdant green
of lemon trees. There was a large, dusty squaned=alion one side by
the Royal Palace and on die other by the Centraltéld which
Stephanie guessed must be the inn where JohnnpCaras staying.

The bonnet of the car turned towards a narrow amaithey seemed to
climb into the very heart of the mountain itselighler and higher they
went until gradually the light faded as the tangbednches of trees
twisted themselves together above them, turningdls of the sun
into translucent green light. Immense stones cdadd glimpsed
through the heavy foliage, piled strangely oneapndf the other as if
they had been thrown there by volcanoes.

In and out the car twisted and Stephanie wondehedhver they would
ever reach the top. Almost as the thought enteeedind, the engine
accelerated and with a burst of speed they turhedast bend and
drove through massive gates into a wide, undulatingeway.
Stephanie peered through the windscreen, catclangyrieath at first
sight of the Castelo. It was darker and more fatinig than she had
Imagined, but set amongst the trees it had a stranghantment in
spite of its unyielding aspect.



As they sped through the grounds she recognized &ed plants from
every part of the world: palms, bamboos, cedatsbinon, azaleas,
giant fuchsias blooming with colour, and here aneré clumps of
rhododendrons and magnolias. They grew close towehe walls of
the castle itself, softening the harsh grey stam# @gly outline of
jutting turrets.

Under an archway they swept, drawing to a stoprby@n-studded
door. Stephanie climbed up the steps but beforecshéd lift the
heavy knocker the door was opened by a tall, tran m the livery of
a butler. With the feeling that she was steppingkhbato the past,
Stephanie entered a high-ceilinged hall with daakgling and a
black-and- white marble tiled floor. Without a wahe butler ushered
her into a large, empty room and she glanced routidinterest. It
was furnished in the French period: a delicate Asbua carpet, worn
threadbare in patches, yet still beautiful, covéhedloor and standing
on it were intricately carved sofas and chairs,calered in faded
needlepoint. Glass-fronted cabinets were placedaoves round the
walls and inside them could be glimpsed porcelaid i&ories with
one or two unusual statues in jade and rose qusinez. moved nearer
to study one of them, marvelling at the delicacy dafsign and
workmanship.

"They are excellent, are they not?"

Stephanie swung around to see a silver-haired womanong black
dress that covered her from her neck to the toégioélegant pointed
shoes.

"You are Miss North, | take it?" The voice was tland soft with a
faint accent. "l am the Condesa de Maroc. Sit dahid."

Stephanie did as she was told, a faint flush sgepito her cheeks
beneath the intent gaze of the old lady.



"You are younger than | thought,” the Condesa &aally. "When
Mr. North wrote he was sending someone | anticgbada older
person, a little more sophisticated perhaps."

"I know my job, Condesa," Stephanie said quietlyorheone with
sophisticated ideas might want to spoil your home."

"No one would be allowed to do that," came the ghaply. "Many
people have tried to mark their personalities as¢hrooms but all
have failed." The white hands fluttered and thees \a sparkle of
diamond rings. "But it is wrong of me to condemmi y@cause of your
youth. Miguel would be annoyed if he could hear Meguel is my
son," she explained. "It was he who persuaded rmae the Castelo
renovated. There is a great deal to be done, asduae you will see
for yourself."

"It seems magnificent to me."

"It is magnificent, but even so it can be improvktiich of the gold

leaf on the carvings had faded, the curtains adé/heorn, as you will

see if you look at them closely, and damp hasetalied many of the
murals. We want it all restored, made to look asust have looked a
hundred years ago." The Condesa stood up. "Butl Inat say any

more. | will leave it to my son. He is better abdetell you what we

require.”

She crossed over to the marble fireplace and pall@dtasselled bell.
Almost before she took her hand away the door apand the butler
appeared.

"Dinis, tell my son | would like to see him."

The butler bowed and withdrew, and in a short spédene the door
was swung open again and a young man came in.



"You sent for me', Mama?"
"Yes, Miguel. | want you to meet Miss North."

The man swung round, his expression changing cdsic&ood
gracious, you're only a child!"

Stephanie's eyes flashed and with an effort she etk the words
rising to her throat. She was not so successfutontrolling her
expression, for the dark eyes watching her narrowiddamusement
and the wide, thin mouth curved in a smile.

"Forgive me for being so rude. | can see I've ardoyou.”

"Not at all," she replied. "But next time | take afob I'll dye my hair
grey!"

Miguel laughed. "l assure you there is no need tii®moment | was
taken unawares, but | am certain you are as comipate you are
lovely."

Stephanie bowed her head slightly in acknowledgénménthe
compliment, but her lips were still compressedrin@/ance.

"You must be tired after your journey, Miss Northdid the Condesa.
"l suggest you have a rest and unpack. After tegubliwill show you
round the Castelo and tell you what he wants dbteanwhile Dinis
will show you your room."

Stephanie followed the butler up the mahoganywégairand at the top
turned to glance back into the hall, surprisedet® Bliguel de Maroc
looking after her. He lifted his hand in a gestofréavour and she was
reminded of the portraits she had seen of Porteguelslemen. At this
distance the man looked handsome and commandingné could

not see that the mouth was too thin, the dark sgea shade too close
one was only aware of the tall, thin frame, theod¢$ white hands and



shining black hair. Replying to his gesture witbnaile, she followed
Dinis down the rambling corridor, through anotlsafonfilled with
Victorian bric-a-brac and down a few stairs to wélat recognized as
the older part of the Castelo.

Pushing open a narrow teak door, the butler entetestiroom. "Your
cases are here," he said. "If there is anything wi&l require, please
ring the bell."

The door closed behind him and Stephanie lookeddotesting the
bed with its overhanging drapes and running hetr doooss the wood
floor, polished like glass. A Gothic window gave lagglimpse of the
garden and terraces below and by craning her meckauld see in the
far distance the estuary of the River Tagus.

Glancing at her watch, she saw there was plertiynefbefore tEa and,
tired after her journey, she decided to have a lbefdre washing.

Slipping off her dress and shoes, she put on adooas$ and lay down
on the opulent bed. She took up very little ofvidst space and, lying
relaxed on her back she let her gaze travel tavthéow again. A soft

breeze rustled the tops of the trees and the bégesiehe sky had an
almost piercing quality, unlike the soft blue oktEnglish summer
skies. Portugal! she thought. Land of sunshinenaystery ...



CHAPTER THREE

STEPHANIE wakened from her doze and frowned as she lookeat u
the ornate ceiling. She lay quiet for an instard #ren as memory
returned, yawned luxuriously and got to her feet.

She washed in the small bathroom which had beewectad from a
closet, changed into a fresh dress and walked &acig the corridor.
A journey which had seemed so simple when followidigis now
assumed formidable proportions, and for some tingeveandered in
and out of rooms and up and down corridors, ne\araging to find
the main stairway, although it did afford her apaogunity of seeing
the Castelo. Much of the furniture was inlaid witiother- of-pearl,
forming intricate patterns on shining mahogany, andny oil
paintings of Portuguese men and women lined théswilit over all
there was a smell of mustiness and damp, weightiegair and
seeming to shimmer like a haze over die brocadeésatms that hung
stiffly across the windows.

She hurried down another few steps and walked yetoanother
ante-room. Certain that she had not seen this efogdy she halted.

"l really am lost,"” she thought, and did not realehe had said tile
words aloud until she heard a voice behind her swahging around,
saw Miguel de Maroc.

"Don't give up hope," he smiled. "The rescue phdy arrived!"

"Thank goodness! I've been wandering about for aiyasg to find
my way downstairs."

"Il have to give you a compass," he answered.

"Remember always work your way south-west. Thalier& the main
stairway is. The rest of the Castelo branches wfinfthat." He



preceded her through the room and within a few nmisnked her out
on to the Minstrels' Gallery. "You see," he saidhwa wave of his
hand, "it's simple when you know the direction.”

"As simple as the maze at Hampton Court," she aresidrily.

He laughed and ran lightly down the stairs, pausinthe bottom to
wait for her. She was half-way to meet him whenrdised his hand
and called out for her to stop. In surprise sheadithe asked, flushing
slightly at the intentness of hjs gaze.

"You may come down now," he called after a momant did not
speak again until she was abreast of him. "You stnfiorgive the
abruptness of my request, but you looked so lowaginst the
panelling. Your hair is exquisite: such a magnific&itian-is rare in
these days of dyed auburns. When | saw you conomgndhe stairs |
realized how beautifully your colouring represemgshome."

"Represents your home?" Puzzled, she echoed haswtim afraid |
don't understand you."

"Never mind," he said softly. "One day | will explat to you. Now let
us go and have tea. My mother is waiting for uthasalon."

They crossed the hall and Stephanie glanced thrtheglhalf-open
dining-room door, catching a glimpse of large bowflHowers placed
the full length of a long table and against oneladtellis up which
climbed thick green vines. She longed to stop farcment, but her
host was already at the drawing-room and she f@tbwim in,

smiling as she saw the Condesa seated in fronttabla on which
stood a silver tea-set.

With an inclination of her head the old lady indexh a chair and
Stephanie sat down.



"What a beautiful dining-room you have," she remedrkas she
accepted her cup from the Condesa. "l glanced myway here.""It

Is the only Portuguese room in the Castelo," thedéea replied. "The
rest of the house is middle European.”

"I'm all for people furnishing their homes to sthie climate and the
country," observed Stephanie.

"Then your English homes must be very dull' Migus Maroc
leaned forward, his chin resting on one narrow h&Nd matter where
you live there's only one standard of beauty."”

"But not everybody has the same standard,” she dethu"Your
opinion might not be mine."

"For your sake | hope that is not true. Otherwiseoluld regretfully
have to dispense with your services."

Stephanie turned scarlet and with an effort remeetbéer father's
warning. She bent her head and sipped her teaciooissall the time
of the man watching her.

The Condesa turned to Stephanie. "After tea myvatirshow you
over the Castelo and tell you his own suggestions."

"Thank you," Stephanie said coolly. "I am sure @ende knows
exactly what he likes."

The Condesa's spoon clattered in her saucer aefilitbashe steadied
it. "My son the Conde is abroad."”

Discomfited, Stephanie glanced at Miguel and h&dddback at her,
his face expressionless.

"I'm sorry to disappoint you, Miss North, but mytirer is the head of
the family now. | am the younger, insignificant son



"I'm sorry. | took it for granted—"

"That is to be expected. Most people would assurae the Conde
would be concerned with his home, but | am afraid left to me to

restore it to its former beauty and grace. Carlosld/see the walls fall
down before he would touch them, would allow theclhdes to rot and
the furniture to crumble if it were not for me.l i€ould—"

"Miguel, please!" The Condesa's thin voice stoppedlow of words.
"Miss North is not interested in our family concgfn

"You are right, Mama, | will remember."

Politeness forced Stephanie to behave as thoudfesheot heard this
conversation, but as she turned her gaze to thdomis and looked
through them to the sun-dappled lawns, her cuyicgitred and she
puzzled over the possible significance of what pasksed between the
Condesa and her younger son. Miguel de Maroc halespwith

almost startling bitterness of his brother and B&@ge mused over the
reasons for the animosity that evidently existenvben the two men.

Her thoughts were interrupted by Miguel who, geftio his feet,
made a slight bow in her direction. "If you aredgaMiss North . . .?"

Stephanie stood up and together they left the digawoom to begin
their tour of inspection. Listening to her escatount the history of
every piece of furniture and ornament, she was athaat the
difference in him, for he threw aside his armourcoblness and
became passionately alive, vibrating with the foo€ehis emotion.
The furniture was real to him, the ornaments anitipgs were full of
colour and the fabrics that he touched were alive.

Stephanie knew the present Conde owned the Caatado the
Collection, and, her mind once more reverting toghdl's
conversation with his mother during tea, she woadlevhether it



rankled ir Miguel's mind that all that he saw dat helong to him, and
if this could be the reason for his bitterness tolsdnis brother.

But she was left little time to think about it flrere was so much to
see and admire, so many of her guide's suggesaatiscuss, and her
own ideas to give expression to, that when theydoadpleted the tour
and returned to the hall, she felt herself swaywtg fatigue. With an

effort she tried to shake off her tiredness and ai#gntion to what
Miguel was saying.

"There are a-great many things here that will remaitouched," he
continued. "Most of the furniture is priceless) asn sure you realize,
but some of it is Victorian junk which my fathervee found time to
get rid of."

"It's going to be expensive to do all the renovadigou suggest.”

"No doubt. But we are a wealthy family, Miss Northle have more
money than you have ever dreamed of."

"l am sure you have," she said drily. "And you wadled to use a grea
deal of it to put this place to rights."

"That is understood," he said loftily. "Now comawill show you the
library. You must be particularly careful with thisom. It is my
brother's special retreat, a holy sanctum whengfesv are allowed to

go."

He pushed open a door and Stephanie entered agoonatsshaped
room which she guessed was built inside one oftiinets. Book

cabinets were let into four walls while a largeoatke in the centre of
the fifth housed alabaster figurines. Indirect figh accentuated the
three- dimensional appearance, giving each staseendlance of life
that was beautiful and at the same time disquietitgge the furniture
was French Empire, heavy, sombre and obviouslyddater with



great care, while the windows were partially hiddgnthick velvet
drapes.

"There doesn't seem much wrong here," she remarked.

For answer he scraped his nail along one wall iveimnein he drew his
hand away she saw gilt gleaming through the maithkdgemade.

"You see!" he said. "Some crass idiot has staihedmoodwork. All
this polish must be scraped away and the origiolaluc restored. But
we will talk about it later. You have been standad¢png time and
must be tired."

Surprised at his sudden concern, she admittecsliglat fatigue, and
under the sympathy of his gaze, relaxed and leagauhst a chair. "It
must be the journey as well - I've never flown befb

"A drink will revive you. If you come to thealonas soon as you are
changed I will mix you a Portuguese cocktail."

"Is that a premise?"

The thin mouth curved. "When you have tasted itiyight consider it
a threat!"

Stephanie was still smiling at the remark when sbaidé hour later
she descended the stairs to the drawing-room. Téengdress she
wore was a perfect foil for her red hair and wisken and she was
conscious of the Condesa's appraising glance asashe in.

"Sit down, my dear," said the Condesa. "My son bdlhere shortly
and will give you some refreshment. You must bedtafter your tour
of the. Castelo. Miguel can be an exhausting host."



"A little." Stephanie seated herself opposite tltelady and smiled.
"But he's so enthusiastic that one can forgive hite's obviously
extremely interested in beautiful things."

"So are most men," the Condesa said drily, andddakt Stephanie
again, her eyes travelling over her shimmeringsieesd the red hair
that seemed alive in its brightness. "You are \@rgly yourself, Miss
North, but you do not need an old woman to tell ywat."

Stephanie flushed slightly. "You're very kind."

"l am merely stating a fact. You will receive margmpliments while

you are here," the Condesa went on, but you willved not to take

them too seriously. Portuguese men worship beaady @ you have
already discovered for yourself, my son Miguel wqps it more than

most. However, | am sure that like all the English are level-headed
and do not need me to warn you not to let yourtrggetrthe better of
your head."

Somewhat at a loss, Stephanie spoke carefullyply.rél appreciate
all you've said, Condesa. But | do not think I'kely to need any
warning."

"I am glad." The Condesa turned slightly in hericHdf you would

like to smoke, my dear, there are cigarettes in Itoa over there. |
have never done so myself, but | know it is a hatgreasingly
adopted by young people today."

As Stephanie walked over to the table and took gareite, she
pondered on the Condesa's remarks. How strangehihatld lady
should think it necessary to warn her against herson! But little as
she knew of the Condesa, she realized that pridecefwas as much &
part of her make-up as her silver hair and aristoznose. Following
on this it was easy to deduce that she also ladaunder a constant



fear that her sons might make unsuitable marriagesl what could
be more unsuitable than marriage to a foreign girl?

'‘How ridiculous!" Stephanie thought. ‘My first datythe Castelo and |
am warned against marrying the son of the house!

"Are you expecting the Conde back soon?" she iequas she took
her seat again, cigarette in hand.

"I'm not sure. Not for several weeks anyway - 88 iinlikely that you
will be meeting him. | expect you will have finishgour work and
returned to England by the time he arrives home."

"Oh? What part of the world is he in?"

The Condesa turned her head restlessly. "It is wetyin here. |
wonder if you would mind opening the windows wider?

"Of course." Stephanie jumped to her feet and hasté do as the old
lady asked. "Do you feel faint? Can | get you amgR"

"No, it was just a passing dizziness. | am quiteight now."
"Forgive me for keeping you waiting."

They turned at the sound of Miguel de Maroc's vaitcthe - door and
the Condesa stretched out her hand.

"There you are, Miguel. We were wondering what hagpened to
you. Miss North is getting thirstier every minute."

» Miguel stepped forward. "Forgive me, Miss Notlit | am not used
to yoking ladies who keep such good tiny@uare as punctual as yot
are lovely!" He turned to his mother. , "There haeen no red-headec
women in our family, have there, Mama?"



"A long time ago there was," the Condesa said ysoftl"Your
great-great-grandmother ..."

"Of course, the lovely Isabelita. | was forgettingle smiled. "Now
then, Miss North, the drink | promised you."

He handed her a glass and Stephanie sipped, makaog as the fiery
liquid trickled down her throat. She coughed andched for her
handkerchief as the tears started to her eyesh@Gtssharp! What's
in it?"

"That's my secret," he replied. "But wait a few nants. The effect is
exhilarating."

"Two of these would put me under the table!"

"l would never give you two. When one drinks tooamut destroys
the character." He lowered his voice, speakingo$ityshat she knew
he did not want his mother to hear. "And you sha@ldays remain as
you are - warm and vibrant and aware of everythairaynd you."

Embarrassed, Stephanie put her lips to the gladsvandered how
Miguel would behave on closer acquaintance if heevige this after

twelve hours. Yet she would not have been humanshadot been
flattered by his attentions, and surreptitiousle studied him as he
handed his mother a tall glass filled with fruipcu

They had just finished their drinks when a gonggrémrough, the hall
and with a glance at his mother, Miguel stood wegher one arm
and held out the other to Stephanie.

"I never keep meals waiting, Miss North. | can'abéood to be
spoiled.”

"My son is a gourmet,” the Condesa said, and Mituejhed.



"A gourmand too, Mama. | must watch my weight drdé getting
fat!"

Even as he spoke Stephanie knew he did not mearhelsaid, for he
glanced down at himself, obviously aware that helena handsome
figure in his black suit and white evening shirt.

The three of them walked! into the dining-room &telphanie thought
again how beautiful it looked with the candles it slim silver
stands shedding their soft light over the polisiwedd of the table.

"Your son has put me on my mettle today, Condessagl' Stephanie as
she seated herself and unfolded her napkin. "Hevkras much about
design and colour as | do."

"He is interested in such things," the old ladyliegp "It would have
made an excellent career for him."

Stephanie looked at Miguel curiously. "Why didrouytake it up?"

"A very good question, Miss North. But unfortungtehe needs the
time to do so and-with Carlos away so much | haveet here to look
after the estate.”

"If | had a home like this I'd never want to be gM@m it."

"Unfortunately, my brother doesn't feel like thas | told you, he
finds outside things of far more interest than loswn home.
Sometimes | think he hates the Castelo."

"Miguel!"™ The Condesa's voice was sharp. "Pleasaacspeak like
that of your brother to strangers!"

For the first time the young man had the graceod bbashed. "l am
sorry, Mama."



In the uncomfortable silence Stephanie glancedeatphate. The
atmosphere of strain was so apparent that it seeorteshg like a pall
over the room, putting an end to all conversationthat the dessert
was finished in silence.

Almost as soon as Stephanie put down her spoofodnthe Condesa
signalled the butler and pushed back her chairs&iuel at the head of
the table, seeming taller in the flickering lightloe candles that flung
her shadow on the wall.

"We will have coffee in thealon" she said quietly and led the wa
from the room.

In the elegant drawing-room the tension eased anthe old lady
dispensed coffee from a hand-beaten silver potchh#ered lightly
for the first time, displaying unexpected charm.

"Do you have your coffee black or white, Miss N@th
"Black, please."

"Good. | always think milk spoils the taste." Therfdesa passed he
cup. "l hope you will find the food here to youkilig. Many English
people find it too highly seasoned."

“I'm sure I'll like it," Stephanie smiled. "The diar was excellent."

"So it should be\," Miguel laughed, "considering nave a first-class
French chef."

"Then in that case I'm certain | won't have any plamnts. French
cooking is universally appreciated.” She turnedkitache Condesa:
"l can see I'll have to be careful while I'm heé®&ying at your lovely
house will make me feel as if I'm taking a holidastead of working."



"I hope it will be a holiday for you," the Condesa said gracious
"There are many lovely walks you would enjoyk Aif you need the
car at any time you have only to say so. We artla\way from the
sea, but it would be well worth your going down &day."

"I'd love that. But I've made up my mind not toadty sightseeing until
I've broken the back of the work here." She putrnidwer cup. "Your
son has asked me to start with the library." /

"The library!" The old lady's voice was startledldhe delicate Sevres
cup on her hand rattled against the saucer asosted at her son.
"You gave me your promise, Miguel, that you woudd\e the library

alone."

"l didn't promise, Mama, and you must realize fousself that we
can't do up the rest of the Castelo and |leavalhery untouched."”

"It's out of the question. Carlos will be angry."

"l can't help that." His reply was cold and emphadtMiss North will
start on the library tomorrow."

"She certainly won't!" A deep voice echoed acrbssbom and with a
start the three occupants turned to look at theliack-browed man

standing at the door. Slowly he advanced into tleerand Stephanie
knew without question that this was the master lid Castelo.

Arrogance was in every line of his face, in the avghoulders, the
haughty carriage of head, the intense black eydsnanrow, bitter

mouth. Slowly he took his mother's hand and touchtalhis lips, at

the same time clicking his heels in a deferental b

"l trust you are well, Mother."
"Quite well, Carlos. We did not expect you backsson."

"So | see. | am sorry to return at such an inopp@tmoment.”



"It is not inopportune, my son, but you said youndobe away until
the end of summer."

"I was able to complete my business more quicklgntd had
anticipated." He glanced at his brother and th&tgphanie. "l see we
have a visitor. A friend of yours, Miguel?"

"This is Miss North," Miguel replied. "She repretsea firm of interior
decorators from London. Mama has decided she cdonger live in
draughts and damp. The Castelo is going to be casipl
redecorated.”

"Not while | am the master,” Carlos said sharplywill not have
strangers wandering about my home! | thought laalyemade that
quite clear."

"Please, Carlos." The Condesa's voice was thinshady. "Don't
quarrel over it. | beg you to let Miss North staydamake a few
iImprovements. It is so cold here in the winter uyoow that for
yourself - and I'm getting old. My bones are weak."

The man frowned and pulled at his lower lip. Nob@poke and
somewhere in the distance a clock chimed the half-hAs the

delicate silvery note died away he walked overh® sideboard and
poured himself a drink.

"Very well, Mother. Miss North can do your apartrhérand that is
all."

"How miserly of you, brother." Miguel's voice wasllfof irony.
"Surely you will let her do the Long Gallery too”téx all, the
Collection must have a worthy setting."

Again antagonism flared and Stephanie sank fulibek in her chair,
trembling at the dark fury on the Conde's face.



"One day you will try me top far, Miguel. | am wang you to be
careful."

"You are the one that has to be careful." The yamag's voice was
arrogant. "l insist that the Long Gallery is dosengell, and after that
will come the library."

"Never!" The glass in Carlos's hand shook and diggpilled to the
floor. "While | am the master no one will touch theary. If they do it
will be at their own risk!"

In bed that night Stephanie found it impossiblsleep, for her mind
was uneasy with the strange surroundings, straageds, and the
inexplicable behaviour of the master of the CasMibat lay beneath
the antagonism that brother had for brother, ang wiwould the

Condesa have sided with her younger son? For thatwvdoubtedly
what had happened. The Conde de Maroc's journegadbhad

afforded the Condesa and Miguel the ideal oppamtunirepaint and

refurbish the Castelo, and reviewing her exploretj&tephanie found
it inexplicable that the present Conde had allowgsl home to

deteriorate so badly.

The atmosphere that evening had become straine&taptianie had
retired to her room as soon as she was able, lgdvenfamily to sort
the matter out between themselves. She had cothes job with high
hopes and it was insupportable that the arrogandebad temper of
one man should now stand in her way. Not only wdwd father
benefit financially by a job of this magnitude, Istie herself had beer
given a chance to prove her mettle, and she wasndeied not to
return to London without putting up some fight. 4Rkitely she
thumped the pillow and lay back in the feather bedias dark inside
the room, for the moon seeped fitfully through titees and the heavy
furniture ranged against the walls loomed largghiadow form. Doors



ratded on their hinges and timbers creaked as the mowled round
the turreted walls. Even in the height of summespah an altitude the
nights were cold, and she huddled closer beneatbhtbets and closec
her eyes.

When she opened them again it was morning and tbgighow
sunshine flooded the room. Hurriedly she washed dredsed and
made her way downstairs, pausing in the hall asvebedered in
which room breakfast was taken. Fo”\steps paddeiddydler and she
turned to see Dinis, a tray in his hand.

"Breakfast is laid in the gardesenhorita,on the terrace beyond the
drawing-room."

Slowly he padded ahead of her and she followedduton to a large
flagstoned terrace. Japanese maples and pink amedhyldrangeas
sprouted in gaily tiled tubs and from the gardetowecame the
cheerful chirping of birds and the rasping of cesidA bamboo table
was set up at one end and silver platters heapbdcwaissants stood
beside a steaming percolator.

"If there is anything else you requisenhoritaplease ring the bell."

Without waiting for an answer the old man shuffed of sight and

Stephanie settled back to enjoy her breakfastlamddenery. What a
far cry this was from London, with its dust and tresid teeming

streets. With the turreted walls looming behind &hd craggy

mountain descending to the plains in front of henvas easy to

imagine herself in another era, where time had eammg except as
leisure to be whiled away.

With a sigh of content she began to eat, heapinglags with cherry
jam and pouring a cup of sweet, black coffee.

"If you'd rather have tea, Miss North, it can egdlle arranged.”



With a start that sent the liquid spilling, Stepiedonoked up to see the
Conde de Maroc in front of her.

"I'm sorry | startled you," he said.

She dabbed at the marks on her dress without repand the man sat
down and regarded her dispassionately.

"I must apologize for losing my temper last nightty only excuse is

that | had a long journey and was tired." "I'm garny presence was
unwelcome." Still smarting from his behaviour o€ thight before,

Stephanie was on her dignity. "You must appreci@@nde, that |

came here at the behest of your mother, not bedavsetouting for a
job, as you seemed to infer."

He smiled. "I am sure you could never tout for &mg. Now forget
what | said and finish your breakfast."

Relenting, she sipped her coffee, studying himealsdnt his head anc
took a cigarette from a thin, platinum case. He aagall and dark as
his brother but there the resemblance ended, ®ifdatures were
square, his hair thicker and less controlled aisdelgebrows so well
marked they shadowed his eyes, making it diffi¢altdefine the

expression that lay underneath. She guessed haavasman to be
intimidated or disobeyed, for command lay all oken like a cloak,

showing in the thin mouth, the square chin and thamds, the little

finger of which bore a heavy signet ring with thargc crest.

"You have a most unusual home," she remarked isikece. "It must
be one of the show-places of Portugal.”

"It is." His tone was indifferent, with none of tpade she would have
expected. "You are lucky to have seen it so intayatMiss North.
That privilege is given to very few strangers."



"l gather that. Is it because of the Collection?"
"Yes," he answered. "We have to be very careful.”
"Where is it kept?"

"In an electrically wired room. We also have a doadsatians in the
grounds."

She shivered. "How unpleasant!"
"It is always unpleasant to be the custodian oflthéa
"Then why do you keep the Collection here?" >

"Because | have not yet decided what to do witii. father spent
every waking hour examining the jewels, but to meytmean very
little. I have always preferred flesh and bloodn@animate objects."”

"You're not like your brother in that respect.”

"I am not like my brother in any respect,” he regdr and lapsed into
silence.

Stephanie stood up and walked over to the balwstiadning down to
look at the gardens that sloped into the distaAcéew men were
tending the lawns and the shrubberies, and shel ltesap-throated
growls, which she supposed came from one of thatils guards,
though no dog was visible. Behind her she heardCthvede push his
chair and his footsteps, slow and heavy, come ad¢hesflagstones.

"If you would care to see it. | will show you th@k&ction before you
leave today."

"Leave?" She swung around. "What do you mean?"



"I thought | made that clear yesterday. It showtitake you more than
a few hours to decide what needs to be done to rmtheris

apartments. Then all you have to do is arranggHerwork to be
carried out."

"I'm afraid it's not as simple as that." Stephdalea familiar uprush

of anger and determinedly kept her voice low. "Wienr mother

wrote to my father - to the firm - she requestedausedecorate the
whole of the Castelo. If you only want me to do ooem I'm afraid

the profit we make won't even cover my expensesiming here. You
must appreciate it's a long journey, Conde, anthicdy not one that |

would have undertaken just to redesign one room."

The man frowned and pulled at his lip. "I can searypoint, Miss
North, but naturally I. will reimburse you for yotime."

"That isn't the question at issue. | came hereota pbb and I'll do it."
"You cannot."

"Why?" she persisted. "Believe me, | don't wantntierfere in any
private matters between you and your brother, &g Quite right
when he says the Castelo is in bad need of attenticfound
woodworm and a great deal of damp. If it isn'tradied to right away it
can be extremely dangerous."

Carlos de Maroc raised one thick eyebrow. "You seesny
knowledgeable for such a small young lady."

Scarlet, Stephanie rounded on him. "My sex andiag/lzave nothing
to do with my brain!" She stopped and caught heselolip between
her teeth. "This job means a great deal to me, €olfid go home
before it's finished my father will think | haveléd."



"So!" the man said thoughtfully. "Does that meam'ye had other
failures?"

"Certainly not!" Furious that his assumption wassar the truth, her
anger returned, and afraid that if she continuexpttak she might say
something she would regret, she turned her backstardd down at
the lawn.

Behind her the Portuguese lit another cigarettd, @ blue smoke
drifted into the air he spoke again. "So you haxefl woodworm and
damp in my home. | suppose you are sure of yous ftiss North?"

"If you doubt my integrity, | suggest you call iomsebody else."

"I do not doubt your integrity, Miss North, buttilsthink I'm at liberty
to question people in my employ! However, as yairare, you might
as well do what you came to do. But don't go neardibrary. That's
one room | will not have touched!"

Not trusting herself to reply, she stepped past dumeh walked across
the terrace and into the house, closing the doarpgh behind her.

Although the Conde's words could be interpreteaieapology, it was
such a half-hearted one that Stephanie's anganwasvay appeased,
and more than ever she wished she were free te.leav

She could not remember feeling so angry with anylimefore as she
did with this tall, self-assured man. Her instinets to pack her things
and leave the Castelo immediately, but the onegytttiat made her
hesitate was the thought of having to confess anddilure to her

father after all her promises not to let him dowiet she felt her

position here was intolerable and for the momeatcsiuld see no way
out of it.

Half-way up the stairs to her room she thoughtobinhy Carlton and
stopped, wondering whether she should take himhataconfidence.



After a moment she turned and resolutely came dbestairs again,
making her way across to the telephone. At leastetitould be no
harm in asking his advice, and just to talk it owdh a third person
might help her to make up her mind.

She felt her spirits lift slightly at the soundJafhnny's cheerful voice
at the other end of the line. "I need your advisig told him. "Can |
see you?"

"Of course," he answered at once. "I'll be rightang collect you and
we'll go and have lunch together."

"That's fine. I'll start to walk down to Cintra moeet you."

Replacing the receiver, she ran upstairs for hekea As the door of
the Castelo slammed behind her she breathed aos$igilief and,

humming softly under her breath, set out down tmgldrive in the
direction of Cintra, pausing occasionally to exania clump of
flowers or look through a gap in the trees at tlaengoelow.

The road wound continually and it was impossiblsde farther ahead
than a few yards. She wondered how long Johnnydvoeiland hoped
he would come to meet her before she reached tleg¥®i Again she
paused, but although she listened she could hedoatsteps, and
wiping the perspiration from her brow, she sat daamna boulder at
the side of the road. It was a sultry day and asrshbed her foot on
the ground, grey dust rose in a cloud. Easing effdmoes, she rubbec
one foot against the other. What a pleasure ittwvaslax, to get away
from the uneasy atmosphere of the Castelo. Amakmg it had
changed since the arrival of its master!

In the distance she saw the tall figure of a mad,afraid that it might
be Carlos, she drew back into the shadow, only &rging as she
recognized the fair hair and freckled face of Jgh@arlton.



She walked along the road to meet him, relief thiaad not been the
Conde making her greeting all the warmer.

"How nice to see you again! | can't tell you howagsded | was to hear
your voice on the phone."

"Any English port in a storm, eh?" he grinned. "Nwat | mind what

your reasons were for ringing me as long as youwsdit He touched

her arm. "Don't let's stand talking in this heate iImanaged to hire an
old jalopy - it's parked down the road."

Together they walked towards the ancient car dralese into the
hedge and Johnny held open the door for her.

"Not the height of comfort," he apologized, "bus better than being
in the sun."

He came round the side of the car and climbed sideeher. "Well
now, how are you liking it at the Castelo?"

"It's an experience," she said cautiously.

"You sound as though it's also something of an artdéle studied
her. "You look tired. What's the matter? Finding lbit too tough?"

Warming to the sympathy in his voice, she laundhemexplanation,
telling him of the Conde's unexpected return home lais strange
behaviour when he had learned who she was.

“If | had any pride," she concluded, "I should hae# the minute |
learned his attitude. But this is such a wondertuhmission for my
father's firm that | don't want to let him down."

"I don't see why you should. You came up here at@ondesa's
invitation and they've no right to go back on thveard now."



"But it's unpleasant to stay if you know you're nainted."

Johnny frowned. "l don't think you've any choice dear. As you just
said a minute ago, beggars can't be choosers, ighti mow that

applies to you. If the Conde won't let you toucé library, you must
pocket your pride and only do the rooms he wantstgoAfter all, it's

not your business if he wants part of the Castelo left uched."

Stephanie was silent, gazing thoughtfully out at dlusty landscape.
Although she found Johnny's advice unpalatable keleg that what
he said was sensible.

"Very well," she sighed. "I'll stay."

"Good girl." His expression lightened. "That me#hde able to see
more of you. What time do you have to be backadftsrnoon?"

"As soon as we've had lunch. I've got a lot to do."

"Very well then. We'll go straight down to Cintracehave lunch at the
inn and I'll drive you back again afterwards."

The village was filled with charabancs and touristédl busy
photographing the ancient palace that dominatectdivled square
and Johnny stopped the car outside the inn anSitlgghanie to a table
on the terrace.

"It's not the Ritz, I'm afraid," he said as theydawn, "but the food's
excellent - providing you like Portuguese cooking!"

"I haven't had a chance to try it," Stephanie egpli"They have a
French chef at the Castelo."

"That's just like the Conde - trust him to be dfet!"



Stephanie looked at Johnny curiously and wondereg e should
have such a personal animosity to a man he had netelt could not
be the jealousy of a poorer man for a richer ooe,Johnny was not
that type of person, yet whenever he referred tdo€ale Maroc he
did so with sarcasm.

Unaware of what she was thinking, Johnny pickedhgmenu and
held it out. "You can order for yourself at yourroperil."

She smiled. "I'd rather trust you - as long as guit the garlic!"

"Impossible.” Grinning, he studied the menu, gaigedrder to the
waiter in a mixture of English and broken Portuguasd settled back
in his chair.

"How's the book coming along?" Stephanie askedy"@arpses in it
yet?"

"Not one!" he grinned. "As a matter of fact it's manurder at all - it's
about a jewel collection and I'm basing it on tharbdts."

"What a good idea!"

"l hope the rest of my public think so! I'm a grbatiever in taking my
stories as authentic as possible. And what I'dyé&keé to do is to try
and persuade your host to let me have a look aoiiection. | thought
you might be able to help me there.™

“I'm not sure if | can. They're such a strange harthat they might
refuse. But I'll do my best."

“If not Il have to use my imagination - plus yowowers of
description!" He filled her glass and set the waadtle on the table.

She shook her head. "l haven't seen the Colleotiself yet."



"Well, when you do, you can tell me all about it."
"Is there anything particular you'd like to know?"

The grey eyes shifted and gazed across the roast ifihere are any
unusual pieces of jewellery."

"What do you mean by unusual?"

He looked at her again. "Things like black peaoisa collection of
odd-shaped rubies. As a matter of fact, I'm paldrty interested in
unusual-shaped jewels. They're an important pamyplot." From
his pocket he took (Hit a newspaper clipping. "Héaike a look at this.
It gave me the idea for the story in the first plac

Stephanie looked at the clipping. It was three memid and taken
from an American newspaper.

"The Queen's Tear is the most unusual pearl &intb.in the world.
One inch and three-quarters of an inch at the baseshaped in the
form of a pear. It was first brought to public metwhen purchased by
Arturo Bordoza, the Brazilian millionaire, who addeét to his
collection five years ago. It changed hands a yatar and was
purchased by American heiress Mrs. Vandergeld, frgram it was
stolen two months ago. All efforts to recover iv@aso far proved
unsuccessful."

Stephanie handed back the newspaper cutting. "It dme why
anybody would want to steal a thing like that. Yoould never use it or
break it up into smaller pearls to sell.”

"l agree. But you can always find someone williadptly it, simply for
the joy of possession."

She looked at him inquiringly. "The joy of posses§i"



"Yes. The person who has the Queen's Tear knowarnaever put it
on show. But he doesn't care so long as he canthavgleasure of
gloating over it himself. You'd ,be surprised hoany of these people
exist - people who have a mania for beautiful thiagd don't care
what evil they commit to get them."

She shivered. "You make it sound horrible!"

"It ishorrible. You can't write books unless you knowrysubject and
I've studied this one pretty thoroughly."

Stephanie moved in her chair and sighed. "CarloMdmc doesn't
seem like a collector to me. Only a little whileodte said he wanted tc
sell everything."

"I wouldn't believe that. His father's been deatylenough for him to
have sold out if he'd really wanted to. He's prdpalst covering up.”

"Covering what up?"

Johnny Carlton shrugged. "It was just a figurepsfech. You mustn't
pounce on every word | say."

"I'm sorry." She crumbled a roll and determinedhange the subject.
"Let's talk about you for a change - something aice personal like a
fiancee or wife!"

"I'm not married." He grinned. "l like the freeditoo much.",
"Do you think marriage and freedom incompatible?"

"Of course they are. You've only got to look atterried couples you
know. They can never do a thing without consul@agh other. No
spur of the moment plans or decisions--which isthg | like to live."



"Unless you both have the same plans on the same cfpthe
moment."

"That's damn unlikely!"

She smiled. "I suppose so. Still, most people thitix worth
sacrificing a certain amount of freedom to marey plerson they love."

"I've never been in love, so | can't say."
"You'll feel the same when you meet the right perso

"Perhaps." He looked at her steadily. "In fact ghtihave met her
already."

She coloured slightly. "If you had there wouldrétdmny 'might’ about
it. You'd know."

"You sound as though you speak from experience!"
"l suppose a woman knows these things instinctively

A plate of steaming food was put before her anti vatief she picked
up her fork and tasted it. "Very good. Top marks Rortuguese
cooking so far!" She ate in silence for a momenmnt tren reverted to
their previous conversation. "Have you any familphnny? No
parents or brothers or sisters?"

"Only my mother. My father died years ago and I'maaly child.
How about you?"

She told him about her sister and parents andhbese on the edge of
Wimbledon Common.

"What about boy-friends?" he put in.



"Well, naturally," she laughed, "I'm not a hermit."
"l mean a special boy-friend?"

She hesitated. "No special boy-friend. Like youe Ihever been in
love."

"l find that hard to believe."
"Nevertheless, it's true."

Coffee and fruit were placed in front of them ahd soncentrated on
peeling a peach. Sensing her reluctance to tallktdier life, Johnny
began to talk about some of the sight-seeing trgpdad made, and
then, as soon as they had finished eating, hetpaidill and led her
out to the car.

Slowly they chugged up the incline, changing dowentlae, road
became steeper. Behind them they heard the highened whine of
another car and Johnny drew into the side as argjrey Mercedes
raced round the bend. Brakes screeched and a fifirgyavel was
flung into the air as without slackening speedyatvled down the
drive towards the Castelo.

Johnny turned to her with a smild#de'sin a hurry! And it wasn't the
chauffeur either. | take it, it must be one of thethers?"

"It was Miguel."

"And the girl? You didn't mention there was anofijielrstaying at the
Castelo."

"There isn't. She must be a visitor."

Johnny whistled inelegantly. "Some visitor! | wonlldmind meeting
her on a moonlight night."



"I'll see what | can do for you!" Stephanie opettegldoor and jumped
out on the road. "You needn't bother to take mefarther. I'll walk
the rest of the way."

Grey eyes smiled up at her. "I'll give you a ringeeevening. Perhaps
you'd let me take you into Lisbon?"

"Thanks," she said politely. "That would be vergenf

Walking along the drive Stephanie wondered whetterirritation
with Johnny had anything to do with his obvious adtion for the
dark-haired girl in the car with Miguel. Yet hongdgbrced her to
admit that this was not so, for Johnny was nostité of man to make
her heart beat faster. Indeed, she had never yehmman who could.
Unwillingly the image of Carlos de Maroc flashetbilner mind. Here
was someone not to be trifled with: a man who khasmwn mind and
would not allow himself to be deterred from his 1 She had seer
him angry with his brother, tender towards the (&sad and now she
could not help wondering how he would behave towdheg woman
he loved. Arrogant, possessive, passionate: iristelg she knew he
would be all three. To be loved by Carlos de Maagoman would
have to give up her independence, but in so domggmsight gain
infinitely more.

There was no one visible when she reached thelGAsts she caught
a glimpse of hide luggage being carried up thess@nd knew that
whoever the visitor was, she had come to stay é@naiderable length
of time. Closing the heavy oak door, Stephanie aalkcross the hall
to the drawing-room. It was deserted and she wende and looked
around.

"This is the room | like the least."

She swung around to see Miguel. In flannels antditevgports shirt he
looked more ordinary than usual, but (there wdkastiertain cruelty



about his mouth that dismayed her. She pushedhitgght aside.
Living at the Castelo de Arvores had made her fahdi would do
her good to meet young feminine company. A few nvegeks on her
own and there was no knowing where her thoughteitnhegd her. She
stepped back and looked round the room again.

"l don't know why you dislike it. | think it'll bgery pleasant once it's
redecorated."

"It will never be as beautiful as the library."
She sighed. "l agree. It seems a pity the Condetalbow me to touch
it."

Miguel tapped one finger-nail against the othéli.ltave to see what |
can do. We really can't have the Castelo redeabratel leave the
library Untouched." He indicated a chair. "Sit dg@tephanie. | may
call you Stephanie, mayn't I?"

"If you wish."

"Good. And you must call me Miguel." He smiled &= saw the
colour rise in her cheeks. "Don't tell me you'rg!shdidn't think
English girls were."

“I'm not shy," she said coolly. "But | know Portigge customs are
different from ours."

"No matter," he said. "The attraction between a yath a woman is
universal. It can bridge the gap between any cgward any race."

There was a sudden sound of clapping and Stephanid swiftly as
Carlos came across the room.

"I applaud that remark, Miguel," he said sarca8ificalt was spoken
with such depth of feeling that it's a pity it happ to be completely



untrue." The black eyes turned on Stephanie. "Nabtigou agree
with my brother, though?"

As always when confronted with the master of thet€la, Stephanie’'s
temper rose. "Why shouldn't I?"

"No reason at all. Women are incorrigibly romantibere sex is
concerned." He moved to the fireplace and leansceliow against
the mantelshelf. He too was wearing flannels andeaghirt, but a
dark blue muffler was knotted at his neck, its oolbeightening his
tan. "Unfortunately reality and romance are twdedént things," he
continued. "No matter how much a man and a womas éach other
there are always other considerations that canmaivierlooked, and
this applies to everything in life. There's a rigind a wrong, a good
and an evil."

Miguel lit a cigarette and flicked the match inkeetgrate. "And you,
my dear brother, should certainly know the evil!"

Carlos did not reply but Stephanie saw the suddésucthat stained
his cheeks, saw his narrow hands clench at his.sfdgin she felt the
antagonism between the two men and wondered wivadstabout
Carlos that made Miguel take such pleasure ingaitim. Could it be
jealousy that he was the head of the family orive@mething deeper?

She moved over to the door. "If you'll excuse nhave work to do."
Conscious of Carlos's sardonic expression she wabke, but was
only half-way up the stairs when she heard him ball name and
swung round to see him mounting the stairs towaelsAlthough he
stopped two steps down from her, their eyes wenest level.

"When we parted earlier today you were very angity wne, Miss
North. | hope you are feeling better disposed towane now?"

Her colour heightened, but she did not answer.



"Well," he continued, "will you stay here under gynditions?"
"l have no choice."

"Good." His eyes narrowed. "Like most women you ‘d@mjoy
.making an apology."

"I have nothing to apologize for," she said sharpi\nd if one were
due it would be more fitting if it came from you."

"Indeed!" His eyes glinted. "I did not know | hadig anything to
offend you. However, if | have . . ." His voice wawv. "If | have then
| do apologize - most humbly."

Watching him turn and walk down the stairs, Stephdmought how
ironical the last words were: most humbly! Anyoeed humble than
Carlos de Maroc she had yet to meet. '

With the knowledge that there would be another gpessent that

evening, Stephanie dressed for dinner with padrcudare, and

surveying herself in the mirror, knew there waseagdeal to be said
for her dark red hair and a slim figure. Her hagld back from her
face by two jewelled combs, fell in soft waves & Bhoulders and her
vivid green dress matched her eyes, the shimmearaescent colour

of a peacock's tail. The folds of chiffon billowedt behind her as she
sped down the stairs, the glinting lights in thdlweackets outlining

the delicate curve of arm and breast as she halgdKirts high.

Below her the hall was in a pool of darkness areldil not see the
man coming out of the library until she was almastop of him. Too
late she tried to stop, only saved from fallingGelos put out his
hands and caught her. Darker and more saturnine ¢lar in a
dinner-jacket, he looked down at her, a long waymauntil he found
her eyes.



"Well, well," he remarked. "Where are you off tosach a hurry?"

She drew away from his arms. "l thought | was Fatedinner. I'm
sorry | nearly knocked you over."

"It would take more than a little thing like youdo that?"
She looked up at him. "I do wish you wouldn't keafing me little."

"Very well." He bowed mockingly. "Come, Miss Giassg let us go to
the drawing-room."

Flushing angrily, she marched ahead of him andhsaself in a

high-backed chair facing the fireplace, filled newth a bouquet of

orchids instead of embers. The man walked overctbaet and came
back with a large goblet. Stephanie took it fromm lasind looked at the
coating of sugar that frosted its rim.

Following her glance he smiled. "It's a champagrektail! The sugar
improves the taste."

"I've never had one before," she admitted, andesipfit's delicious."
"I knew you'd like it." He sat down and tasted dwen drink.

The silence between them was an uneasy one borof eutareness
rather than indifference. It was apparent in thg W& man avoided
looking at her as she sat demurely in her chaimenapparent still
when, drink in hand, he stood up and slowly roathedoom. After a
few moments he came back and sat down again.

"How long do you think you'll be here?" he askeduahly.

"A couple of weeks. | can assure you, Conde, thafdt the job done
as quickly as I can."



"I know you will. I am sure that like most Englistomen you are
quick and efficient."

She lifted her head. "Do you know much about Ehgh®men?"
"Not very much. Only that they are of cold tempeeait'

Sudden anger made Stephanie speak sharply. "Withad the Latins
always call English people cold? I've never heanytlang so
ridiculous!"

"l can assure you it's not ridiculowdiss North. It happens to be true.'

"I thought you said you didn't know us well enoughform an
opinion."

"I've known enough English women," he said softtg, know what
they are like as lovers."

Their eyes met and there was an expression ifaisiade the blood
run warm in her cheeks. Her hand trembled and eshiees glass down
on the marquetry table beside her.

"In that case we'd better not continue this coratevs, Conde."
"But | am enjoying it. Besides, | like to see ydudh!"

Again she felt die tell-tale colour in her face dadk up her glass to
give herself something to do. Outside in the stafing dusk came
the sonorous peals of a bell from a church in thdge. Footsteps
echoed on the stairs and the door was flung open.

A tall, slim girl with blue-black hair and a clas®val face came into
the room and Stephanie recognized her as thenginkei Mercedes.



"Carlos darling!" The voice, light and well modwddt wEts as perfect
as her appearance and equally as studied.

" Janiquecara."

Carlos raised her hands to his lips and watchiegrian and woman,
both so tall and dark, both so obviously of the saheritage,
Stephanie knew a sudden sense of loss, as if smgetie wanted had
been taken away from her.

"Carlos darling,” the girl said again, "I hope Ivea't kept you
waiting."

"Knowing how long you take to dress, your arrivalsaas sudden as i
was unexpected!"

Janique's lips parted in a smile that lost its viaras she turned anc
saw Stephanie. "You must be the efficient Miss Nde heard so
much about. I'm Janique Bonney."

Stephanie smiled back. "I didn't know my fame hategahead of
me!"

"But of course." The girl sat down, the folds of ite dress falling
back to disclose shapely ankles. "We're all teyribicited at the work
you propose to carry out here. How long do youkitinvill be before

it's all finished?"

"That depends on how quickly Portuguese builderskwiocan only
recommend what has to be done."

"| see. It's wonderful to meet a woman who's sartasslike. | often
wish I'd taken up something like that."

"It isn't as easy as it seems," Stephanie saig. dril



"My dear, I'm sure it isn't. But I've a very googedor colour, haven't
I, Carlos?'

Carlos turned from the sideboard. "You certainlyéhaAnd good taste
too: | like your dress."

"Thank you, darling. | hoped you would." She twist®und in her
chair and looked at him. "I haven't seen your motfet. She was
resting when | arrived and | didn't want to disthdy."

"She has a bad headache and will not be coming domight. She
asked me to give you her apologies and says pesoapisgo up and
see her before retiring."

"Of course, Carlos." She half stood up. "Shall Ingov?"

"After dinner, my dear." His hand came out kid eglsbn the slim
shoulder, pushing her back into the chair.

Seeing the gesture, Stephanie felt suddenly ity and wished she
were far from this elaborate room and these twaiexand alien
people.

During dinner Janique, speaking mostly in Portuguesonopolized
the conversation, making no attempt to include I&age in it, and as
soon as dessert was finished Stephanie askedexcheed.

"Will you not wait for coffee?" Carlos said indiffently.

"No, thank you. | want to start work early tomorrewd | have some
things to get ready tonight."

She left the table and went to her room, knowirgf tier presence
would not be missed. It was an unpleasant feehlmgge more so by
the fact that it was an unaccustomed one. At hdraéhad always felt



of some importance, but here she was a nonentitgtrgloyee paid to
do a job and depart as quickly as possible.

In her desire to complete the work at the Cast&tephanie

concentrated harder than ever. She drew plans; magleus notes
and compiled lists with feverish energy. It was motil one afternoon

towards the end of the week that she threw dowpéiecil and rubbed
her hands across her aching forehead. The preasurdeich she had
been working was beginning to tell and she knewuhkess she took a
few hours off, the throbbing at her temples woullelop into a

migraine that might incapacitate her for days.

Remembering the Condesa's offer that she coultheser, Stephanie
told Dinis that she would like to go for a drivé.Won't be back for
lunch," she said. "I'll have it in town."

The old man shook his head. "It is not fitting tiiati should go alone
to a restaurant.”

"Don't worry about me, Diriis. English girls alwage out alone."

Leaving the old man still shaking his head, Stephament to her room

to change and then hurried downstairs again. Hemes tied back

with a wide band of blue silk, the trailing endsadfich fluttered in the

breeze and her full skirt of the same materiagdifslightly as she ran
down the steps to the green Lagonda parked inrtie.d

The chauffeur was at the wheel and she climbeesnde him.
"Where you like to go?" he asked in halting English
"I haven't a clue," she grinned. "And | don't realare.”

It was true she thought to herself, as she leanel im her seat. The
mere act of leaving the Castelo behind gave hensesof freedom that
she had not felt since she had first met Carlogldec.



They drove swiftly along the dusty roads, hot ahidnsnering under
the fierce sun, and Stephanie relaxed in the sektrieed to put Carlos,
the Castelo and the whole Maroc family out of Hesughts. She
wanted simply to be at peace and enjoy her sheit gprelaxation.

She knew that in her anxiety to get the job fintslshe had been
driving herself too hard, and hoped that even a alagy from her

work would enable her to return to it with incregssgour.

Staring through the windows at the passing couitkeysshe was
struck once again by the variety of colour in tloeté®guese landscape
and also by the many different plants and treelsaha would never
have expected to see growing side by side: casedaheir prickly

fingers as though in an endeavour to reach thengstieky-looking

leaves of the palm trees; aloes and tree-ferngidloed amicably
together and a forest of Portuguese cypress quigilye way to

maples.

The steady humming of the car and the gentle mpsoon lulled her

into a semi-doze and it was not until nearly anrlinad passed that she
roused herself sufficiently to ask the chauffeurevehhe was taking
her.

"Estoril," he replied. "All people coming Portugalust go Estoril. Is
very fine place."

"How far is it?" asked Stephanie.

"Are nearly there." The chauffeur pointed a findgdust over hill - we
get there five, ten minutes."

As if to make sure of this, he pressed his foaheraccelerator and the
car bounded forward. Within a few minutes they wareing through
the town and Stephanie sat up and looked aboutviibrinterest.
Wide, tree-lined streets were flanked by largegfasnted cafes, and
on the boulevards themselves people sat drinkinglysrcheon



aperitifs and chatting gaily. Long, shining carslgtl along the road,
the sun glinting on their bonnets, and crowds ofgbewalked briskly
along the pavements or wandered aimlessly, stopgpmregy now and
then to gaze into shop windows. In spite of these@nd bustle there
was an atmosphere of relaxation and lazy warmthitaibe place, as
though everybody had but one aim: to enjoy theneselv

Stephanie turned and spoke to the chauffeur. 'tUflijisnd somewhere
to park I'll wander round by myself and come bazkhe car after
lunch - say in a couple of hours."

"Very well, senhorita." The man hesitated. "Is not good for your
lady to go alone in restaurant.”

Stephanie smiled. "I'll be all right. I'm used &kihg care of myself."

The chauffeur shrugged and raised his eyes heavdswa silent
comment on the mad English. But without further aekrhe drove to
the centre of the town and parked the car in thaisq

Leaving the Lagonda, Stephanie chose the shadyoéite road and
began to walk slowly along the boulevard, glancatgut her with
interest and every now and then stopping to lo@kaverly arranged
display of material, clothes or shoes in a shopdaim However,
deciding to be firm with herself she came to a $stap set back from
the road and marking the beginning of an arcadidnvindow, on an
elegant silver stand, was a hat. By the very fadtsdoeing the only
object on display, it commanded attention, buttswn merits it was
charming enough to catch the eye. Of honey-colostemiv with a
small crown and large brim, a pale blue chifforbab swathed round
the bottom of the crown was the only break in @gesity. Stephanie
gazed at it entranced'. In her mind's eye shengidtii on her shining
auburn head and when she glanced down at her drebsaw it
matched the blue of the ribbon she was lost.



When she came out of the shop a few minutes ldter, blue
head-scarf was in her handbag and the straw Hagmdmead. Her eyes,
reflecting the colour of the trimming, sparkledsh® walked jauntily
along, conscious of admiring glances from the rpakesers-by.

Soon she began to feel thirsty and longed for aaxable chair and a
cool drink in the shady lounge of one of the hot8ke stopped
outside a large, white-pillared building and, giagcup, saw the
words "Palace Hotel" glittering above the porchm8what hesitantly
she entered the lobby and going into a comfortabd®]-looking
lounge on her right, sank into an armchair. Witiedifficulty she
made the waiter understand that she wanted adfiink with ice in it,
and once this was placed before her, she relaxkdrighair, sipping
gratefully and watching the comings and goingstbéopeople.

Her drink finished, she rose, and crossing the f@rdered a large
dining-room. On the threshold she hesitated, soraewtimidated by

the fact that the room was more crowded than slie dxpected.

Women appeared to be very much in the minoritytande who were
present were all in the company of a man. It seaméer that on her
entrance everyone in the room looked up and stareti plushing at
finding herself the focus of so many eyes, heragedeserted her anc
she began to withdraw.

At that instant she felt a hand on her shouldertamdng swiftly, was
amazed to find herself looking up into the darkndsome face of
Carlos de Maroc. There was a humorous glint ireliess as he smiled
down at her.

"Don't tell me the cool English miss is shy of eimg "a restaurant on
her own?" he queried mockingly.

"Of course not! | -1 simply changed my mind, thatls'



His expression softened and he touched her ligintithe arm. "I don't
blame you, my dear. Women do not often enter aepl&e this on
their own and it is not pleasant to be stared am&" he pressed hel
arm, "as it happens, | am lunching here and it d@ive me great
pleasure if you would join me." Without waiting fbeer assent, he
drew her into the room towards his table.

A waiter immediately sprang to her side, handed iher a chair,
bustled around with silver and glass and preseméedvith a menu.
Stephanie stared uncomprehendingly at the numelishss listed iir
Portuguese.

Carlos smiled. "If you will let me order for you." he began, and she
looked up gratefully, reminded in that moment dirday,

"Please do," she said. "l haven't a clue what tmsh."

He spoke rapidly to the waiter, who nodded sevema¢s, grinned
widely and departed.

Carlos leaned back in his chair and studied tHegposite him. "You
are looking extremely charming. | don't think I'eeer seen you in a
hat before. You should always Wear one.

Stephanie coloured faintly and put one hand upnigef the brim. "I
saw it in a shop window just now and couldn't taisis

"I'm glad you didn't, it's delightful, English womeisually dress so as
to disguise the fact that they're women." She opdrer mouth to
protest, but he continued speaking. "You haveid toe yet what
you're doing in Estoril."

"Taking French leave," she replied a shade defiantl

"French leave?" He looked surprised. "What is that?



"Going away without asking if you can do so. lasher like playing
truant." She half smiled. "l was feeling so wasbetll felt | had to get
away for a while, and as your mother very,kindligtae | could use
the car whenever | wanted to, | thought I'd givesatiya day off and
get away from the Castelo."

"You were perfectly right," Carlos iassented. "Maahought many
times lately you were looking tired. There is nanpan driving
yourself so hard. The Castelo will not run awayrfrgou."

"I've been working hard for one reason only," shiel svith asperity,
"and | should have thought you'd know what it waheut my telling
you."

"I do not Understand. Please don't talk in riddles.

She stared into his dark face and saw by his egioreshat he really
did not know what she meant.

"Go on," he said quietly. "You can't make staterseantd then not
explain them away."

She bit her lip and wished he were not always s@adeus in
following a conversation through to the end. "Isviecause - becaus
| thought you wanted to be rid of me," she expldinéknow that my
presence at the Castelo is a source of irritabboyou - you've made
that perfectly plain more than once. That's whg tived to get things
done as quickly as I could. I don't like being nylaody's way."

"And you believed you were in mine?" He put out hend and
covered hers as it lay on the table. "You haveamge habit Of always
misunderstanding me, Stephanie," he said softly.

. Never before had he spoken her name and a pedgenbrvously in
her throat. Accustomed to the free-and-easy usghoiStian names



amongst her own set of friends, she had at fimight it strange to be
addressed as Miss North by both Miguel and CartoMedroc. Even
when she had been associated with people for Bssie@asons they
had very soon started to call her by her first nalk@w, for the first
time, she appreciated the more conventional aéituf the
Portuguese, for by using her name so unexpecteatio€ gave the
moment an intimacy that was both unexpected andrdtill.

"I hope you don't mind my using your name?" he rmigted her
thoughts. "But for a long time now | have been kimg of you as
Stephanie.”

She moistened her lips. "l don't mind at all. Irgiamd everyone calls
everybody else by their first names almost as ssahey meet."”

"That is a habit | deplore. | only allow my persbfieends and family
to call me Carlos."

She did not answer and stared down at her plate.

"There is no food on it," he said, laughter in fagce. "Unless of
course you are so hungry that you want to eathima@"

She looked up and seeing his expression, coultdeiptsmiling.

"That's better," he said. "And just in case youdetermined to go on
misunderstanding me, maybe I'd better make it ceggr that | want
you to call me Carlos too."

"l - don't think | can."
"You'll have to, because | won't answer to any otiaane!"

As if the conversation were closed, he withdrewhasd from hers
and straightened in his chair. "Now that we hawpased of all this
nonsense,-we must decide what to do with oursébdssy. It's a piece



of luck that | happen to be in Estoril and as we lasth here | would
like to show you the sights before driving you hdme

"But | came in the Lagonda."

"Never mind about that. As soon as we've eatenl ge'land tell
Manoel he need not wait."

Realizing the futility of arguing with him; Stepharsaid no more and
gave herself up to the pleasure of a first-clasalnfdter a leisurely
coffee and liqueur they left the hotel and strolledards the square
where the car was parked. Carlos murmured a fewsvorthe driver,
who saluted, got back into his seat and rapidlye@wvay.

"Now then," Carlos said. "I've got you completaymyself and at my
mercy!"

"I'm not afraid," Stephanie laughed, but the laegldied on her lips as
she saw a flame of passion darken his eyes.

"One day I'll remind you of that," he said huskeyd putting his hand
under her elbow, guided her over to the Mercedes.

For the rest of the afternoon he drove around Espminting out the
gleaming hulk of the casino that lay surroundeddbgk palms, and
then along the coast where exiled kings lived yafsplendour, until
they reached the fishing village of Cascais whiene seemed to have
stood still. The grey-blue Atlantic washed the @woldsands as
fishermen hauled in their nets and black-gowned amooarried heavy
baskets of market produce to the village squaree @kl houses
huddled close together and the gleaming Americas ttaat drove
along the cobbled roadways seemed out of place.



"It's like another world," Stephanie remarked asythauntered along
the narrow walk overlooking the ocean. | can imagirbeing like this
fifty years iago."

"Two hundred years ago it was also the same," €adplied, "and
two hundred years hence it will be the same too."

"Providing we aren't exploded to eternity."

"If we live with that thought in mind we will noie at all. You can't
think of the future, Stephanie, you can only lige the present.”

"But you don't! With a heritage like yours, you rhggrely think of the
future in the same way as you think of the past.”

"A heritage like mine." As he spoke his eyes daekkrthe lines on
either sideof his mouth deepening until they seemed etched
bitterness. "l never think of the future/my dean)yothe present -
today, this moment. And because you are here tee shaith me |
never want to look farther."

She stared into his eyes and felt as if she weogvrdng in their
depths. "We'd better be getting back to the cle"said breathlessly.
"We don't want to arrive at the Castelo too late."

"One day | will not let you run away like this," Isaid quietly, so
quietly that she pretended not to hear.

Lying back in the seat next to Carlos, Stephananéd her head
against the cushion and gave a sigh of happiness.gdaceful it was
bowling through the sunlit countryside by the sadiéhis man who, in

spite of everything, she had come to admire so mblkh felt relaxed
in his company, at "peace with the world and cantertet tomorrow

take care of itself. She looked at Carlos's striorayvn hands on the
wheel and stole a glance at his stern profile. lde @voncentrating on



the road ahead, his glossy black hair lifting gligim the breeze that
came through the car window. As though aware ofjage, he turned
his head towards her.

"Enjoying yourself?"
"I've had a lovely time."

"Good. | hope you will have many more enjoyablestsnwhile you are
here."

He returned his attention to the road and neitligh@m spoke any
more. All too soon for Stephanie they turned i drive and came to
a stop outside the Castelo. She slid out of thedrturned to him.

"Thank you for a lovely afternoon," she said, araswalf-way up the
steps when he called her back.

"You've forgotten something."

In the dusky light she could not see his face lerd was something in
his voice which held her transfixed. "Forgotten stiimg?"

"Yes. When you thank me for a pleasant day you lshase my name
- Stephanie."

She coloured. "I'm sorry. Thank you for taking mghtseeing,
Carlos.' She still heard his gentle laugh as sheupathe stairs to her
room.

Quickly she changed into a fresh dress, bathechbeface in cold
water and applied fresh make-up. Half an hour latee went
downstairs to the drawing-room. The room appearapty and she
wandered over to the French windows and lookeldeagjarden below.
A blue haze robbed the sun of its harsh coloursafténed the vivid
green of the grass and the bright, almost trogioak of the flowers.



She sighed, not realizing she had done so untiiegevspoke behind
her. .

" "You seem to have the cares of the world on yshkwoulders,
Stephanie. Is anything the matter?"

Startled, she swung around to see Carlos watcleng'hdidn't hear
you come in," she said.

"I've been here all the time. | was sitting in Wiag chair so you didn't
see me." He looked at her appraisingly. "You've ngea very
quickly."

"English girls don't trouble about clothes," sh&lsao tardy that he
burst out laughing.

"l asked for that. | knew my remark at lunch-timeedhannoyed you.
But youdon't need to spend a lot of time on your dregsu-are too
beautiful."

"Thanks for the compliment."

"I mean it," he protested. "But | can see you dbaelteve me." This
time he sighed, a mocking one that brought a stmikeer lips.

Moving away from him, she seated herself in frdrthe fireplace and
crossed her hands demurely in her lap. He remaiwatching her in

silence, theh, as she did not speak, walked ov#rasideboard and
lifted the decanter. Without asking what she wdikd, he poured a
sherry and brought it over to her.

"l hope you will keep your promise not to work sardhin the future,”
he said abruptly.

"Now that | know my presence here does not annay {ygan do as
you ask."



"Good."

The word was lightly spoken, but looking up, she dae intensity of
his gaze and the flippant reply she had been abautke died in her
throat. As always at one of his ambiguous remahes felt at a
disadvantage, not knowing whether he meant it dr 8be was
relieved by the arrival of Janique and Miguel asdaon as the other
girl spoke, Stephanie knew that Janique was awateshe and Carlos
had been out together during the afternoon.

"You are a most annoying man, Carlos darling." gae’s voice held
an undercurrent of reproach. "We waited lunch faw yntil half past
one."

"l intended to come back," Carlos said suavelyt Thnet Miss North
at the Palace in Estoril and we lunched together."

"We met by chance," Stephanie felt emboldened fagx "Until |
set foot in the hotel dining-room | hadn't realizgdat Dinis meant
when he said Portuguese women don't go out uncbrager|f | hadn't
met Carlos I'd have turned tail and run!"

Janique raised an eyebrow and with a sense ofrdfgcoe Stephanie
knew she had noticed her use of Carlos's name.

"You mustn't take notice of the men in this couitdanique said
blandly. "They are all wolves."

"Come, come," Miguel chided. "We are merely shagpgmding to be
what we are not."

"You haveyouropinion,” Janique said delicately, "and you mlista

me to have mine." She turned as the door openedhen@ondesa
came in. With a smile of pleasure the girl ran dedrer, curtseying as
she kissed the lined cheek. "You are just in timeptevent an



argument, madame. | say that the men in Portugahalves, but
Miguel does not agree with me."

The Condesa smiled too, and leaning on Janiquasaélowed herself
to be seated in an armchair. Stephanie watchedittleetableau in

front of her and, embarrassed by Janique's kittegestures, turned
her head away. As she did so she encountered Gadeze.

Nervously she put her. hand to her face and seiegdefensive
gesture, he smiled and came over to lier.

"Can always tell when you are out of countenanbe,'said. "You
change colour like a chameleon. One moment pirkrase, the next
pale as a lily."

"Most rereads change colour quickly," she saidlgool

"You are not most redheads," he whispered backu"sie a very
special one."

With an effort she kept her expression composedished that he
would save his compliments for someone else. Hdficdlt it was to
assess a man like Carlos de Maroc. This afternedmld been charm
personified, an attentive host, a gracious andncimay escort. He had
spared no trouble to amuse her and to show hesighés of Estorial
and Cascais. Indeed, she knew the hours she hatliisjes’ company
would be treasured like a jewel, brought out to earner when she
returned to England. Yet underneath the charm tha® a man of
steel. Which was the real Carlos? It was a diftiqulestion to answer,
almost an impossible one. She moved back in her ema as if
sensing her withdrawal, he sauntered away.

Almost immediately Dinis came in to announce dinaad taking
Janique by the arm, Carlos led her out. The CondesaMiguel
followed behind and Stephanie, alone as usual giitowp the rear.



At the dining-room door the Condesa stopped. "Mydkarchief," she
said. "I've dropped it."

Stephanie ran back to pick up the scrap of laga tiee carpet, and as
she recrossed the hall the old lady moved towagds h

"You are an obliging child," she said in her tremotionless voice. "If
you will give me your arm?"

Slowly they moved into the dining-room. The talslet with elaborate
silver and glass, was lighted by tall-stemmed camdhat shed their
white and waxy glow over a drift of roses that fedrthe centrepiece.
Miguel had taken his seat at one end of the tabte @Garlos was

holding a chair for Janique. As she slid into hiaice the girl turned

her limpid eyes up to the man and an intimate glamas exchanged
between them. Stephanie heard the old lady atidergsve a faint

sigh.

"What a lovely picture they make," she murmured tmherself. "If
all goes well | hope they will announce their b#ted before the
month is out."

Stephanie's hands trembled, and afraid that the€anmight notice,,
she hurriedly took her own place at the table abwas the reason for
the lovely girl's visit to the Castelo! It was tlévious choice for
Carlos to want a woman of his own race, a woman whbald be
a-suitable chatelaine for his 'home.

Stephanie picked up her fork and began to eat,thmitfood was
tasteless and the wine, red as rubies in the ¢ylsiss, might as easily
have been water.



CHAPTER FOUR

STEPHANIE spent a restless night: each time she was ohpiiat of
sleeping, pictures of Carlos and Janique, vividhasigh they were
there in person, flashed across her mind and jerked into
wakefulness. Carlos and Janique: both so handsachevibrant, so
ideally suited to each other. But why should thdagif them torment
her and disturb her rest? Neither of them was bacern. Portugal
didn't suit her, she decided: it was making hecifahand restless, and
the sooner she returned home the better.

With this thought uppermost in her mind she wenvark early the

following morning in the upstairsalon.Once again she was entrance
by the beauty around her. This part of the Castes the best
preserved, the gold paint on the carved walls lstiiht, the murals

either side of the marble fireplace still depicticigarly scenes from
the surrounding countryside. At one end of the rammble doors led
to the gallery where the Maroc Collection was hdustehad not been
opened since her arrival and occasionally she gthidowards it,

wondering what lay beyond. Absorbed in her work gltenot hear

anyone approach, but some sixth sense - made laee dvat she was
being watched. Turning, she saw Carlos framed endborway, a

cigarette in one hand, the other in the pocketitbrduroy jacket.

She scrambled to her feet, pushing her hair outenfeyes. "Good
morning, Conde. Did you want to see me?"

"Not specifically. | was looking for Janique - Dgniold me she came
up here."

"I haven't seen her - and I've been here sinceoaiaheck."

He glanced at the pad in her hand. "What remaibs tdone when you
have finished making notes?"



"l suggest you call in another consultant to hetu yhoose your
colour scheme."

He stared at her in surprise. "Isn't colour a panterior decorating?"

She bit her lip. "Yes, of course. But | thoughtnight be better for
somebody else to do it for you."

"Rubbish," he interrupted. "As you are here you nugssthe whole
thing. Besides, | don't like having strangers ufuter"

"Is that the only reason?" she retorted and, asssie his smile,
regretted her remark.

"Of course it's not the only reason," he said gofé\re you fishing for
compliments so early in the morning?"

"I never fish for compliments."

"Good. Then I will not bother to give you any." Hisiile widened. "A
pity you have such bright red hair, Stephanieit Were not for that,
you would practically melt into your surroundings."

Inexplicably her spirits rose, and forgetting theepless hours she ha
spent, she smiled at him. "Are you willing to ledkie colour scheme
to me?"

"Of course. Providing you stick to pastels: dekcatnks and blues
with an occasional touch of green."

At his precise instructions she burst out laughfhgother words any
colour as long as it's the ogeuwant!"

"Exactly. Go into Lisbon and have a look aroundgheps. There are
many good ones. It's not Paris, you understandydautwvill none the
less find plenty to choose from. At thte same tyoa can also meet



the Portuguese firm who will be your sub-contragtdr suggest
Alfonso Lajos, they are excellent."

Although realizing that Carlos would know the bdéxtilders to
Approach, Stephanie could not help the irritatiosk tvelled up in her
at his taking the decision out of her hands. HoweWer short
acquaintance with him had taught her not to ar¢juet would only
make him more adamant. Far better to give in gudlgethan be
forced to submit to his will.

"I'l go and see whoever you suggest,” she saidudeiyn "Then if
they're no good you'll only have yourself to blaime!

The thin mouth parted in a smile, but whatever mgrh& might have
made remained unsaid, for at that moment Janiqoéest into the
room.

Today the French girl was resplendent in strawbgitky a colour that
enhanced the dusky bloom of her skin and the ligisick eyes that
looked at Carlos with an expression of beguilingpicence.

"What a naughty man you am@nado. thought you'd run out on me!"

"On the contrary, I've been looking for you. | tigbtiwe might go for
a drive."

"What a wonderful idea!" Janique linked her arnhis "I'd like to get
a few things in Lisbon."

Carlos raised an eyebrow. "If we're going to Lisba® can give
Stephanie a lift."

Janique looked so disconcerted that Stephanie $malla.

"You needn't bother," she said quickly. "I'm noteswhat time I'll be
free to go in."



"It's no bother," Carlos said abruptly. "We'll Baving in half an hour.
See that you are ready."

Giving Janique his arm, he walked out, leaving Béeye to stare after
him in exasperation.

Sitting in the back seat of the Mercedes-Benz latédre morning, she
thought how typical the offer was of the man; adkgesture cloaked
by rudeness: no matter how one looked at it, it mase comfortable
to journey in a car than in the small electricrirghat travelled the
coast to Lisbon.

Within a short time they approached the city: therow roads gave
way to wide avenues and tree-lined boulevardsitbereside of which

stood cream stone houses with narrow windows mabkedrought

iron grilles. They crossed the main square and elrdewn the

Avenida da Liberdade.

Unlike the main roads of most of the capital citig®re were a few
fashion shops lining thavenida,and for the most part the window:
displayed ironmongery and other mechanical goodsgded to

appeal to men. At the end of the avenue Carlos thiewar to a stop.

"That steep road directly in front of you is theaRAugusta," he said.
"There you will find everything you want."

"Thanks." Stephanie clambered out of the car, awarehe did so of
Janique's insolent look. "It was kind of you tovérme in."

"Not at all. How long do you think you'll be?"

"l don't know. A couple of hours maybe. Anyway, like to stay in
Lisbon this evening and have a look round."

"Of course." He leaned his head out of the winddimn forgetting
you're really a tourist. Meet me at the Avis Hadklseven o'clock



tonight and I'll show you something not many taisreee." He turned
to Janique. "Will it suit you if we don't get batk the Castelo till
late?"

As he spoke to Janique, Stephanie knew a mometsdlation so
sharp that it seemed to take physical form. Sheesti and shook the
feeling off, knowing she had no right to commansl $ole attention.

"Well, Janique," he said again. "l want to take $/Morth sightseeing
tonight. If you'd rather not come I'll drive youdkato the Castelo."

"Don't be silly, darling,” the girl answered. "Iroa all this way to be
with you and I'm not going to let you out aloneartularly with a
pretty, unchaperoned girl."

Stephanie felt herself colour, growing even pinkeiCarlos fixed his
dark eyes on her.

"Keep out of the sun," he said matter-of-factly.will not suit you to
freckle."

Biting her lip to hide her mortification, she tuchaway from the car
and began to walk up the steep street ahead. AesC&d rightly said,
the Rua Augusta was lined with shops, each onegrg out-do the
other. Handbags and jewellery, shoes, perfumeweik displayed
with lavish abundance, while bales of delicate malewith metallic
threads of gold or silver running through them weseaped in piles in
the windows of the main store. Reluctantly decidimat she must get
patterns before sampling any of the Portuguesesy&tephanie took
out her notebook and methodically began to woréugh each room.
Samples of brocade were chosen for chairs andigsirtsnippets of
wool were procured for rugs, and armed with thesepdes she hailed
a taxi and rattled along the streets to the imgpsiarble facade of the
building firm suggested to her by Carlos.



The interior office of Alfonso Lajos was less impseve than the
outside, for here were the same utilitarian desk®mon to most
offices, the same busy typists and men hurryingklwaods and
forwards with files tucked under their arms.

The name of Maroc worked like magic and within ammeat of
uttering it Stephanie was presented to Senhor lhajoself. Carefully
she outlined the work she had done at the Castetbspeaking on her
father's behalf, formallgy engaged the Portuguese to carry out t
necessary reconstruction.

"The Condesa called my father's firm in," she cured, "and it's the
first time we've taken on a commitment outside Bngl"

"If you are successful with this job - as | am sywe will be," Senhor
Lajos said grandiloquently, "many more com- njiasiavill follow.
The Maroc family are of international fame. You édward of the
Maroc Collection, no doubt?"

"Yes," Stephanie replied, "l have."

"Then you will appreciate what an honour it is foe to work for the
family. | will personally supervise the job." Heutinbed through the
specifications Stephanie had placed before hinfuligps pursing in
a smile as he read the closely written sheets. "Nawve itemized
everything," he said at last. "From what | cantbeee will be no need
for you to stay on. | will communicate direct witbur firm should any
difficulty arise.”

Stephanie pushed back her chair and stood updfiftdntend to stay
on anyway. I've spent long enough in Portugal.”

"You speak as if you don't like it."



"l like it very much," she replied, and it was orag she left Senhor
Lajos behind that she wondered whether she hadrmain to like it
too much.

Portugal was a country that crept up on one; ingsly, gently, one
was engulfed by its beauty and its magic. Povedptvhand in hand
with riches, colour with drabness. It was a lane¥er changing, yet
in some strange way remained as it had been cestago when
Columbus had set out to discover the new world.

How easy it would be to stay on at the Castel@llimw herself the
luxury of a few more weeks. Weeks with whom? It wagiestion she
was loath to answer, and she hurried along the migtiing she were
able to leave for London at this very moment.

The Avis Hotel slumbered amidst dark green foliagsembling a
mansion of shabby splendour rather than a hotehtarnational

repute. The lounge was discreetly quiet, as wasdheersation of the
few people who inhabited it. Janique and Carlosewstting at a
corner table, the French girl looking so elegarnen slim dress that
Stephanie wished she were wearing something legeasable than a
tailored linen suit. She walked towards them, hegirhthumping as
Carlos stood up and came across to meet her.

"So y'ou did come!" he said softly.
"Of course. | promised.”

"Was it only your promise that brought you here®'Ye no idea how
rebellious you looked when | suggested it."

Without replying she preceded him to the table atetermined to
keep their meeting on a business level, launchéa @ detailed
account of all she had done that afternoon. Céidtened attentively,



not saying anything until she told him of her megtwith Senhor
Lajos.

"I think my father will be pleased with him,” sheorluded,
"particularly as | engaged him on your recomme aateiti

The dark eyes flashed. "How diplomatic you are!"

Janique stirred in her chair. "Did you buy anythiagyourself, Miss
North? Or were you too busy?"

Glad to change the conversation Stephanie grifiNedwoman is too

busy to shop - particularly when she's abroadaftaid | did succumb
to the lure of the shops. As a matter of fact Idddia pair of shoes. I'm
wearing them now and they're sending my others tmattle Castelo.”

She lifted her foot and looked at the scarlet pump.
"Very nice," Carlos said. "You have beautiful l€gs.

Her face the same colour as her shoes, Stephastiy paulled down
her skirt and Janique, her smile controlled, leaioedard to take a
cigarette from the package on the table.

"Personally, I think there's nothing more boringrtlgoing out with a
tourist. They exclaim over everything and have rense of
discrimination. Everything is either wonderful errible."

"Siirely discrimination only comes with travel?"ephanie replied.
"And not everyone can afford to do that. Thismy first trip," she
added pointedly.

"Then you are to be excused. | have been abroadsewee | was a
child. My mother is Portuguese, but my father isrféh, and he was a
Consul for many years."



"Janique is one of the most travelled young lages're likely to
meet." Carlos's voice was expressionless. "Somstinveonder that
she stays so long in Portugal.”

"Now you're fishing for a compliment,” Janique shgihtly, "and I'm
not going to give it to youamado."

Stephanie leaned back in her chair as if by sogl@he could
withdraw from the conversation, and noticing thevemaent Carlos
got to his feet.

"It's time we were leaving. I'm going to take yauat little restaurant
for dinner where you can hear ttaglos."

Curiosity dispelled Stephanie's embarrassment. f‘Arehose
Portuguese folk songs?"

He nodded. "They are usually morbid and often momatis. But it is
the one thing that a Portuguese away from homeyalheags to hear.
One of our writers Once said that flados the knife and the guitar are
the three things adored by the people of Lisbon."

"How primitive," Stephanie shuddered.
"But we are!" he said quietly. "You will do well temember that."

Sudden dusk had settled on the city as they drote the poorer
guarter. It was as if they were entering anothemty, another age.
Narrow alleyways, dark and smelling of spices andewand filth,
wound steeply in all directions, so tortuous thatas impossible to
drive through them. Carlos parked the car andnhtpkianique and
Stephanie by either arm, guided them along the.road

"It's only a little way," he apologized. "Not wovthile getting a taxi.”



"I'd much rather walk," Stephanie said. "You neget the feel of the
city if you ride."

"And that is important to you?" He leaned forwardilthis dark face
was so near to her own that she could have putemph&and and
touched it. The warm wind of Lisbon rustled thetcatsheir feet and
she stepped back, catching her breath on a sigh.

"It's always important for me to know - everythihg.

Instantly there was a shuttered look on his fa¥®@u"are likemost
women. Curious, imaginative, never leaving welhald

It was a strange remark and Stephanie pondered ib\as they

climbed a steep hill, traversed a road and wallegndanother dark
alley to a small restaurant. Gaily coloured clathequered the tables
and candles spluttered golden light across theawiaished walls and
timbered ceiling. The heavy smell of garlic andndephung in the air

and in one corner a guitarist and/pianist wereiptayCarlos guided
them to a table and spoke in rapid Portuguesectpitbprietress, who
waddled over to them. There was mutsi-si-ing" and many

gesticulations before she finally bowed herself yavemd Carlos

leaned back in his chair and smiled.

"I have taken the liberty of ordering for both @iy Your taste | know,
Janique. Miss North's | shall have to guess."

"That shouldn't be difficult,” Janique remarked. i581 North is a
typical product of her country. An English flowefrank and open!"

Stephanie wondered whether she were unduly semditivthe words,
instead of sounding complimentary, seemed by satoesintonation
to become an insult. Many answers came to her roundall of them
would have provoked a further retort, and decidiilggjomacy was
called for, she said nothing, relieved when theevaet plates before



them. The meal Carlos had ordered was typicallyugoese. It began
with small pieces of fish floating in a thick stethe whole flavoured
with spices and onion; then wafer-thin escalopeved! braised in
cream, washed down by a slightly bitter red wine.

They were sipping coffee when the pianist strumraechord, the
guitarist came forward to the centre of the roond ahe fat
proprietress untied her apron, moved to stand bdsrd and started to
sing. Instantly the crowd became silent, the ontyvement in the
room being the hands of the two musicians and tfihing trails of
blue cigarette smoke. The woman's voice had a hasley the vibrant
guality only possessed by an untrained voice. iStaglowly, almost
monotonously, she soon became overwhelmed by theesa of her
song and her voice rose higher as she swung her foach side to
side. Faster and faster the pianist played, loaddrouder strummed
the guitar, until the whole room was filled withethheavy throbbing
beat of music so primitive that it attacked the s&sn With a
suddenness that was startling the song ended anddiman seemed
to wake from her trance t<3 accept the hystericalaanation of the
audience.

Stephanie sat back exhausted, for although shadtadhderstood the
words, she was moved by the pathos that underéay.thooking up,

she saw Carlos watching her. He moved his heachendark eyes
glittered, staring at her as if they could probe very secrets of her
heart. She shivered and surreptitiously wiped temibling hands on
her serviette.

With an abrupt gesture he pushed back his chairstowt up. "We
must return to the Castelo. I'm expecting a telephcall from
America at ten o'clock."

Janique made a face. "Can't we stay a little Iohd/en sure Miguel
could take the call for you."



"That is out of the question." Carlos's voice wamgnough to brook
no further argument, and with another shrug Janstioed up.

Once more in the car, Stephanie looked out atléhdandscape. The
drab fields, many of them barren and swept by vaimd sand from the
seashore, were now silvered in moonlight, givirgmha radiance they
did not possess in the harsh light of day. Carloseal fast, not even
slackening speed as they sped through the villagare of Cintra and
up the steep mountain road that led to the CadRaand the hairpin
bends they went, the car swinging so precarious#y Stephanie's
mouth grew dry. With a further burst of speed thagsed through the
gates and along the drive, drawing up with a stred¢drakes at the
front door.

Together they entered the vast hall and Janiquet®d down the
folds of her dress and lifted her heavily liddeé®to Stephanie. "You
must be tired," she drawled. "If you'd like to golted | will see that
one of the servants brings you up a hot drink."

Stephanie glanced at Carlos, but his face was d@i@xpression and
instinctively she knew he was impatient to be aléigh a murmured
"goodnight" she went upstairs, and in the seclusibher bedroom
pushed wide her window and laid her elbows on thdlse mountain
air damp against her skin. From this elevationdyes stretched over
the countryf with its deep wooded slopes, and m fdr distance,
obscured now by night, the shifting, glimmering.seaectly below
her lay the terrace and beyond that the gardemghA dglowed and she
leaned put to watch it. Hidden by the trees, itdaundy glowed again
and she wondered if it were the tip of a cigareft. it cast too large
an area of light along the avenue of trees, and wishiver of fear
knew that somebody was outside: an intruder perla@sservant?

Then, in the still air laughter trembled and a tighice spoke in the
lilting cadence of Portuguese. Recognizing Jansuace, Stephanie



drew back into her room. No doubt she and Carlag waking a stroll
in the grounds.

Slowly she started to undress, but it seemed tdg #ego to bed and,
slipping on a pair of flat-heeled shoes and a woolrdigan, she
decided to take a walk in the garden. The nightréght do her good,
help to relax her tautened nerves. Quietly shetalepnstairs and
skirting the side of the house, walked lightly otlex lawn towards the
small rose arbour which lay some hundred yards tf@rCastelo. She
was half-way down the steps that led to the sumgjegden before she
realized it was occupied. Carlos and Janique werelsg by a small
goldfish pool and as she watched, the French tadeal her hand on
Carlos's shoulder. Moonlight shone full on Janigjdate, disclosing
the line of brow and chin and the graceful colunimer neck. She
murmured something, for the red lips moved gerstirgtching into a
smile as Carlos bent his head and drew her intcamss. With a
sudden abandon entirely unlike her usual carefydanned
movements, Janique twined her arms round the dedd hand,
watching the slim white fingers caress the bladk, I&tephanie knew
an intense moment of anguish. Hardly aware of veha&t did, she
stepped back into a cluster of bushes, not caringrevshe went as
long as she could obliterate the two figures seeltogether.

On and on she stumbled, disregarding the briatstiiked at her skirt
and the overhanging branches of the trees thashbdiagainst her
hair. When she finally stopped walking she was jprad of the garden
she had never seen before. Towering bushes maskeday ahead
while to the left a rushing torrent of water cassthdown a bank in a
miniature waterfall. Panting, she rested agairstrink of a tree and
closed her eyes. A twig snapped and she tensadcingely aware

that she was not alone. She opened her eyes ametloound her, but
the shadows loomed dark and the sliver of moort, mdden by

clouds, only served to emphasize the blacknessinAbare was the
sound of a stealthy pad, and with fast-beatingth&tee remembered
the pale patch of light she had seen from her lmedn@indow a few



moments ago. Nervously she moved away from thedaneeas the
sound came again she remembered the priceless Kahection and
the savage dogs that were supposed to roam thergdrd sudden
panic she turned and ran back along the path. fépstssounded
behind her, increasing their pace to match hers.distance between
them shortened and desperately she plunged intoaver of some
bushes. Arms came round her and she screamedn§ghém with all
her strength.

"Let me go! Let me go!"

But the arms did not relax their hold and one heache up to her
mouth. "Be quiet," a voice whispered. "For heavealse be quiet.”

Stephanie relaxed so suddenly that she almost"flhnny!" she
gasped. "Was §oul've been running away from?"

"Of course it was me."

Letting her go, Johnny stepped so that she cogldhiseface. In a dark
suit it was not surprising he had been almost iblgsin the garden
and Stephanie's curiosity stirred as she saw halsasvearing gloves
and carrying a torch.

"What are you doing here?" she asked suspiciol€lgiting more
local colour?"

"Well, no. As a matter of fact I..." He tensed dnadore she knew what
was happening, caught her into his arms again eegbed his mouth
on hers. It was impossible to struggle: tall and though he was, his
muscles seemed made of steel and gripped herrselfighat it was
painful to move.



"I'm sorry to break up the tete-a-tete," a low eosaid behind them,
and Johnny's hands dropped away from Stephanieliegaer to step
back and look with dismay into the sardonic fac€aflos de Maroc.

"I thought | heard voices," he said coldly. "Hovd giou get in here?"

Johnny moved forward. "I climbed over the wall fneavly missing
the electrified wire at the top, | might say."

"You were fortunate," Carlos said even more coltMou'd have been
a corpse by now had you touched it."

"I was careful of that," Johnny said easily. "Butduldn't resist my
rendezvous with Stephanie." He caught her handijritie pressure of
his fingers on her palm warning her to silence. "&anged to meet
down here because | understand you don't careiéitorg at the

Castelo."

Carlos turned and looked at Stephanie. "Is this?ridid you arrange
to meet this man here?"

Stephanie looked into the dark eyes and the expresmockery she
saw emboldened her to a defiance she did not feel.

"l certainly did," she replied. "Mr. Carlton is aend of mine. | take it
you've no objection to my meeting a friend - eveit is on your
property?"

"More than driend," Carlos answered, "judging from the little scéne
interrupted.”

"You know how it is, old boy," Johnny said cheelffut These tropical
nights are made for love."

"No doubt." Carlos lit a cigarette, the flickerlafht showing the thin
line bf his mouth pulled down at the comers witlyem "I'd still be



obliged if you'd clear out of these grounds anduiire arrange to
meet Miss North in a less secretive way."

Without another word he strode down the path andigasfigure
disappeared Stephanie pulled her hand away frommyoh

"I won't have you implicating me in something | ¢omnderstand.
Why on earth did you tell him you came here to nmee?"

"l had no choice. My saying that scotched his suigps. He'd have
wondered what | was doing otherwise."

"He certainly would. And so am I. What are you ap ¥ou behaved
oddly from the first moment we met."

"l told you. I'm writing a book and | want localloar."
"That's still no reason for you to sneak in heke b - like a thief."

The moment the words were out a horrifying suspicatered her
mind. The colour receded from her cheeks and sbw khat Johnny
was instantly aware of it. His hand gripped hertliy shoulder and
pulled her into the cover of the bushes.

"If you don't let me go," she said furiously, "Béream! | should have
guessed what you were up to from the minute—"

"Be quiet!" he said. "You'll ruin everything if yaren't quiet.”
"l intend to ruin everything if you're after the kda Collection!"

Her voice rose and his hands came over her moiatease! You've
got it all wrong. The last thing | am is a thief*Hbent nearer. "l can
see the only way to shut you up is to tell youttb#h, but you've got to
give me your word you'll keep mum."™*'



Stephanie raised her head and looked into the ¢jggyt eyes so<iear
her own. "Who are you?" she said faintly. "Whatye trying to do?"

Johnny relaxed his hold and, stepping back, stairber

for a long moment without answering. "I'm a detegtl he said at last.
"And I'm looking for stolen jewellery." "But whigere?"

"Because," he said slowly, "lI've good reason taelelthis is where
I'll find it."



CHAPTER FIVE

WisPY grey clouds scudded across the sky, disclosindaite of the
moon, and in the hard silver light Stephanie statelbhnny in horror.

"l can't believe it!" she gasped. "A detective? &t do you hope to
find here? The Maroc Collection belongs to the farhi

"It's not the Maroc Collection I'm interested itis lother jewellery,
equally valuable but belonging to other collectidrtde caught her
hand and drew her into the darkness of the buShksow this must
be a shock to you, but now I've told part of thithty | might as well tell
you the rest of it."

Keeping his voice low and occasionally stoppingtake sure that no
one was approaching, Johnny explained that he wgdoged by a
group of insurance companies as their private tny&®r, his job to
trace jewellery which had been stolen over the f@styears from
different countries. None of it had found its way @ the regular
market, neither was there any evidence that itdesh broken down
into smaller pieces and sold. That left only onsgtality: the jewels
had been bought by someone who wanted them farlibauty alone.

"Those sort of people are the most difficult tackiadown," Johnny
went on. "They hoard the things like misers andmtiey die, take
the secret with them to the grave. These privateam®mns have a
habit of passing from one person to another witlaoybne ever being
the wiser."

"It seems very far-fetched to me," Stephanie retbrt

"Farfetched or not, it's the truth. Don't you rerb@mthe newspaper
cutting | showed you a couple of weeks ago? Thee@uaelear? That
will never be found again, mark my words. A pe#e that can never
be resold or worn openly."



"What's that got to do with the Marocs?"

"Nothing, probably. I'm just trying to give you &fure of the set-up
I'm fighting."

A thin breeze stirred the leaves and the moon \wasabscured by
cloud. In spite of Johnny's answer Stephanie fétemor of fear go
through her and it was a moment before she spokm.agWwhy are
you so interested in the Marocs?" she asked.

"Because every clue I've followed since I've beernking on this case
has led me here. I'm almost sure Carlos de Mardbasman I'm
looking for."

"I don't believe it!" The words were forced fromrhend she only
realized how vehement she sounded as she sawdkethoJohnny's
face. Instantly she tried to cover up. "I mean hedeems so
honourable - I'm sure you're wrong."

"Then why is he so careful about intruders? Whathegot to hide?"

"With the Collection in the Castelo you wouldn'pext him to leave
all the doors open, would you?"

"There's more in it than that," Johnny mutterew dive my right arm
to be let free in that place."

"Well, don't look at me," she said hastily. "I'vend enough lying for
you tonight."

The Englishman took out a cigarette, and lookin@iatexpression in
the glow of the match, she wondered how she cardd leave thought
him easy-going, for his face was set and palerrtbeth a thin line of
determination that added years to his age.

"I'd better be going back, Johnny. I'm tired."



"Don't go yet. I'd like to talk to you."
"Can't it wait till tomorrow?"

"You might give me the brush-off then!" He put h&nd on her arm.
"Look, Stephanie, this job means a great deal ¢o'lfi can crack this
case it'll lead to promotion, but more than théit, put an end to a
filthy racket."

"What do you think | can do?"
"A great deal if you're willing."
"I'm not going to be your spy!"

"l only want you to keep your eyes and ears op&u dan't live in a
place day after day and not pick up something."

"Johnny, no!" She pulled away from him., "You'd Bdnad to manage
if you'd never met me. Why can't you forget youredid?"

"Now you're talking like a child." He came clos&why should it
matter to you whether the Marocs are guilty or hot?

His question caught her by surprise and she wampiant at the
answer that came swiftly to her lips. "Becausedmployed by them
and owe them some loyalty. Besides, this job meagreat deal to my
father and | want to get it completed.”

"And | want to get mine completed too. For Godlsesétephanie, if
somebody from Scotland Yard asked you to help themwouldn't
refuse. Why can't you look on my request as theessont of thing?
The police in Lisbon know who | am. They can vofmhme."

Suddenly she was tired of arguing. Words could dedied between
them for ever and yet still not disclose the readhson for her



reluctance to help him. It stemmed, she knew, faotesire to protect
Carlos, although why she should want to protectesora who gave
every indication of being able to look after hinfisshe did not know”
Yet Johnny too deserved her help. Like herself s fnglish, like
herself he was fighting to prove that he was capabkeeping his job.
If she promised to help him she would be doing woenthan any other
English girl would do in the same circumstances.

"All-eight," she said quietly. "I'll keep a watchutofor you. But I'm
sure you're wrong."

He smiled. "We won't argue about that. Thank ydap®&anie. | don't
think I'd better be seen around the Castelo fomtha few nights. If
you've anything to tell me you can get me at time il be there most
nights."

"All right." She turned away, but he caught herwdder and twisted
her round. "I must have a goodnight kiss," he wéried against her
hair. "The Conde would think it peculiar if | did'

Before she could stop him he pressed his mouthera &nd then
stepped back, waving with every appearance ofdbegy lover as she
sped out of sight.

Alone in her room Stephanie found it impossiblsleep. Everything

Johnny had told her came back to torment the nighirs, and

listening to the wind stir the branches of the dremd the leaves
rustling on the terrace below, she found it diffido push aside the
doubts that filtered into her mind as she rementbére many times
Carlos had absented himself from his home durieddht few years.
"He's always travelling abroad,” Miguel had saide's more away
from home than in it." Yet all his ties were hamty should he find it

necessary to travel? "Perhaps he likes travellisgg argued with
herself. "He's rich enough to go”™ where he likeby\hould he stay in
Portugal all the time?"



Gradually the sky changed colour, waning from ngtihblue to grey,

tinged with the pink of the rising sun. She threaclthe bedclothes,
and heavy-eyed from lack of sleep, started to df&iss could not spy
on Carlos, that much was certain. As long as shwaireed at the

Castelo she was duty bound to help Johnny, brifdb was finished

he could not force her to stay. She would haveytand get everything
completed in two days - three at the most. Theréhla solution. And

she must tell Carlos she would be returning to loongery shortly.

Now that she had settled the problem in her miedspirits lifted and
as she walked along the corridor her encounter Jatinny the night
before seemed like a figment of her imaginatiore ®las on the last
stair when the library door opened and Carlos semuit.

"Good morning. | thought | recognized your step."
"Did I disturb you?"

"Not at all." He came towards her. "If you're oruyavay to breakfast
I'll join you."They strolled out to the terrace asal at the table in the
corner.

"You're not usually up so early," he remarked aké¢lped himself to
fruit. "Did a lovers' quarrel keep you awake?"

"Of course not!"
"Too much passion, then?" he suggested sarcagticall

"Not that either." Although she tried to keep herce matter-of-fact,
she felt warm colour seep into her face and ' edgierself to lavishly
buttering a croissant.

"How long have you known Mr. Carlton?" he askeddandy.



"I met him on the way out here. We - you know howsiwith two
English people in a foreign country . We were draegether."

"Obviously. And do you think it's likely to last wh you return
home?"

"Who knows how long friendship lasts?" she saidtlig

In silence he picked up the newspapers by his pladebegan to read.
Looking at the heavy Portuguese lettering that ead the front
page brought home' to Stephanie with unexpectex fitvat the man
sitting opposite her was a foreigner. How straimge she should be sc
drawn to him when they were so alien. Yet love krmeabounds.
Love! How easily the word had sprung into her miSte put down
her half-eaten croissant and lowered her headn&pposite Carlos,
with his heavy eyebrows and aquiline nose, she téelinto herself
that she loved him. Loved him without any logicthvaiut any rhyme
or reason. In a few days' time she would leaveCihsgtelo far behind,
but always she would have in her heart this straslgghtly sinister
man whose only words to her were tinged with sancasho had
never kissed her or held her in his arms..

Putting down his paper, Carlos looked up. "What yare thinking
about so seriously?"

"N-nothing," she stammered. "Just shoes and sm@ssaaling wax.
That's from one of our English writers," she expéal.

"Lewis Carroll," he replied. "It might surprise yda' know | was
educated in England. Eton, as a matter of fact."

Again she felt the colour flood into her face andhed she were not
so vulnerable where he was concerned. "I'm sonhdn't know."



"There's no need to apologize. I've never knowirlacigange colour
so many times." He leaned forward and rested b on the table.
"I would like to thank you, Stephanie. My mothddtme this morning
that you've been going to her room each eveningeauding to her. It
was very kind of you."

"Not at all: | enjoyed it. Your mother's charming."
"And her sons aren't?"
"I didn't say that. I think Miguel's extremely niaad - and so are you."

"For that little compliment | must return one." igashed back his
chair and Stephanie felt her pulse race as he Gaumne the side of the
table, but instead of stopping by her side he whl&keer to lean
against the marble balustrade. Framed by the diunhg looked
unusually tall and dark, his white linen suit throgvinto relief the
wavy black hair and tanned skin.

"I've been thinking things over, Stephanie, an@ Kecided..." He
paused, took a cigarette from his pocket and tappegdainst his
thumbnail. "I've decided to let you do the librakjiguel's right when
he says it's shabby."

Wildly Stephanie sought for an excuse to refuse.CHrlos's
capitulation had come a few days earlier how dé&idghshe would
have been at the prospect of staying longer aCdwselo. But the
thought of being near him with Johnny's suspicitesdering in her
mind was something she could not endure.

"Why do you look like that?" Carlos asked. "Are yswrprised that |
should admit | was wrong?"

"A little," she admitted. "l was under the impressyou never gave in
once you'd made up your mind."



"Usually | don't," he answered candidly, "but wythu a lot of things
are different. | want you to do the library for n8tephanie, if only to
keep you here a little longer."

She stood up so abruptly that her chair crashatigédloor and he
came over and silently righted it.

"You're very nervous," he said quietly. "Are youead of me?"

"l don't know you well enough to be afraid of yoGHe looked at him
and saw humour lurking in his eyes.

"Can | take that as an invitation to help you totgeknow me better?"

Unused to subtle innuendoes, she was out of hehd&pe young
men with whom she spent her time in London had neeated her
like this, at one moment aloof, the next disarmyrfgendly. Because
she was afraid, she kept her voice high so thepunded cool and
unemotional. "I'm sorry, Carlos, but | cannot stayPortugal any
longer. I've made all my arrangements to go home."

She knew by the expression on his face that heatithelieve her.
"Then I'm afraid you'll have to cancel them," hglgdeasantly. "You
will stay here and complete your job, otherwiseill abandon the
whole scheme."

"But you can't do that!"

"Oh yes, | can. And you know very well thawlll if you don't obey
me.".

Anger sparked in her eyes and she tossed her laeadbarply. "Your
servant, sir!" she said and, turning her back, ealaway.



She was crossing the drawing-room when Dinis came"Ah,
senhorita,l was trying to find you. A letter has just arrvéor you."

It was addressed in Felicity's handwriting and Bégpe opened it and
glanced through the pages, giving an exclamatiosugbrise as she
reached the end. Felicity was coming to Portugti WRiobert!

I've got a fortnights holiday owing to nehe had writtennud | don't

fancy Bournemouth again. Roberts been working karg since you

went away and has decided he also needs a coupleaifs' break. So
you can expect us both on the 14th. Our planeigets2:30 p.m.

The 14th! But that was today! Stephanie lookethatnvelope again.
No wonder it had been delayed in the post: Felicé#tgt put the wrong
town on it. She hurried to the telephone and diallehnny's number.
Quickly she explained the position and her ownalitfy.

"The letter's only just arrived and | haven't gathance to find them
any accommodation. | don't like bothering you, ihytou could see
whether they have any rooms available at your plate

"Hang on a minute and I'll let you know."
Stephanie waited patiently and at last he .canth@fine again.

"You've no need to worry, old girl, it's all fixeg. Two rooms on the
first floor have just fallen vacant and I've bookledm for you."

"What an angel you are,"-she said gratefully areplacing the
receiver, turned round to find Carlos at her elbdervously she
crumpled the letter in her hand. "I was just tadkito Johnny -
Mr..Carlton."

"So | gathered." He looked at her from under lowebbeows. "I'm
sorry if | interrupted an intimate conversation."



Remembering her promise to Johnny and not wishogispel
Carlos's belief that the young Englishman was ire lwith her, she
checked the sarcastic reply that came to her lips.

"I've had a letter from my sister,"” she said cqolkglling me she's
coming here for a holiday and arriving today. Timydrouble was
that the letter was wrongly addressed and | dgkt'it until just now.
That's why | had to phone Johnny to see if he cofid
accommodation at the inn where he's staying."

"l see. And was he able to arrange a room for her?"
"Two rooms," Stephanie corrected. "Robert's conang"
He raised his eyebrows. "Who is Robert? Anothefooir lovers?"

"Certainly not,"” she said sharply. "He's my sist&oyfriend—" She
stopped short, wondering what had made her teliegh8ut almost at
once she realized that for Carlos to believe tlaald/ simplify matters
all round. If he guessed that Robert was anxiousntory her,
believing that Johnny was also in love with herweaild soon begin
to put two and two together and wonder whether dghkriove for her
was a myth. Once this happened it would not take lloing to arrive at
the real reason for Johnny's breaking into thedlagirounds.

"That's right," she added hurriedly. "They're ereght)

"So? | did not know you were having a wedding iniyamily soon.
When is it to be - you will want to go home forny doubt."

"It isn't decided yet." Stephanie looked distralyteat her watch.
Although there was plenty of time before the plaras due she was
becoming nervous. It was imperative that she mekstify and Robert
before they had a chance of coming to the Castefmd her. If she
didn't warn Robert of the situation he would cettiatake her in his



arms as soon as he saw her. And it would be judubk that Carlos
would be in the vicinity when he did so!

"If you'll excuse me," she said quickly, "I'd like get through some
work this morning so that | can go along to theait after lunch."

"Naturally," Carlos said coldly. "You seem to thitikat you have to
work fixed hours here. After lunch Manoel will takeu to the airport
in the car. You must invite your sister and hend& here for dinner
during their stay."

"That's very kind of you."

"I don't intend to be kind," he said harshly. "Bug Portuguese have ¢
code of hospitality that we have to carry out weethe like it or not."

"And that," Stephanie thought as she looked atdtrgating figure, "is
that!"

Directly after lunch she set out for the long drigd.isbon, arriving at
the airport with fifteen minutes to spare. Sha ldigarette and glancec
up into the deep azure sky, remembering her ovweahhere a couple
of weeks ago. How full of excitement she had bedaheathought of
what lay ahead of her. How she had woven romanoasd the
Castelo and the Maroc family - and how differemiyery-, thing had
turned out. Romance, yes - but never had she iredgimat to romance
would be added intrigue, antagonism and the pacssiase of secrecy
that surrounded the family. Never had she imagthetl she herself
would get so involved in it all, that she would kdw weave a web of
pretence around herself that daily threatened toorbe more
complex. She sighed and, looking up at the skymragaw the glinting
silver of the plane from London as it circled thigart preparatory to
landing.



The leather seat hot against her legs, Felicitytexhiand for the
twentieth time craned out of the window. "We'reuadly here at last!"
she exclaimed excitedly to the man beside her.

Robert leaned forward and looked out. "We'll be dowa minute -
keep your seat belt fastened."

Felicity sighed happily. The journey with Roberthzeen blissful and
the knowledge that they would be together for tb&tnwo weeks
filled her with a happiness that she refused tdyapa

Robert looked at her, noticing the flush of exciemon her cheeks
and the sparkle in her eyes. "It suits you to leakited, Felicity.
Makes you quite pretty, in fact!"

The ungainly compliment jerked her back into rgalieminding her
that it was her sister Robert loved. "Thanks,"sd drily, "but you'd
better keep your compliments for Stephanie. | ddwppen to
appreciate them."

Robert compressed his lips in annoyance. "Whaic&lgicreature you
are! / know you well enough not to mind your bachper, but other
men mightn't be so easy. If there's one thing tneg in a girl, it's
sarcasm. If you don't learn to control your remar&w/, one day you
might find you've used them price too often on someeyou're fond
of!"

Felicity laughed. "But I'm not fond of anybody, rixely to be."
"Don't talk like a child. You'll fall in love oneay."
"No, | shan't," she answered. "Never!"

She spoke so emphatically that he was surprisédnade no reply,
for the plane had already touched down and people \gathering
their things and descending to the tarmac.



As Robert and Felicity walked out of the CustomsdsiStephanie ran
towards them and threw her arms round her sister.

"Darling, how wonderful to see you. It's such gosise-1 only got your
letter today."

"But | posted it last week!"
"l know - you put the wrong address on it, you itfio

They burst out laughing and hugged one anothervéNenind,"
Stephanie added. "You're here and I'm thrilledit®'b

"Hey!" said Robert plaintively. "Aren't you pleastxsee me too?"

"Of course | am." Stephanie held out her hand,heuignored it and
pulled her into his arms.

"Robert, not here!" she protested. "Everyone can Besides, | want
to talk to you first."

"And | want to kiss you first. It's a long timense I've seen you." He
kissed her gently on the mouth and stepped baddw"fbu can go
ahead and talk - I don't mind."

Stephanie sighed and hoped that he wouldn't bditboult when he
heard what she had to say. "Let's go and havefaectfefore we go
along to the hotel. There's - there's somethingritwo tell you."

"You sound very mysterious!" Felicity remarked & @nd Robert
followed her to the airport bar.

"It's rather a long story,” said Stephanie as slved them across &
small marble-topped table. "But I'd like to giveuythe outline now."



Briefly she told them how she had first met Johrofyhis interest in
the Maroc Collection, the way she had caught hieaking into the
Castelo grounds and the lie he had told to savediim

"When he admitted he was a detective," she saidad completely
bowled over. | had never imagined anything like/tha

"But what was he looking for in the Castelo groutidselicity asked.

"l don't know," Stephanie lied. "l suppose he wakbiving some clue
he'd got hold of, but he didn't tell me what it wAsyway, | had to
back him up when he pretended that he had comes&t me there,
otherwise Carlos would have been furious."

"Carlos?" Robert raised his eyebrows.
Stephanie flushed. "It's easier than 'the Condda®ec."

Felicity laughed. "Shorter anyway! But I'm dyirggknow more about
this mysterious detective and the stolen jewel? loeking for."

"l don't know any more than I've told you," Stepieannsisted. "All |
know is that I've promised to help him by pretegdine's my
boy-friend. So | don't want you two to put your foo it when you
meet Carlos."

"It seems to me you're likely to land yourselfrouble," Robert put in.
"l don't know that I care for this set-up at all.”

"l don't care for it much myself," Stephanie agre@&ut | don't feel |
can let Johnny down - after all, we're both Engpslople in a foreign
country."

"What's he like?" Felicity asked.



"You'll be meeting him soon. I've fixed up for ytustay at the same
inn in Gntra. Oh, and there's just one other thing She swallowed,
and avoiding Robert's eyes, looked at her sistelo 'hope you don't
mind, darling, but I told the Conde that you and &t were engaged.”
- Felicity caught her breath, but it was Robert \v@ahewered, his voice
indignant. "What on earth did you want to do adhike that for?"

"Because of Carlos. If he thought you had come&rse,he wouldn't
believe that | was in love with Johnny. And therdheonder what
Johnny was doing hanging about the Castelo groungsuldn't take
him long to put two and two together after thaté@anie sighed and
wished her sister and Robert had never decidednteedo Portugal.
“I'm sorry to implicate you two like this," she nmowred. "But now
you're here you've simply got to back me up."

"We've got no choice,” Robert said grudgingly. "Bl not
pretending to like it."

Stephanie gave a sigh of relief and realizing itukdobe more
diplomatic to say nothing further for the 'momestgod up and led
them outside to the car.

Felicity admired the sleek green Lagonda and thartschauffeur
holding the door open for them, and though Rolqgreared to accept
it as a matter of course, he too was secretly isga@ During the
drive along the coast they chatted desultorily, &vdas nearly five
o'clock when they arrived at the inn, where Johwag waiting for
them.

\ After the introductions were made, Stephanie satgyl that they go
to their rooms and freshen up before coming dowa fdrink, and she
followed Felicity upstairs to her bedroom, exclaagin delight at the
brightly painted walls, polished wooden floor armbked rugs in vivid

red and green.



"I've never been in a hotel room here before. Is@ttractive?" She
turned to her sister, stopping abruptly as she thanexpression on
Felicity's face.

The girl was leaning against the bed, and catchergunawares, with
her face in repose, Stephanie noticed how thinpate she looked.

"Are you all right, darling?" she asked.

"Of course. Why?"

"You look so tired and you've got much thinner sihsaw you last."
Felicity forced a smile. "l expect I'm just tireein the journey."

Stephanie hesitated. "I'm sorry about letting yodor this intrigue.
Are you sure you don't mind pretending to be endag&obert while
you're there?"

"It won't make much difference ifdomind," Felicity said. "If I'd had
any idea of the real situation | would never haome."

"l didn't know myself till yesterday. If | could e the Castelo, |
would."

"Wouldyou?" Felicity asked.
Stephanie shrugged. "Dad needs the money."

For a long moment the two sisters stared at onthandhen Felicity
turned away with a sigh and running her hands tittdwer hair so that
the front stood up in short tendrils, gazed ouhefwindow.

Stephanie was consumed with sudden tenderness dorahd
tentatively put her hand on Felicity's arm. "I'mmrgpLissa,” she said.
"I don't want this to spoil your holiday."



"That's O.K. Forget it."
"And you really won't mind pretending to be in lovégh Robert?*

Felicity turned away from the window. "I won't mifidshe said
slowly. "I won't mind at all."

After Stephanie had had a drink with Felicity arabBrt, she left them
to unpack their cases and returned to the Castelo.

“I've got a lot of work to get on with," she expiad. "But I'll
telephone and let you know which evening you cameap for
dinner."

Driving away in the Lagonda she breathed a sigleladf. She had not
been looking forward to telling Robert and her esistthe
entanglements into which she had got herself tinatd gone off better
than she had hoped. If only Johnny would find sefues that would
take him to the other side of Europe, how happysidd be!

The car swung past the massive stone pillars andstgpped outside
the Castelo, she ran quickly up the steps to thesdnoHer head
lowered, she did not see the man coming down shélbumped into
him and he put out his hand to steady her.

"Hey!" he cried. "Where are you coming from in sachurry?"

"I'm sorry! She looked up into Miguel's face. "Hethere. | thought
you were still away."

"l got back an hour ago." He took her arm and walkéh her into the
drawing-room. "I'm flattered you should have naticay absence!
Especially as I've only been away three days."



"The Castelo is much quieter without you!"

He laughed. "I don't know whether to take that esrapliment or not.
But you haven't answered my question. Where aregoung from in
such a hurry?"

"Cintra. My sister and - and her fiance have jusvad from England.
They had a holiday due and decided to take it iriugal-it's cheap
here for English tourists, you know."

"A good thing too. It's time the South of Francedhaome
competition!" He let go her hands and reached Imsopocket for a
cigarette. "You're looking very pale, Stephanie atdrwrong with
you?"

"I've been working too hard, | think." Abruptly shlehanged the
subject. "Did you enjoy your trip?"

"l never like being away from home - and there'thimg enjoyable
about inspecting a sardine factory!" He grinnedit'at's the price of
owning one. The sardines earn us our bread anerbutt

"I don't believe that."

"Well, perhaps it's not strictly true." He lookeoveh at her. "It's good
to be here now that the Castelo is filled with l#auwvomen."

She smiled. "Only two!"

"That's enough for me. Carlos can occupy himseth danique and |
will concentrate on you."

Not feeling in the mood for any more flattery, gtepped past him,
pausing as Janique came into the room.

"Miguel! So you're home again."



He walked over and raised her hand to his lipsst"do seeyou,
amada."

"I'm sure you said exactly the same thing to Ste@ta

"Don't give away my secrets. | can see you knoviauevell." He put
his arm across her shoulder. "Tell me, how muchdomare you going
to stay with us?"

"Does that mean you want me to go?"
"It's not up tome.If it were, you could stay here for ever."

Janique laughed, throwing back her head so thawkiie column of
her throat swelled like the breast of a bird. '4thy here until I'm tired
- and that might be tomorrow or a hundred tomorcdwall depends
on—" She paused, and Miguel raised an eyebrow.

"On what?"
"That's a secret."

A shadow darkened the doorway, breaking the sunbdiaat danced
their motifs on the carpet. "What's al{ this talkoait secrets?" Carlos
said. "Surely you two women aren't . . ." His voicsgled away as he
saw Miguel. "So you're home again. | wondered wierwere going

to be honoured with the pleasure of your company.”

"l had business to attend to, dear brother. Yaotehe only one who
has to travel."

"l could endmytravels if you would englours."
Miguel smiled. "Think how dull that would be! | ges it this way."

"No doubt you do, but you always have been foolpdrd



Miguel stubbed out his cigarette in ah ash-trayouYorget, Carlos,
that our father was foolhardy, too, and | takeratfien."

"l don't think you're a bit like your father." Jgone came into the
conversation. "He was much more like Carlos than'yo

"In looks maybe, but in temperament I'm sure Canliisagree that he
Is not like my father at all."

Janique looked questioningly from one man to thbkeiotand
Stephanie, sensing the tension, moved towardsabe d

"Where are you going?"" Carlos asked.
"l have work to get on with."

"Work!" Carlos burst out. "Do you ever think of dhing else?" He
looked as if he were about to say more, but sediagique's
expression, contented himself with holding the dagen for
Stephanie. "l will talk to you later," he murmured.

"Is that an order?" she said softly.
"Carlos!" Janique interrupted them. "l want to tedkyou."

Instantly he moved back from the door and Stephameele her
escape. She was half-way up the stairs when hedchédr name and
she stopped, turning round hesitantly to see hiaméd in the
doorway.

"l am going to show Janique the Collection laterWould you like to
see it as well?"

Although she would dearly have liked to say yesnesamp of
perversity made her refuse, and as she shook hdr hes expression
hardened.



"You can't work all the time!"
"l know that. But I'm a little tired. | would praféo rest."

"Then rest for half an hour now! | have some bussite discuss with
my brother until then. By the time we are readyreet in thesalon
you will be feeling better."

Realizing it was impossible to refuse him agair, sbdded her head
and hurried upstairs. In the privacy of her roora stlaxed, trying to
puzzle out the reason for the brothers' mutual gami@m: that it

existed was obvious, not only from what they saitlib the way they

looked at each other.

Last night, before she had known Felicity was amgy she had
decided that her only course was to return to Emglas soon as
possible. Now Carlos himself had made that ouhefduestion, for
unless she stayed and completed the job he woulcet#he whole
commission.

Sighing, she stood up. Only when she left the Gasteuld she find
peace of mind. With all her heart she wished Johhag never
confided in her, for a confidence once given carenbe forgotten, in
the same way that suspicion once roused can newdorimant.

Although she had told Carlos that she was goinges$t, she found it
impossible to do so, and with pad and ruler in hamade her way to
the library. It was not until her hand was on tle@rdthat she heard
Carlos's voice raised in anger. Quickly she steppack as she
realized that the two brothers were quarrellingwHsiupid of her!
Carlos had said he was going to talk to Miguel ahd might have
known they would choose the library. Quickly shentugostairs again,
but their voices still echoed through the hall awtthout knowing
why, she felt herself trembling as she ran intostélen.



The sight of Janique brought her to an abrupt haking her realize
how untidy and unsophisticated she must look incléion dress, her
face flushed from her precipitate flight up tharsta

"Where's the fire?" Janique drawled. "Or have yad & quarrel with
somebody?"

"l never quarrel,” Stephanie said coldly.

"Of course. I'd forgotten that English people dveags cool, calm and
collected!"

Trying to ignore the undertone in Janique's rem&tephanie sat
down. Although wearing a plain tailored linen drab® girl was the
embodiment of sophistication, from the well-shodtfe the shining
black hair twisted into a chignon on the nape afdraceful neck. It
required little imagination to see her as die daate of the Castelo
and the mother of Carlos's children. The thouglbught with it a

moment of pain and Stephanie closed her eyes, mgpémem again as
she recognized the heavy tread that mounted the atad entered the
salon.

In silence Carlos took a key from his pocket, wdlkeross the room
and unlocked the large double doors at the far €hdging them
open, he stepped inside and Stephanie followechicat her breath at
the magnificence of the long gallery. Although noremthan twelve
feet wide it stretched for some thirty feet: themmuous narrow
windows curtained with dark gold velvet, the walieed with
embossed scarlet paper. Louis XV tables were radget either side
and under the glass tops lay the fabulous pieceth@fMaroc
Collection.

Under Carlos's direction they walked to the bottafrthe gallery and
began to retrace their footsteps, pausing at estdle to look at the
various pieces. Stephanie had never imagined tichtlseauty existed,



and she studied the intricate and delicate workimpnwith awe.

There was every jewel imaginable in the Collectibom jade to

chalcedony, pearl to blue-white diamond. There wenkets and
snuffboxes designed by Faberge, Renaissance swilell¢ry by

Castellani and Fonteroy, as well as many exampiegligious art

worked in enamel, the brilliant reds and greensrsgtersed with hard
bliie and milk-white.

Watching Carlos as he bent to pick up a diadenpen@ hand-beater
casket, she could see no emotion on his face, amdleved why the

owner of this fantastic array of beauty should kdgpsuch lack of

pleasure in it. Could it be a guilty conscience® Bhshed the thought
aside and turned with a welcoming smile as Migwehe into the

room.

"You don't know what a great honour this is," henaeked to
Stephanie. "My brother rarely opens this room. Beemyself | have
to beg the key." He sauntered over to a table acice@ up a small
enamelled umbrella handle of lapis lazuli embossgitlal gold. "I can
just see some elegant countess in the Russian Gowirig this to
match her favourite walking suit." He minced aldhg narrow aisle,
bowing first to the right and then to the left.

Stephanie could not help laughing at the impersonaif a tightly
corseted countess walking on the arm of a count teusting an
imaginary umbrella in her hand.

"Put it back, Miguel!" Carlos's voice rose acrdss laughter. "We've
seen enough for today."

"Already? Have you shown Stephanie the emeralds?"

"No, | haven't."



"But my dear brother, why ever not! They are theasa&olour as her
dyes. If you would like to wait a minute, Stephanie

"Miguel!" Carlos clamped his hand over his brothéaice. The gesture
was so rough that the younger man sprawled backsidhe table, his
skin chalk white against Carlos's dark hand, stitssed over his
mouth. For a long moment the two men looked at edbbr, then
Carlos stepped back and Miguel took out a handksrdlom his
breast pocket and slowly wiped his face.

"You should be more careful, brother. One day ybe'lsorry for your
impetuosity."

Tight-lipped with anger, Stephanie stepped forwdakd.love to see
the emeralds, Miguel," she said defiantly. Buti¢ $iad expected him
to show gratitude for her support, she was disajedi As his colour
returned, his nonchalance returned with it andhinegged and smiled.

"Another time, my dear. There will be many more apnities."

In the embarrassed silence Carlos turned on hisaneestrode to the
door. Without a word they all filed out and, uncomébly aware of
the tension, Stephanie hurried ahead.

"Do not disappear!" Carlos called. "Janique angklgoing for a drive
and | want you to come with us."

"I'd rather not, thank you." Again she saw the #aaf anger in his
eyes, but knew that because Janique and Miguel wénethem, he
would control himself. Taking advantage of theireg@nce, she
thanked Carlos for showing her the Collection aeftd |

Along the corridor she sped, intent only on reaghire safety of her
room and remaining there until Carlos and Janigtiehe Castelo. Up
the short flight of steps she rah and along theomapassage that led



to her bedroom. Turning the corner, she ran filintio a pair of arms.
With a cry she tried to draw back, but they clodezisteel around her
and, powerless to move, she looked up into Cartlzsls face.

"So!" he said softly. "At last I've managed to getl alone. | know that
redheads are fiery-tempered, but I'd, rea you'd carry on the
vendetta so long."

"l don't know what you're talking about."

"Don't know? How much longer are you going to maitessuffer for
what | said this morning?"

"l don't know what you mean."

"Of course you do," he said angrily. "Do you war to grovel at your

feet?" He stared at her and when she did not replgighed. "l can see
that you do. Very well then, | will grovel. It imot something that
comes easily to me, you know."

"There's no need—" she began.

"But | want to apologize. | had no right to say wihalid. But the
knowledge that you wanted to leave the Casteloyethme so much
that | spokewithout weighing my words." He put his hands on h
shoulders. They were heavy, their warmth penetyatime thin
material of her dress. "You are free to go whenexmr want to,
Stephanie. | said what | did to you this morningdaese | didn't want
you to leave - not from a desire to hurt you, as yeemed to think."

"l didn't knowwhatto think," she admitted huskily. "This jojb, mean
so much to my father . . ."

"l know it does," he replied. "And I'd never refdies bill - whether
you went through, with the job or not."



She did not reply and he tilted her chin, forcireg to look at him. "I

can't make you out, Stephanie. At one moment yae fs so candid -
so open, and the next it is almost secretive, aglif are hiding

something from me." "I've nothing to hide."

"Not even your sudden friendship with Mr. Carlton?"

The moment he mentioned Johnny's name, Stephdnhitdecolour
leave her face and seeing it, Carlos dropped higldrdrom her
shoulder. "What does he mean to you?" he askedligar$ must
know what he means to you."

Desperately she longed to tell him the truth, lvaétneas she wished it,
she knew it was impossible to break her promiséotinny. "He's a
very good friend of mine."

"What exactly does that mean?"

She shrugged and before he could prevent her, guysdst him and
ran along the corridor to her room. Closing the rd@he leaned
against it and stared in front of her. "Oh, Callahe murmured
brokenly. "If only we had never met!"



CHAPTER SIX

STEPHANIE came down early for dinner that evening and emgetie

drawing-room, found the Condesa seated in the bagiked chair by
the window. She was surprised at this for normiéyold lady stayed
in her room until the last moment, when either Milgor Carlos

escorted her downstairs.

"It was so hot," the Condesa explained as Stepltame closer, "that
| took a stroll in the garden. Come and sit nextiiomy child, and we
can have a little chat.”

Stephanie did as she was told and the Condesadpigkéhe piece of
tapestry on which she was working. "What have yeenbdoing with

yourself today? If I'm not mistaken | believe | sgow go out in the car
this afternoon?"

"My sister and her fiance arrived from England;dnt/to the airport to
meet them."

"That must have been exciting for you. | hope yauehasked them
here for dinner tonight."

Stephanie was taken by surprise and sensing ialthiady smiled.

"But naturally you will want to have your sisterdaner fiance here to
visit you. | should imagine that is one of the m@asthey have come to
Portugal. They probably wanted to see how you ating on
amongst us barbaric foreigners."”

Stephanie grinned. "l wouldn't dare to agree withh pver that! But
my being here certainly gave them the incentiveoime."

"Therfyou must ring them up at once and invite tHfendinner."

Stephanie hesitated. "Tonight?"



"Of course."
"But what will Carlos—"

"I am issuing the invitation," the Condesa said dezig "Now run
along and telephone them. Dinner won't be servediother hour
and I'm sure they can be here well within that lime

Realizing the' futility of arguing with the autotia old woman,
Stephanie went into the hall and in a few momerts speaking to her
sister.

"But it's such short notice," Felicity complainéénd I'm not even
half ready."

"It won't take long to change," Stephanie placatetid a taxi can
bring you up here within twenty minutes. You'd bettome, Felicity,
the Portuguese code of etiquette is pretty stmckt Bdon't want to
offend the old girl."

"Very well. | must admit I'd like to see the Castahd its owner. I'll go
and tell Robert."

By the time Stephanie returned to the drawing-raoth the brothers
were already there and Carlos came forward withréd

"My mother has just told me we are having guestsliioner tonight."
Stephanie took the glass from him. "I hope youtdoimd."
"On the contrary. | am looking forward to meetihgmn."

"So am I," Miguel drawled. "If your sister is anytg like you she
must be a beauty."



Carlos turned away with compressed lips and to rconer
embarrassment Stephanie said quickly, "l do hopgwon't be late. |
don't want to keep you waiting."

"We're used to being kept waiting," Miguel intertegh again. "I've
never known a more unpunctual woman than Janique."

"Who's taking my name in vain?"

They turned to see Janique in the doorway. In ekldlaess that fitted
her figure like a sheath, she looked asglamorowmgdilm star and
equally aware of it. "I always set out with theemtion of being
punctual,” she explained, "but every time | do, etiimg goes
wrong." She came forward and, kissing the Condes#he cheek,
took a chair beside her. "l didn't realize it wadate though. | hope |
haven't kept you waiting longer than usual?"

“Tonight is one occasion when it doesn't mattegtl&> said. "We're
expecting some more guests to arrive."

"Oh really? Who?"
"Miss North's sister and her fiance."

"Indeed." Janique turned to Stephanie. "Is youtesianything like
you?"

"I don't think so. She isn't quite as tall as | ama has brown hair and
blue eyes."

"Brown hair and blue eyes," Janique repeated. "$banhds as if we
will have two English beauties in the Castelo #usning." \

The tone in which she spoke ensured that the rewauld not be
construed as a compliment and Stephanie was tigrthink of a
suitable retort when the door opened and her sist&Robert came in.



Felicity was wearing a cream dress Stephanie hasesm before; she
had left her glasses off and, with her face flustieth hurrying and

the excitement of seeing the Castelo, was lookimgsually pretty.

Robert too seemed more handsome than Stephaniesimasinbered

and she hurried forward to greet them, stoppingtsd®oa third figure

followed the other two into the room. Johnny Canrlt&tephanie

flushed with anger at his audacity and her fingefsed to slap the
grin Off his innocent-looking face.

Not daring to look at Carlos, she murmured intrdiuns, but in spite
of herself her eyes sought his face. He was glarirger in such anger
that she hastily tilrned away and lifted her glass her lips.
Unfortunately it was empty and Carlos seized thgoojpinity to come
over to her with the decanter.

"I wasn't aware Mr. Carlton was included in the itatton this
evening." His tone was quiet.

"I'd no idea he was going to come," she said nestyoul didn't ask
him."

"You don't expect me to believe that!"
"But it's true!"

"Don't lie!" he said harshly. "Even Mr. Carlton wdn't have the
impudence to come to dinner uninvited."

Furiously she looked him in the face. "I'm not usedbeing called a
liar, Conde. If you'd like me to—"

The rest of her words were drowned as the dinneg geverberated
through the hall, and immediately Carlos steppezk lzand proffered
his arm to his mother.



Slowly they filed across the hall to the dinings#n@and on the

threshold Stephanie glanced at her sister, amusdtleaawe on

Felicity's face as she looked at the long polistadde with its heavy
silver and glassware sparkling in the light of tall candles. The air
was scented with bowls of deep crimson roses whiahked their

places and as the women took their seats, seruétgme forward

and presented each one with a corsage of gardenias.

To begin with, conversation at the table was camstd, but as the
white wine was replaced by red, the tempo changeyliel was at his
most high-spirited and Janique, always at her Wwebktan audience,
responded to his banter. Robert engaged in aegpidbnversation
with Felicity, occasionally making a deferentialmak to the

Condesa, while Stephanie, still annoyed with Cartiefiantly set

herself out to be particularly attentive to Johnmho needed no
further encouragement to respond to her. Only Gasdd silent, a dark
look on his face as he answered all questions nytiabgally and

played with the stem of his wineglass.

The meal was a long one and by the time it was awerthey had
finished their coffee, it was nearly midnight. Edlf followed her

sister's glance to the ormolu clock that stoodhenrhantelshelf and
interpreting the movement correctly, touched Rabarm.

But Robert was talking to the Condesa, who wamtehim about the
places of interest to tourists in Portugal.

"I will be very pleased to lend you my car and dfewr any time you
wish," she said graciously.

"That's most kind of you," Robert said. "I may tak@ up on the
offer. I've heard Estoril is your most popular sgéasesort."

"And the smartest t00," the Condesa said. "It'y anl hour's journey
away."



Robert straightened in his chair and looked atl&efe. "What do you
say to going along there tonight? We could all piw® your car,
couldn't we, Johnny? It's been such a wonderfuhiegeit seems a
pity to break it up now."

"l couldn't agree more," Johnny replied, glancingStephanie for
approval.

Although Stephanie's main desire was to go to slebp was so
relieved at the thought of getting Johnny away frtben Castelo that
she would have agreed to anything, and she huupsthirs to fetch
her coat. When she came down again they were gatherthe hall
and to her dismay Carlos and Janique were with them

Seeing her expression, he smiled mockingly. "I hamedon't mind if
Janique and | join your party?"

"Of course not."

"I know we should have waited for an invitation,& lwent on
smoothly. "But | wasn't sure we'd get one!"

"You are very welcome to come," she said stifflyd anarched out the
door to Johnny's car.

The Mercedes, with Robert and Felicity in the baxakept ahead of
them, and alone with Johnny for the first time tnatning, Stephanie
turned on him furiously.

Before she could speak he held up his hand. "l kwbat you're going
to say, but | can't have a row with you while I'mvohg. Must
concentrate on the rogghu know."

"I'm afraid you'll have to concentrate on me aslwet all the rotten
things you've done, coming along here tonight \Wwasaorsg"



"I didn't like doing it," he conceded. "I know itipyou in an awkward
position."

"Awkward!" Her voice rose. "That's the biggest ursilatement of the
year; Carlos and the Condesa thought | invited wihout asking
them. It made me look an ill- mannered boor."

"Well, you've got my permission to tell them | gateshed."
"l did, don't worry! But Carlos wouldn't believe he

, "I'm sorry," he said again. "But you know how ionfant it is to me,
When Felicity and Robert said they were comingitoer | simply
couldn't miss the opportunity."

"It doesn't seem to have done you much good,"

"Yes, it has. It's got me on familiar terms witle thlarocs - and, who
knows, next time | might getl@ona fideinvitation!"

"Don't you believe it! Carlos is furious with yog avell as with me.
And | don't blame him."

"Well, it's done now and it's no good beefing at allethe evening.
You're supposed to be my girl-friend, remembenoli don't give a
better imitation of love's young dream, his higli anightiness will
think we're pulling® fast one on him about that.too

"Oh, Johnny, you're impossible!" In spite of hemgan Stephanie
could not help an unwilling smile at his impudentiesuppose 'l
have to forgive you, but don't ever do anything likagain."

"I promise." He took his hand from the wheel anelssed it over hers.
"You're a nice girl, Stephanie. One day | hopedable to elaborate
on/that." He peered through the window. "What ageswpposed to do
once we get to Estoril?"



"Knowing Carlos, I'd say he's probably got someghimmind."

She was proved right, for when they arrived atdbaside town, the
Mercedes turned left at the Palace Hotel and dupvéhe hill to the

Casino, a large white building set amidst treesldSavas evidently
well known, for the commissionaire bowed him inhaitit asking to

see his card and they followed him across the redibbred hall to

the gaming rooms.

It was crowded and hot, and people jostled eachrdth get to the
tables. There were far more men than women, ampdirsking of the
inevitable demimondaine,all of them wearing numerous goilc
bracelets and gold rings, as if this were a sigtheir profession.

Stephanie's eyes smarted in the smoky atmospherehan rubbed
them surreptitiously with her hand. Almost as ifwere a signal,
Carlos suggested they adjourn to the ballroom wheread booked a
table, and even though Janique protested that sisewanning and
wanted to go on playing, he obdurately refusedamain in the
gamingsalonany longer.

"Stay and play by all means," he said suavelyfdtt, I'm sure Mr.
Carlton will be delighted to remain here and lofteayou."

"I'd be honoured," Johnny replied promptly, and keith at Stephanie
as she walked past him.

The ballroom was equally crowded, but the windowesrlmoking the
terrace were wide open and a waiter led them srgeltable in the
corner.

Stephanie sat down and watched the couples oraigulished floor
beneath the magnificent chandeliers.

"Will you dance with me, Stephanie?"



She looked up to see Carlos's dark face close ro dred without a
word rose and followed him on to the floor. For arstant
nervousness' made her stumble, but as he placédrason her waist
, she gave herself up to the joy of being in himsarTheir steps
matched perfectly and she sighed and thought hossfol this
moment might have been if only things had beerecbfit between
them.

Hearing the sigh, Carlos pressed her closer, lduhdi speak. Their
bodies moved in perfect rhythm and Stephanie cldsZdeyes and
rested her forehead against his cheek. She heand nfurmur
something and felt the rhythm of his step changeitlwas not until a
breath of cool air on her cheek made her openyes that she found
he had guided her Out on to the balcony.

He turned and faced her, leaning his back agamesbalustrade. The
moonlight glimmered on her red hair, lighting thede so that they
formed a nimbus round her head. Her skin shone gqadethe soft
material of her dress clung to the delicate cuofdser body.

"You're so beautiful," he whispered, but althoughvoice was husky
with passion his lips were set in a tight, hare litivou've no right to
be so lovely and yet—"

"And yet what?" she demanded. '

Without answering he reached out and pulled heghlyuinto his
arms. Ignoring her struggles, he bent his head listmouth touched
hers. She tried to pull away, but he would notket go, forcing her
lips open with his seeming to draw the very strerfiggm her body.
His arms closed more tightly round her and he kisss eyes and her
hair, murmuring softly in Portuguese.

"Carlos, no!" she panted. "Leave me alone."



But still he took no notice and she went limp is hold. Instantly he
eased his grip, but as he did so, she pushed awmyhim and stepped
back, smoothing her hair with trembling fingersllipg at the bodice
of her dress where it had torn in her struggldsetdree.

"You - you had no right to do that," she whisper#ib right to insult
me."

"I'm sorry." His voice was so low that she coulddbahear it. "But if
ever a woman asked for it, you did."

"I don't know what you mean."

"Don't play the innocent with me! All the eveninguve tried to make
me jealous by flirting with your Mr. Carlton."

"I've no desire whatsoever to make you jealou"l&u. "There's no
point in pretending that I'm not friendly with Jatyn You know the
way we feel about each other and—"

"I know the way Mr. Carlton feels aboyhu But I'm not sure how you
feel abouthim - particularly after the way in which you kisseé .t

Afraid that if she answered she might give hergefy, she turned on
her heel and went back into the ballroom, threati@gway through
the tables to the cloakroom. It was only as shénpubag down on the
marble ledge and looked at herself in the mirrat #he saw Janique
combing her hair at the far end of the room. Thges met in the glass
and the French girl turned round.

"You're looking somewhat the worse for wear," strmarked. "What
have you been up to?"

Stephanie shrugged and Janique's voice grew shdr@esked you a
guestion, Miss North."



"And | chose not to answer it."

Janique's eyes narrowed until they were mereislhgr face. "So the
English crudeness is coming to the surface at lasbndered how
long it would be before you showed yourself in ytue colours."

Stephanie clenched her hands, but refused to Evdeimper. "You are
not my keeper," she said gently, "and | don't Hawell you what | do.
If you don't mind, I'd like you to leave me alone."

"It's not for meto leaveyou alone," Janique said through clenche
teeth. "It's for you to leave Carlos alone! Dohibk I'm not aware of

what you're up to. | know the game you're playiigaad the sooner
you leave the Castelo and go back to your own cguhe better it

will be for you. I'm an easy-going person, Miss thobut there's one
thing | won't tolerate - and that's other peopléipg their hands on
my property.”

For. the second time that evening Stephanie wasngoy to speak
and afraid that if she lost her temper she mightsdmething she
would regret, she swung round and ran from the rdonotside the

ballroom she paused to regain control of hersalfasishe went back
inside, saw with relief that Johnny was alone atttble. Felicity and

Robert were dancing and there was no sign of Carlos

She sat down in her chair and reached for a cigargtdon't want to
spoil your evening, Johnny, but I've had enougit lbére. Could you
take me home?"

Instantly he got to his feet. "Sure. What aboutdtiers?"
"They can go back in Carlos's car."

At that moment Robert and Felicity returned tottide and Stephanie
told her sister that she was returning to the Tastewant to get up



early and hurry on with some work," she said. "Thikfeel more free
to spend a few hours with you during the day."

"We might as well come back with you too." Robeits

Stephanie shook her head. "You came with Carlosjostd better
Return with him."

Robert looked as if he wanted to disagree, themgdle entreaty on
her face, shrugged. "Very well, old girl. But yondw what I'd rather
do, don't you?"

She squeezed his hand arid then preceded Johnoy tha casino to
the car.

As soon as Stephanie left the ballroom Felicityseena change in
Robert, and when they started to dance again ghéhkdeeling that
he was giving her his full attention for the fitshe that evening.

"Do you know you're a very good dancer?" he renthrés they
danced together. "I'd have thought you'd be toibitdd to do this sort
of thing."

"l could have said the same about you."

"Really?" He was surprised. "But I'm a very goodchas. Didn't
Stephanie tell you?™

"I never discuss you with Stephanie."
He grinned. "You needn't rub it in."
"Rub what in?" Felicity looked up.

"The fact that you couldn't care less about me."



She didn't reply and he pulled her a little closer.

"At least you're learning," he murmured into her. €ahe old Felicity
would have made some sharp come-back, but the mewkoows
when to maintain a discreet silence!"

It was nearly three o'clock before the Mercedes$tslia stop outside
the inn and, thanking Carlos for their lovely evepi Felicity and
Robert walked into the lobby.

"| feel as if I've been here for days," she yawriadd yet it isn't even
twenty-four hours yet."

"| feel the same," he agreed. "l suggest callniggt."

Together they walked upstairs and saying good nigttie corridor,
went to their respective rooms.

It did not take Felicity long to undress and, simgp on a

dressing-gown, she made her way sleepily to therdain. Returning
to her room, she switched on the light, and agigha large bat which
had flown through the window and settled on thepsinade flapped
blindly towards her. Terrified, she gave a piercamgiek and almost
before it died away the door was flung open andeRatished in.

"What on earth's the matter, Felicity?"

Speechlessly she waved her hand towards the bahermlirst out

laughing. Then, seeing she was really afraid, h&osgork to chase it

out the window, closing it firmly behind him whee had succeeded.
"There you are. It can't get in again."

She did not answer and, coming close, he saw shetillashaking. "l
tell you, it's all right. You needn't be afraid amgpre."

"I know I'm a fool," she whispered, "but | can'b¢hem."



"Poor little thing." Putting his arm round her, $teoked her hair and
murmured comforting words as if she were a child.

Weak with relief, Felicity leaned against him arad he felt her
slim-body and smelled the fragrance of her haiwas suddenly no
longer a little girl he was holding in his armst lauvoman - a young,
desirable woman. Without thinking his arms tighténeund her and,
raising her face, he kissed her warmly on the mouth

Felicity's eyes closed and her lips were pliantaurnils, but as memory
returned, and afraid .that her momentary respoadeglven away her
feelings for him, she drew back and smacked himpdpacross the
face.

White with anger, Robert glared down at her, thettipg out his

hands, pulled her roughly back into his arms. Time his kiss was
long and passionate and Felicity had no opportuaitdraw away.

Again and again he pressed his mouth on hersatraikt, exhausted,
he let her go.

"My God," he gasped. "l -I don't know what got intee. I'm sorry,
Felicity, | - I'll never do it again."

Turning her back on him she pressed a hand to leethm"You'd
better go," she said huskily. "And for God's saée'imention it in the
morning again."

Robert stared at the slim shoulders turned awaw finan and then
slowly walked to the door.

In his own room he sank down on the bed and stariednt of him. "
must have been crazy," he said aloud. "Why on ehdt have to go
and kiss her?" And for the first time he asked astjon to which he
did not know the answer.



CHAPTER SEVEN

STEPHANIE slept most of the way during her drive back to@aestelo
in Johnny's car and only opened her eyes as thegdted to a stop in
the curving driveway.

"I'm not going to ask you to invite me in for arkj" he said
humorously as he escorted her to the front dodghifik I've tried my
luck far enough for one night."

"You can say that again!" she agreed, and pressebidil.
"How come "you don't have a key?" Johnny asked.

"No one has keys to the Castelo. There are nigithmzen in the
grounds as well as the guard dogs and one of thiargs is always on
duty in the hall."

"That must make it rather like a prison," he remsatK'Doesn't it get
you down?"

"It would if | thought about it," she admitted, bit's amazing how
guickly one gets used to having people aroundcaltime."

"It makes my job even more difficult, of courseé' aid slowly. "The
Collection must be very well guarded. Even whewas on show in
Paris, Carlos brought his own private detectiveaghs a safeguard.’

“I'm not surprised. It's the most magnificent thing ever seen."

"Do you mean you've seen it?" Johnny seized her'afau never told
me! What was it like?"

"l could never describe it all to you, but | didbloput to see if there
was anything unusual.”



"I take it there wasn't?"

She nodded. "Even if there were, | don't think Iluldo have
remembered."

"Yes, you would," he said gravely. "If they'd gatldh of the sort of
things I'm looking for, you'd never forget them enmu saw them."

His words tinged her with fear and she said quicKlytold you [I'll
never play detective for you. I'm not cut out tosbgpy, Johnny."

He opened his mouth to say something, but the r@askior behind
them creaked open and thankfully Stephanie slipmiedthe house.

Up in her room she gazed through the window attbenlit garden
and watched the tail-light of Johnny's car disappesore turning
towards the bed. But she was too restless to siedplecided to go
downstairs again and get some magazines she had isethe

drawing-room.,

The room was in darkness when she entered it atdwtibothering
to switch on the light, she went over to the saldd where the books
lay. She was about to pick one up when a souredtrtiench windows
made her swing round and she saw Carlos steppingnmthe terrace.

"Who's there?" he said loudly.

"M-me - Stephanie," she stammered. "I was lookorgsbmething to
read. | don't feel like sleeping."”

"l. hope I'm not the cause of your insomnia?" Haedowards her and
she noticed how pale he was. "l owe you an apolstgphanie. | had
no right to behave the way | did to you tonight &fraid my . . ." he
hesitated and when he continued his voice was eard
expressionless, "I'm afraid my Latin temperamerttthe better of
me."



"Please don't talk about it any more."

"But | must. I've put you in an awkward positiom lyour employer,
but | would like you to know that no matter whappaned between
us, | won't let it affect your job here."

"I'm glad of that," she said and, turning awaykpit up the magazine.

He stepped close to her and she could feel histbvesrm on the nape
of her neck. "There's one more thing," he saidttyui&l would like
you to know that | will no longer bother you withwanted attentions.
| made a mistake in thinking there was an affiigtween us. It's
obvious to me that Mr. Carlton is more suited ta yloan | am."

With all her heart Stephanie wished she were foetelt him how
wrong he was. But to say this would mean explaifargmore than
she was at liberty to do. How could she tell hisxt thohnny suspectec
him of being a thief? She clenched her hands gulyiggainst the
magazine that the edge of the paper cut into har €larlos was not
guilty! Every moment she spent with him convinced &f that. If only
there was something she could say that would gimecbmfort.

"Don't look so worried," he murmured. "There's reed for you to
find a sop for my vanity. | realize it is impos&lbr a man and woman
of a different race to come together."

With difficulty she made herself answer. "You alwaynew that. |
remember you saying so to Miguel."

"I say many things to Miguel,” he replied harshlput | do not

necessarily believe them. Until tonight | thoughattif a love was
sufficiently strong it could overcome everythingea the barriers of
race and language.”

"And what - what made you change your mind?"



"Seeing your sister and her fiance together," he waarily. "They
seem to have so much in common - they laugh adahe jokes and
iInnuendoes." He took a cigarette from his casd, ihd snapped the
match between his fingers. "l can see that my nmogheght after all.
When | choose a wife she will have to be of my aeantry - or at
least of the Latin race."

Suddenly Stephanie could no longer bear the coatters and
murmuring an incoherent good night, slipped past hi

In her room again she flung herself on the bedtantd her head in
her arms. Carlos had told her as plainly as pasdiat Janique would
be a more suitable wife for him than she hersedt. what right did she
have to assume that even if he did not marry Janige would want
her instead? A few compliments and a few kissesildhoot be

regarded as a declaration of love. Passion maybegitainly nothing

more.

In the morning Stephanie went round all the upstaioms, checking
her work and making sure she had not missed ouhisgy The only
room left untouched was the library, but she wasctant to start work
on it, for when she did so she would be unablevtadameeting the
family, and at the moment she did pot feel capaiflemaking

conversation with anyone - particularly Carlos.

Even when lunchtime came she pleaded a headachesked for her
meal to be brought to her room. When it arrivedminghed it listlessly
about on her plate and wished that her work wenspteted and she
was able to leave the Castelo.

"I'm darned if I'll start on the library today," slsaid aloud."If | give
myself a few hours off I'm sure to feel better."

Without giving herself a chance to change her msmd went
downstairs to telephone her sister and arranggo town to the inn



for tea. Flinging a jacket over her shoulders, s#ieoff for the long
walk and was half-way down to the village when sighted Robert
walking towards her.

"Quite a steep climb,” he murmured, mopping hiswbrdd can see
now why they have such good brakes on their cars!"

Slowly she strolled along the lane and, walkinghisyside, Stephanie
felt as if she were home again. It gave her arfigadf contentment she
had not experienced since her arrival in Portugdl she wondered
whether, when she were back in England amongstrigweds and
atmosphere she knew, her love for Carlos wouldpgisar. Trying to
convince herself that it would, she became morbktdigearted and
Robert responded to her mood, teasing her gentdking her laugh
with unexpected jokes so that the rest of theikwads completed far
more quickly than she had realized.

Felicity and Johnny were seated at a table onefrade overlooking
the square. They seemed to be enjoying a priv&e together and
Stephanie watched in surprise as her sister pubdred on Johnny's
arm to emphasize a remark she had made. Suchuaegettamiliarity
with a man she had known a short time was stramge ireserved a
girl, and Stephanie wondered if her sister hacffalh love with the
young detective. But it was unlike Felicity to giner heart as quickly
as all that and Stephanie watched them, puzzlexiglainced at Robert
and noticed that he too was watching Felicity wah irritated,
half-anxious expression.

Tea over, the four of them moved farther back enténrace to sit in
the shade of the wall. Robert busied himself widtkdchairs and
Johnny, murmuring that he was out of cigarettesitwé to get some.

As soon as he was out of sight, Robert turned teifye "Don't you
think you're making a bit too much of a play foatlchap?"



Felicity flushed. "I don't know what you're talkiagpout."

"That surprises me." Disregarding the ominous gimther eyes,
Robert blundered on. "If | didn't know you so will have said you
were throwing yourself at him."

"Whose business is it if | am? | think | told yonoe before that
whatever | do is no concern of yours. In other wordobert, mind
your own business!"

Pushing back her chair, Felicity stalked into tliékehand Stephanie
was unable to suppress a smile at the look of amazeon Robert's
face.

"You asked for that," she said gently. "Felicitifee to ido as she
likes."

"But you saw yourself the way she was behaving."

"So what? There's no harm in a mild, flirtation.y&may, Johnny's a
nice person. If he and Felicitqd fall in love—" She broke off as
Johnny sauntered towards them, cigarettes in hand.

"How about a bit of sightseeing? We've been in1@iatl this time yet
we haven't seen the Palace."

"Good idea," Robert said over-hurriedly, and turriedStephanie.
"You'd better go and tell Felicity." "I've alreadgld her," Johnny
replied, "and she's gone to get her glasses."

Robert stood up and held out his hand to Stephdni¢hat case we
might as well walk ahead."

For the next hour they wandered through the Palsitelying the
beautiful pictures that lined the walls and theelgvantiques that
furnished the main rooms. Wandering along togetRahert and



Stephanie found themselves alone in a small amexrand she
touched her fingers admiringly down one of the hdeccurtains.

"How beautiful this must have been years ago,'nsaemured. "l wish
| could have seen it in all its glory."

Robert nodded, but his eyes were on her face. f¥dahé only glory
that | want to see. Oh, Stephanie ..." He caughhbled. "Stephanie,
when are you going to marry me?"

"Robert, don't." She tried to pull away from hirRléase don't ask me
again. | told you in England that I didn't love yeli

"I know, but | keep hoping you'll change your mihdarned you that
I'd go on proposing until you did."

"l wish you wouldn't. | don't love you and | neweitl."
"You seem pretty sure." .

"I am." She hesitated. "If | were going to falllove with you, I've had
plenty of opportunity. Maybe | know you too welldybe it's just fate
that—"

"Your fate is what you make it, Stephanie."
"Then maybe | don't want to make my fate with ydurs

The words came out more harshly than she had iateadd seeing
him change colour, she was instantly sorry for veilh@t had said. But it
was better to be truthful even if it hurt him, filere would only be
more hurt for him if he persisted in his belief tththey would
eventually marry.

“I'm sorry, Robert," she said gently. "But you deeswvhat | mean,
don't you?"



"I'd be blind if I didn't." He let her hand go.séem to make a mess o
everything | do. You and Felicity—"

"Don't take any notice of Felicity. She'll soondet what you said
today."

"It's not only today." He put his hands in his petskand looked at the
ground. "I'm afraid | had a bit of a row with hast night too."

"l can't see you pretending to be an engaged cdapleng,” she said
drily.

"Neither can I. But I'll certainly do my best tolgje you."

Relieved that the conversation was no longer paisdtephanie

glanced at her watch. "I think I'd better be gettrack to the Castelo.
| won't wait for the others to come along. I'll sEecan pick up a taxi

in the village."

Together they left the Palace and descended tep stene steps to the
square. A line of ancient taxi-cabs was parkedHsy fountain and

Robert put Stephanie into one, making her prontis¢ $he would

telephone him the following day. He watched urttié tcab swung

round the square and then disappeared up therstagphat led to the
hill before he strolled back to the inn.

He glanced at the terrace and into the loungethame was no sign of
Felicity and illogically annoyed, he decided totgdis room and read
until dinner. Turning a bend in the corridor, hevsgkelicity and
Johnny standing outside her room. She was laugindgas though to
stop her, Johnny bent his head and planted a kiseeomouth. She
gave a little push in protest, but by the way shatiaued to smile, it
was obvious she was not in the least bit disturbgdthe kiss.
Furiously angry, Robert pushed past them and slahh@door of his
room.



"What on earth's got into him?" Johnny exclaimdgaricy pushing
past us like that."

"Don't mind Robert," Felicity said carelessly. "Hdways was
moody."

"Maybe he's jealous of you."
"Jealous of me!" She tossed her head. "Fat charegadt of that.”

But later, as she lay cm the bed smoking a ciggretie wondered
whether Johnny could be right. Why should Robertchi he saw her
kissing another man? In London he had continualgéd her becaust
she had no boy-friends and even on their journdyhewe he had
jokingly remarked that he hoped she would meell ,adt@rk handsome
foreigner. But she had met a charming Englishmatead and it had
obviously annoyed him.

With a sudden lightening of spirits she decided thgood dose of
jealousy might not be a bad thing for him after all

She was still pondering on this when a maid entaretitold her she
was wanted on the telephone. Knowing it could @aystephanie, she
ran quickly downstairs.

"I'm sorry | couldn't wait to say good-bye to ydustafternoon," her
sister said, "but | had to get back to the Castelo.

"That's O.K. Johnny's a wonderful guide and wetde& Palace from
end to end!"

"Well, | hope you're not too tired to come and hauaner with me
tonight. | want to talk to you and I've arranged @is to dine alone.
Unless of course you don't want to leave Robert."



"It'll do him good to be by himself," Felicity remia@d cheerfully, and
rang off.

Stephanie put the receiver down at her end, aisaercptook on her
face. There was no doubt that Felicity was comiumigod her shell!

' The two girls ate their evening meal in the ditbreakfast- room
overlooking a wallegatio at the side of the Castelo. It was the fir
time they had been on their own since Felicity'szarin Portugal and

Stephanie found it a relief to be completely ndtura

"There's so much protocol here," she explainedt'thHeel as if I'm
walking on eggs all the time, as if something'sa\gdb explode."

"Maybe it's because you know Johnny's a detective."
"Possibly. It's put me in an awfully difficult pdisin."

"I don't see why. If Johnny's right then | hopedaéches the crooks,
and, if he's wrong * . ."

“I'm not worrying about what will happen if he'samg," Stephanie
retorted. "But if the Marocare guilty—" She pushed back her chai
and walked over to the window, staring out at tbevéring tubs that
half covered the mosaic-tiled floor. "I'm so mid#es Lissa," she burst
out. "lI've simply got to tell someone the way lIfée I'm in love with
Carlos!"

"What!" Felicity pushed back her own chair and redrover to her
sister's side. "Stephanie, you're not, you cat't be

"Well, I am. And it's no good you trying to talk no@t of it, because
I've tried to talk myself out of it and it doeshélp."



"It's just infatuation,” Felicity said. "He's hamse and very wealthy
and so different from all the other men we knowt theould almost
fall in love with him myself."

"It's not infatuation." Stephanie blinked her eyebold back the tears.
"l know he's good-looking and | know he's rich, bgjoes deeper than
that. When he comes into a room | feel as if I'meabnd when he
walks out | might just as well stop breathing. Ti®rso much about
him that | love - the way he talks, the way his dwworks, his outlook
on everything."

"But he's so different from us! You'd be crazy tarmg him without
giving yourself a chance to find out a bit more @bbim. Saying
Johnny's right—"

"I'm sure he's not. And anyway, you needn't lookveoried. | don't
stand a chance with Carlos. He's as good as toltefegyoing to marry
Janique."

"Then you've got to get away. I'm not going toyleti stay here and
pine for a man who's stupid enough to prefer tloatceited snob to
you. For goodness' sake get shot of the job andele@nce you're
away from the Castelo, Johnny can stew in his aweej He had no
right to drag you into his affairs. | don't carehié's the head of the
C.1.D. himself!"

"I've got to do the library before | go. If | latie job uncompleted I'd
be letting Dad down."

"He wouldn't mind if | explained—"

"You're not to! | don't want anyone to know the wafgel. Felicity,
promise me."



Felicity sighed. "Very well. But | don't like thelea of leaving you
alone here." She moved back to the table and sat dgain. "l can't
say I'll be sorry to get back home - either."

"But | thought you were enjoying yourself."

Felicity was silent for a moment, then gave a fdrlzeigh. "Since we
seem to be letting our hair down | might as welltkde job properly
and tell youmysecret." She looked down at her plate. "I'm irelasth
Robert. I've been in love with him for years."

Stephanie stared at her sister in amazement. "Wihuat 1've been not
to have realized it before! Oh, darling, it must&aeen awful for you.
When | think of the times | spoke about him, theade | went into. I'd

had no idea—"

"Don't worry about it. You'd be surprised how tougiot about the
whole thing. | wouldn't have told you even nowthbught there was a
chance of your marrying him, but | realize you newgl."

"l hope to heavehedoes! | tried to make it clear again this aftemto
Stephanie poured the coffee the maid had left small percolator.
"How would it be if | dropped a hint to Robert abdbe way you
feel?"

"I'd never forgive you if you did - never!"
"l was only trying to help."

Felicity putdown her cup abruptly. "I know you welait | couldn't
bear it."

"All right. | won't say a word."

As if by common consent the subject was changedttay chatted
desultorily until Felicity decided it was time tedve. The Condess



had left instructions for Manoel to run her backtiwe car and not
wishing to keep him up late, they said goodnightnsafter they
finished their dinner.

It was still too early to go to bed and Stephamiely her bedroom
window and looked out into the garden. She wasne to see Carlos
"and Janique drive away in the Mercedes and shaleved if they

were going to Estoril again. She visualized thenEnggirl sitting close

to him in the car, her hand resting on his kneseadrove. The thought
was anguish and she closed her eyes, feeling thefdaars on her
lips.

Footsteps echoed below her and, lifting her helael J@oked through

the window again. Miguel was strolling along therdee and as she
watched, he vaulted the balustrade and runninglyigiver the grass,
opened the door to a small sports car parked durapcof trees. A

moment later he too disappeared down the drive.

Chin on hands, she remained staring out of the eavinat the garden
shimmering sjlver in the moonlight. Sleep seemethéx away than it
hid ever been and sighing, she moved away and clbgecbsement.
Felicity was right: only when the Castelo was fahind her would she
find peace of mind, and the sooner the job was ¢eten the better.

She began to undress but suddenly stopped, stryck budden
thought; surely, rather than lying sleepless in, Iitedould be better to
start work on the library? Quickly she put on arpdihouse-shoes,
picked up her pad and ruler and went downstaire Abtuse was
hushed and most of the lights had been turnedeaing only a few
lamps placed at strategic intervals along the dorrand stair well.

She pushed open the library door and went in. Aglagnwas struck by
the beauty of the octagonal-shaped room and thge Ecove with its
alabaster figures. There was very little th"t sbel@¢ do here beyond
suggesting a slightly deeper colour scheme andapsrtine removal of



two bookcases on either side of the alcove. Thay ws heavy, she
thought, and wondered if it would be possible tddotwo smaller
niches in their place. She walked over to the acawd examined it.
As far as she could see, this side of the walt'n@wer than the rest o
the house, and she recollected that the late Cbadehad central
heating installed in the Castelo. Obviously thissae wall had been
broken for the purpose and no doubt the hot-waterspran through
its length and were buried beneath the floor.

Still musing on the possibilities, her eyes rangéahg a bookshelf,
coming to rest on a leather-tooled volume. Withquite knowing
why she picked it out and, opening it, was delightesee-it was the
history of the Castelo. The thick pages were hantgd and the
illustrations drawn delicately in ink and coloure@h paint that still
retained its luminosity. There was the drawing-rpaimost identical
to the present one, as well as the hall and the s&on.Only two
rooms were different: the long gallery which hact®rhoused the
family portraits, and the library, which had hadkshelves lining all
its walls. The alcove wall, as she had rightly assd on seeing it, was
of newer construction, and more than ever she wasigced that the
room would be improved by taking away even more tloé
bookshelves and adding further niches.

Methodically she measured the room, wondering heepdshe could
make the alcoves. One foot, two feet? Again shkepiaip the book
and leafed through the page8§ until she found tbteipa of the library

as it had once been. According to the scale markatie bottom

corner, the room was eighteen feet. She frownedt iifeant that the
false wall was nearly three feet in depth. Wondgnmy such a large
amount of space had been used to house a pipeothidtnot be more
than a foot in diameter, she checked the measutsragain. Perhaps
there was a defect in the foundation of the Castetbthe outer wall
had had to be reinforced? At all events, whatewsas, she must find
out. If Carlos were here he could tell her, buéeesr too impetuous to
wait, Stephanie began to search for it herselffahss she could tell



the wall was composed of heavy plywood and asagbeed against it,
it rang hollow. Curiosity stirred and she shiftezhe of the books.
They were easily removable except for a large bleather volume at
the bottom. She pulled sharply, but it was wedggut &and, annoyed
that she had resorted to such childish inquisiegsn she gave the
book an angry thump. It revolved to the side anth surprise she saw
a small knob on the wood behind. She ran her fiagamst it and felt
it click out of position. Slowly the complete sidé¢ the bookcase
shifted, and she peered through the narrow apediscéosed.

It was too dark to see and, taking a cigarettetdigifom her handbag,
she squeezed through. In the flickering glow shes# was standing
on the first step of a narrow stairway built betwé®e thickness of the
outer walls. Gingerly she climbed to the top anghftb herself facing a
timbered door. Half expecting it to be locked, simmed the handle,
surprised when it slid open noiselessly. The flamheher lighter
spluttered and died out. Muttering, she flickertedto life again. The
light was too dim for her to see, but she madeaawitch on the wall
and pressed it, drawing back with a gasp as aatrgisandelier blazed
on.

With amazement she moved further into the roormas$ obviously
built over part of the library, and although onbnge ten feet square,
held a large satin wood desk with inlaid mothepeé&rl. It was a
beautiful piece of furniture and she walked oved aan her finger
along the edge. The top of the table was loosdikad flap, lifted at
her touch and swung open. She bent forward ancgaeside. On a
bed of black velvet were set out some few dozeiclest winking
diamonds, a miniature portrait of a woman in aalme, a brooch of
gold decorated with cloisonne enamel in translugeeén and blue,
and a complete parure - necklace, earrings, brtaaelk tiara - of
square-cut emeralds and rose diamonds. She cldsedflap,
wondering why these particulpieceswere kept separate from the
others: there was no doubt in her mind that theyewsart of the



Collection. Even to her unknowledgeable eyes thieles here were
every bit as precious as those in the long gallery.

Still puzzled, she walked to the door, pausingdoklat a small
mother-of-pearl cabinet fixed to the wall. One loé tittle doors was
loose and as she walked past the motion of airltiesint open. She
put out her hand to close it and as she did sotlsawparkling jewel
inside. Carefully she opened the cabinet and saw ithwas the
repository for the most magnificent pearl she haer seen. Nearly
two inches long, it was shaped like a pear angbaltd its outline were
large multi-coloured diamonds, yellow, rose and ebihite.
Reverently she held the jewel in her hand. In figatithe pearl
glistened like satin, palest pink with a hint ofidydShe twisted it on
her palm, drinking in its strange, exotic beauty.

"A giant tear," she thought, and even as the warele formed, felt
horror seep through her. A tear! Of course, whyntiaghe realized it
before? In her palm she held the priceless Quéeras! The jewel
which all the police in Europe were seeking.



CHAPTER EIGHT

WITHOUT realizing how she got upstairs again, Stephaniendo
herself in her bedroom. Her one thought was toddhe Castelo, but
no matter how great the distance she put betweeselheand the
library, the knowledge of her discovery would remawith her

forever. So Johnny had been right after all! She iwano doubt that
the jewellery she had seen in the turret room waters This

explained Carlos's anger when he had returned dtmead and found
her in his home; why, when he had finally concettetiis mother's
wish to redecorate the Castelo, he had been adaaha@ehving the
library untouched.

Sinking on the bed, she wondered what had madechiange his
mind. Perhaps he had become over-confident anéveelino one
would ever learn his secret? Dry-eyed, she starednd her. The
heavy perfume of roses was wafted through the winolo the slight
breeze that rustled the edge of the leaves.

Carlos had so much: position, wealth and the i@adiof an ancient
lineage. It seemed incredible that he should Ineed. t

She did not know how long she remained on the betishe must
have dozed into an uneasy sleep, for when she agéia the sun was
streaming through the window. Heavy- eyed, she a@sput on a
fresh dress and still yawning, descended the dtaitise terrace. Her
throat was dry and the aroma of coffee came plélgdarher nostrils.
Making her way to the breakfast-table in the corake was surprised
to see the small, black-clad figure of the Condissady seated there
It was rare for the old lady to be seen beforeltinoe and Stephanie's
expression was not lost on her.

"In this hot weather | find it difficult to sleepthe Condesa explained
"Besides, there is an atmosphere about the Cdatelp that is strange
- almost as if something - something odd were atmbappen.”



"What sort of thing?" Stephanie asked the quest®nasually as she
could.

"l don't know." The old lady poured herself somé&®. "Perhaps it is
just my fancy. When we are old we get strange, wHhim

Silently Stephanie began her breakfast and it vedasuntil she had
almost finished that the Condesa spoke again.

"You're looking pale, my dear. | hope you don'tdfithe heat too
trying."

"l do a little. I'm not used to the sun in suclgladoses!"

"Well, your job here will soon be finished. My sarentioned to me
last night that you will be leaving in a week or"'so

"I'm leaving now." The words came out of their owglition, but as

soon as they were spoken Stephanie realized shgaowag to act on
them. Now that she knew the truth about the Maroothing would

induce her to stay. She closed her eyes, openigmg tgain as the
Condesa tapped her sack on the floor.

"You have certainly had too much sun. | have neeen you look so
pale."

“I'm all right," Stephanie said quickly. "It's jusjust that seeing my
sister has made me homesick."

"In that case you should go back with her at once."

Instinctively Stephanie felt it was no sympathyhat homesickness
that prompted the Condesa's remark. Yet what o#lzeson could there
be, unless the old lady knew what she had fourttienlibrary? She
looked into the wrinkled face, but there was najhiom be read in the
dark eyes that regarded her.



"I think perhaps you're right," she said slowlyeli€ity hadn't planned
to go home so soon, but | could go and stay atrthevith her. The
Conde wanted me to stay on here, but- it—"

"There is no need to worry. | will make your excai$ar you."

"Why don't you want me to tell him myself?" As soas she had
spoken Stephanie regretted the words. "I mean I—"

"I know what you mean. | merely think it best tlyati go without any
farewells."

"l don't understand you."

"Don't you?" The Condesa leaned back in her chailr @aced her
cane carefully over the arm. "You have made yolrssly likeable

while you have been here, and | have appreciatad gevoting your

evenings reading to me. | know there are very fawmsements here
for a young woman."

"I came on business, not for amusement!"

"l know you did. But you are young and pretty arat|@s is aware of
it."

The cup shook in Stephanie's hand and she placadhie small table
beside her. "You're talking in riddles, Condesad.ntiuch rather you
said exactly what's in your mind."

The old woman sighed. "It is difficult for me tdltgou, but I will try.

Carlos is a strange man. For years | have wantadidimarry, but
since my husband died he has become less andntesssted in
women. It is as if he wants to play a—" She hesitatin America |
think the expression is 'a lone hand'. And | doliketit. Carlos must
marry and have sons." She paused. "Janique ideaéwife for him.",



"I'm sure she is." Stephanie's voice trembled. "B flatter me if
you suppose | could come between them."

"l don't intend to flatter you. But | know my sondal have seen the
way he watches you."

"You're imagining things, Condesa."

"On the contrary. | know you haven't given him amcouragement,
but to a man like Carlos this is even more dangerAlways women
have run after him, but you, with your cool Engliglays, have
persistently ignored him. | think," added the Casaldrily, "that he
may well find the novelty irresistible."

Remembering the many times over the last few ddysnwshe had
longed to throw herself into his arms, Stephanwegabitter smile.

"It is not a joke," the old lady rebuked. "For yaawn happiness you
should go away."

"Is that your only reason?" Stephanie spoke sdttgave you no other
reason for wanting me to leave?"

The dark eyes did not waver. "That is my only reagkecause | am
thinking of Carlos's future.”

Stephanie did not reply. Everything the Condesadaad in this last
surprising half-hour could have a double implicatigVas she really
afraid that Carlos was falling in love with an Espivoman, or did she
fear that she had discovered, or was on the brirdiscovering, the
turret room? Either way the question must remaianswered, for
Stephanie knew that having said all she had inentiee Condesa
would say no more.

"You needn't worry." She got to her feet. "l intdadving as soon as |
can."



," ' am glad. There are some things worth more thaney."

"I know," Stephanie said quietly. "Peace of min@duYcan never buy
that."

Afraid that if she stayed any longer she would bahle to control her
tears, she hurried out and, eyes lowered, did e@tGarlos until he
was almost on top of her. She stopped so suddeatghe would have
fallen had he not put out his arms as a protection.

"You're always in a hurry. What's the rush thisetith

She murmured something and attempted to walk pasthe barred
her way.

"I've been looking for you." "What for?"

Dropping his arms from her shoulders, he reachdadsrpocket and
drew out a small piece of rose-coloured velvetithae found this in
Lisbon. She thought it might be suitable for onejief walls in the
main bedroom. Come, I'll show you."

"Can't it wait?"

"l would prefer that it didn't, unless you have sbhing else you wish
to do. You are seeing your sister, perhaps?"

"Not this morning. I'm meeting her later on."
"In that case you have no excuse."

Before she could find a suitable reply he walkedaahof her to the
east wing. Trembling, she followed him and, lookatdnis dark head,
the width of his shoulders, wished she were a omliniles away.



At the far end of the corridor he flung open doutid®rs leading into
the main bedroom of the Castelo. Ornately decoratgdd heavy
baroque furniture, it looked more suitable for asewm than a room in
which to sleep. The four-poster bed stood on g daférose-coloured
hangings draped either side from gilt poles, waibglt dressing-table
and recamier were ranged by the window, which viss laung with
the same, stiff rose material.

"What do you think "of it?" he asked.
"Not to my taste," she answered bluntly.

"Nor mine either. But the room occupies the besitmm. Come and
look at the view."

She followed him across the carpet and looked tyivabe window at
the sloping woodland. In the distance shimmered lthee sea,
merging with the sky. A large balcony opened o# thindows and
Carlos stepped oyt on to it.

"l thought of putting garden furniture here andredkfast-table, and
some plants, perhaps."

"You're going to use this room?"
"Of course. It's the bridal suite."

Flushing, she turned away. "I see. Then perhap38l yeume know
your suggestions."

"By all means." He held out the piece of rose-cddwelvet he had
shown her downstairs. "We thought of covering thalsvin this
material."



She took the velvet from him and walked back ife bedroom. "I
wouldn't like it," she said slowly. "Velvet is tdwavy for a bedroom -
too stuffy. But then | like plenty of fresh air."

One black eyebrow lowered as Carlos looked at'theton't follow
your reasoning. What has a wall to do with fresi"ai

"Velvet collects the dust,” she replied. "Wallpapesuld be much
better."

"Ah. Now | understand."

"But that's only my opinion. This is your room -wibhave to sleep in
it." She stopped, colouring slightly.

"There's no need to be embarrassed. It doesn'ehappbe my room
yet."

"It will be when you're married." As soon as therdewere out she
regretted them and turned away to examine the'widil more care
than warranted.

"Of course | will use it when I'm married,” he sadftly. "All the
Maroc heirs are born here." He closed the windawgsraoved to the
centre of the room. "If you don't recommend theveelwe will have to
think of something else."

"Please don't take my opinion," she said quickijou' should ask
Janique."

"I have asked you," he said quietly.
"l don't see why."

"Don't you?" As if her remark had inflamed him,liv&lged the space
between them and tilted her head so that she catlavoid looking at



him. His hands were rough and strong, and she cmildhove away.
"Look at me, Stephanie."

Knowing it was useless to disobey him, she raiseddyes to his.
They were dark and serious, so close that she ca@der reflection
in their pupils.

"Why do you persist in baiting me?" he said husKilye never met a
girl who has treated me the way you do."*

"Perhaps that is my attraction!"

"Don't talk in that fashion. It doesn't suit youlte sarcastic."

"l never pretend to be what I'm not."

"But you are a woman, and a woman should know vibeive in."
"l would never give in to you, Carlos."

"You have made that plain enough." His voice gransh. "What is
the matter with you, Stephanie? From the momenhetd knew there
was an affinity between us. What has changed yely{#

"After our conversation last night you've no ridbttalk to me like
that."

"Forget what | said to you last night. When | angmgnl will say
anything that comes into my head. But when | amyais@am you |
want you so desperately that—"

"Don't! | can't bear it!" She tried to pull away him, but his grip
tightened.

"Don't! Don't!" he grated. "That's all you can $ayne. You are afraid
of passion, Stephanie, afraid of allowing yourselove."



“I'm not afraid!" she denied hotly. "But | don't mtayou. Can | make it
plainer than that?"

"No, you can't.”

Before she could stop him he pulled her into himisarhis body
straining, close and his mouth on hers vibrant vd#sire. For a
moment she struggled against him and then, reglitiwas useless,
remained passive. Again and again he kissed herirargpite of
herself, her pulses raced, the blood coursing tirdwer veins ever
more quickly and she felt herself responding to.H#tar hands came
up and clasped his head, stroking the dark haanlmstant he was no
longer in command of himself, no longer the arragaaster of the
Castelo but a man with a pliant woman in his armaoman that he
wanted.

Afraid of the passion she had evoked, she staststiuggle again, but
the gesture only inflamed him further and his mgutéssed heavier
on hers.

"Carlos, don't! Let me go!" With a desperate effele pushed him
away and before he could stop her, twisted fromamss and ran out
of the room. She sped down the corridor and usthies to the safety
of her own bedroom. Locking the door, she sank dowthe bed and
rested her burning face in her hands. For a londevehe remained
immobile, then, standing up, walked over to thessigy-table and
looked at her reflection in the mirror. Her moutlasarbruised with
Carlos's kisses, her eyes starry ~6d brilliant witkhed tears.

"Oh God!" she cried. "What's going to happen to ile®e him, | love
him."

She sank down on the dressing-stool and closedyss:. How could
one love and despise at the same time? Her angards Carlos rose
sharply. His mother had said he was betrothed togua and



yesterday he himself had practically confirmedét, he was still not
averse to making love to another woman. Perhajsnban like him
conguest was of primary importance? She remembalieshe had
read of the Latin men: their impetuosity, theirard their ability to
make love without loving. Lifting her head, sherethat her reflection
again in the mirror and tried to divorce Carlosnirbis background,
tried not to see him as a Portuguese aristocrdt aitnagnificent
home. But it was impossible: his background hadertach what he
was and what he was, she loved.

"But | can't love a thief!" she told herself. Inethurret room was
jewellery worth thousands and thousands of poyedsllery he had
bought knowing it had been stolen. "l can't loukiaf!" she repeated.
"l must get away before he finds out that | know."

A longing to confide in someone was so strong inthat she decided
to go down to the village to talk to her sisterwAlys with Stephanie to
think was to act, and before she could give heeseliance to change
her mind, she was running down the drive.

The day was hot and sultry and she had only golfi@ naile when she
was streaming with perspiration, her hair damp @adk against her
forehead. Her quick steps grew slower, her moodenti@spondent
until finally she sank on to a boulder in the roagwo rest.

A motor-car chugged up the hill and she looked mgzognizing
Johnny. As he drew level with her he stopped aedistiked over and
saw that her sister was sitting next to him. "

"l was on my way down to see you," Stephanie said.

"Hop in." Felicity opened the door of the car. "Whahe matter,
darling? You look as if you've seen a ghost."

"l - nothing. It's too much sun."



Johnny glanced at her through the driving-mirrdt's 'the first time
since you've been here that the sun's affected you.

“I'm not lying," Stephanie retorted, "or do | hawesay everything
twice before you believe me?"

"Not at all. I just wondered if you might have aatherreason for
looking so distraught." He slowed the car and. cgahround. "You
wouldn't have discovered Something at the Castaald you?"

"Of course not. I'd have told you if | had."

Johnny said no more, but his silence was signifieand Stephanie
knew he did not believe her. As though despairihguoy further

communication from her, he put his foot on the &e¢or and soon
drew up in front of the inn.

Together they walked into the hall and immediatljigure "rose
from an armchair and strode over to them.

"Hello, Robert—" Stephanie began, but stopped asdiked past her
to Felicity.

"Where the hell do you think you've been?" he detdedn
Slowly "Felicity looked up at him. "l beg your pam?"

"I asked you where the hell you've been?" "If ydikd to rephrase
your question in a civilized manner | might consideswering it," she
retorted, and turned a disdainful shoulder on him.

"Oh no, you don't, my girl!" He pulled her roundfaxe him.. "You
needn't think I'm going to be put off by heavy saro—"

"Will you please let go of me!" she demanded.



"Not until you've told me where you've been."
"Sightseeing with Johnny if you must know."

He dropped his hands from her shoulders. "Didotdur to you to tell
me what your plans were instead of leaving me ¢& kiy heels here
all the morning?"

“I'm not your keeper," Felicity retorted, "and went have to pretend
that we're lovebirds when we're on our own." Shiéetl upstairs and,
seizing the opportunity to be alone with her sist@éephanie followed.

As soon as the bedroom door closed behind themesloeinted what
had happened the night before: her restlessnessiebision to start
work immediately on the library and her subsequistovery of the
turret room with its stolen treasures.

Felicity listened in horror. "That settles it. Yoan't possibly stay at
the Castelo any longer. People like that are damnger you don't
know what might happen."

"I've already told the Condesa I'm leaving. Butah't go until I've
finished the library."

"For heavens sake stop considering the job! Its gafetyl'm worried
about."

"They won't do anything to me."

"l wish | were so sure. People who steal will staapothing. If they
think they might be discovered - and if everythyrmy said about the
jewels is true - there's a fortune at stake."

"But don't you see I've simply got to stay nowsFlirtold Carlos |
wouldn't and then | would. If I changed my mind iag&e's bound to
suspect something."



"l suppose so," Felicity said reluctantly. "But theught of you being
there . . ." She frowned. "Why don't you tell Joyf?ih

"l daren't. | couldn't bear it if he had Carlos—téghanie buried her
head in her hands. "I'm so miserable | don't kndwatvio do. By rights
| should tell Johnny what I've learned, but whem yave someone,
everything else is unimportant.”

"I know how you feel," Felicity said huskily. "Bthe fact still remains
that Carlos is a thief - and I'm not going bacEhgland and leave you
here. You've simply got to finish the whole jobtire next few days
and come back with me.

"Very well." Stephanie looked up, the room blurrthgough her tears.
"You've been wonderful about all this, Felicitycan't thank you
enough.”

"Don't be so silly. Thanks aren't necessary betveestars. Now wipe
your eyes and put on a smile - or else bulldog dghmight become
even more suspicious than he already is!"

Dressing for dinner that night Stephanie took gminhs with her

appearance. If all went well she would be leaviey€astelo in a few
days and with feminine perversity she wanted Cadasmember her
looking her best. The dress she chose was oneahédught on a
shopping trip in Lisbon. Of palest pink organzafloated round her
like a cloud, from which rose the curve of gleamsigulders and
graceful neck. She had never before worn pinkshatwas glad now
that she had listened to the advice of the salesamofior the subtle
colour was reflected in deeper tones by her Tiham. She looked

very young, her eyes large and "brilliant with elmotas she walked
through the mainsalon and down the wide sweeping stairs, h
footsteps echoing through the picture-lined room.



The drawing-room was empty, but from the terracaeecthe subdued
murmur of voices and the clink of ice in glasseslyG few shaded
lamps had been switched on and through the widedows
glimmered the starry Portuguese night. For a morabkatremained
Immobile and as she moved, the tall figure of a si@pped through
the open window.

It was Carlos, a Carlos she had never seen bét@evhite shirt front
was slashed by a wide blue ribbon bearing the msigf some noble
order, and a jewelled cross was pinned to the bidalsis evening
jacket.

He was the first to break the silence. "I'm sofyfiightened you this
afternoon, Stephanie. You must know | wouldn't hgot for the
world."

She half turned her head away. "You had no rigkige me.
"Must there be a right before a man takes a womduisi arms?"

Without answering she stepped back. Her skirt dsthe lamp
behind her and it toppled. With an exclamation &arkached out to
catch it before it fell and then held it aloft $@t it shed its light over
her as she stood in front of him.

"How beautiful you look," he said quietly. "But haeld you are - and
strange."

She laughed shortlyl'th not the one who's strange."

He continued to stare at her, his eyes grave, logtmset. "If my
behaviour appears odd at times, there is a reasoh Stephanie, |
must talk to you."

"You're always talking to me."



He shook his head. "Don't deliberately misundecstae,cara. You
know what | mean. | want to talk to you without qudling -
logically."”

Logically! The word pointed the way for her actiofitie only logical
course was to tell him that she knew he was a #ndfthen to leave
the Castelo. She clenched her hands.

"Stephanie, please, please come with me."
"No, Carlos. We've nothing to say to each other."

"But you can't go on being annoyed with me becalss my temper
the other night. I'm always losing my temper, and ynust forgive
me."

"l forgave you a long time ago, but | don't seet ttheere is any
necessity for us to talk to each other any more."

"You are still angry with me because of what | sadut Janique.”

"I don't give a damm about Janique!" Stephanie faidely. "For
God's sake, Carlos, you can't expect me to pretend care what you
do with your life!"

"Mae de Deuk His voice was full of fury. "How dare you talk me
like this? | have bowed down before you. | have bieth myself as a
Maroc has never before humbled himself to a woryiahyou have a
heart of stone. How can you stand there and pretenddon't know
what I'm trying to tell you? How can you go on thing at me the
things that you drove me into saying?"

"Carlos, stop it!"

"I won't. From the moment | saw your eyes blazihgha with anger,
and your red hair glowing like fire, | knew you \@ethe only woman



for me." He took her hands and pulled her closeudre my jewel,"
he whispered.Cara, cara."

"No! | don't want to hear any more!" Desperately siulled away
from him and ran on to the terrace, glad that thenging lanterns
suspended from the trees did not fully illumine faee.

Janique, resplendent in gold brocade, was defaintalking to the
Condesa in her inevitable black and standing tosie was Miguel,
sipping a glass of champagne, also in evening daessss his breast ¢
narrower ribbon with a smaller jewelled cross.

"You're only just in time for a drink, Stephani&é said, raising his
glass to her. "We're leaving for Lisbon in a fewnates."

"Lisbon?"

"Didn't you know? The Duque de Corbesco is givip@agy and we've
all been invited. | thought my mother had mentiontetb you this
afternoon."

“I'm afraid | forgot," the Condesa said, and even she spoke
Stephanie knew that she was lying and that thessomshad been a
deliberate one.

"Even if I'd known about it," Stephanie said quietl wouldn't have
been able to come."

"Why not?" Carlos spoke directly behind her andskeng round, her
filmy skirts brushing his leg.

"I have a headache. I felt it coming on all day."

His glance travelled from her shining hair to heldgsandals and back
again to her face. Steadil he looked into her dyieexpression telling
her as plainly as words that he did not believe .Bgcuse. Still in



silence he moved to the table and poured champagoecrystal
goblets.

"Atoast," he said, handing the glasses round th&duture - may it be
happier than the past.”

A thin breeze stirred the branches and the lanteweng, casting
pointed shadows on the terrace. Stephanie, staralihtjle apart,
watched the scene as if it were a tableau; thedavk men, the tiny
shrivelled Condesa and the glinting, golden Janique

They drank the toast and under cover of the germmaVersation
Carlos returned to Stephanie's side, half shieldergvith his body as
he spoke.

"You offered a poor excuse just now. You would hamgoyed
yourself at the party. The Duque is renowned fenth .

"No doubt he ist But being English, I'm afraid | wldn't fit into
Portuguese society."

"I'm the best judge of that. Arid Janique isn'tiiehy Portuguese either
- her father is French."

"Nevertheless, this is her sort of life. It isnhe"
"You are very blunt,"” he said coldly.

"Only because you have shown me that you don'trstated anything
other than plain speaking."

He said nothing and she clasped her hands togstheering slightly.
"I am leaving the Castelo in a few days, Carlosr&éhwill be no need
for me to stay any longer."



"You can't leave yet." His face was bleak, his eaity. "l give you
my promise that | will not bother you any more withwelcome
attentions."

"l tell you, I can't stay."
His eyes flashed. "Are you doubting my word?"
Before he could reply, Janique came towards them.

"We must be going, Carlos. Itis late." The gidked at Stephanie, hel
dark eyes mocking. "l can see you are dressedrigmfoccasion, Miss
North. Are you expecting someone?"

"NO-"

Janique shrugged and, having made her point, pubdoed through
Carlos's arm. Instantly he bent towards her, sw@gkin control of
himself.

"l am ready now, my dear," he said, and for th& fime in Stephanie’'s
presence lapsed into Portuguese.

Listening to the lilting language, Stephanie fetirmmthan ever alien
and moved across to the terrace to lean againbtlbstrade. Bleakly
she watched the family drive away and only when tdiklight of
Carlos's Mercedes and Miguel's sports car coulselea no more, did
she sink on to one of the hammocks and close lest 8ackwards and
forwards she swung, the only sound being the cngadd the springs
and the chirping of the cicadas. Her eyes closetigaadually the'
noises receded as she fell asleep.

She awoke with the feeling that she was no longreaand, sitting
up, her heart started to thump as she saw the &imhaired man
perched opposite her.



"Johnny! What are you doing here?"

"I came to talk to you." He grinned light-heartedbyut she sensed the
threat behind the words.

"l told you this afternoon that | had nothing ty sa
"l know you did, my dear, but | don't happen toidet you."

"l can't help that," she said sharply. "I'm leavihg Castelo very soon,
Johnny. You'll have to get your information withooe."

"Why the sudden haste to depart?" "There's notsutglen about it.
I've nearly finished my work." ¢

"Is that so? You didn't seem in any hurry beforatyh.” Johnny came
across and sat next to her. The hammock swung tieheaweight
and with one foot he pushed it back and forth. "¥@ilpboking very
glamorous, my dear. You should always wear pink."

"Thank you,' she said drily. "But compliments vg#it you nowhere."

His. laugh was sudden. "You're in a very sharp ntoadyht. | can see
your nerves are on edge." He took out a cigareitecarefully lit it,
flinging the match into a flower- filled urn besiden.

"You don't happen to have a pin, do you?" he saiversationally.
“I'm afraid not. Why?"

"Because you look as if you're sitting on one. Refay dear, and tell
me what you've discovered."

"1 haven't discovered anything."



Johnny stopped swinging the hammock and his shgdy tensed as
he hunched himself forward. "You're not telling the truth! The look
of fear when you opened your eyes and saw me wamtah of a
giveaway. You've found something and | want to kvavat it is."

"I haven't found anything | tell you - I'm not yospy!"
"Would you rather be an accomplice to a thief?"

"How dare you!" Her hand reached out to strike hihhe caught it in
mid-air, his grip hard as steel.

"Don't be silly," he said quietly. "I don't wantaéfend you, but neither
am | going to let you fob me off with a pack ofsli€l'his is a serious
business, Stephanie, and I'm convinced I've contédcend of my
search here. If you won't help me, I'm going to igetouch with
Interpol. They'll set the police in Lisbon on Mamotrack.”

"You can't do that! Carlos may be innocent."

"Then he won't have anything to worry about whensgarch the
Castelo." Johnny looked at her grimly. "If I'd tigb you were telling
me the truth a moment ago, I'd know now that youewé A child
would know you're hiding something." Stephanie nlod answer and
he heaved, a sigh. "Ah well," he said, drawing @cigarette, "with a
search warrant of my own | needn't rely on you. disappointed in
you, Stephanie, | thought you were on my side."

"l don't want to be on anybody's side, | tell ypaave me alone!"
"Very well, my dear, | will. I'll go now- but I'lbe back."

Vaulting over the balustrade he dropped on todlan| she heard the
pad of his footsteps and then there was silen@mbling, she got up
and leaned her elbows on the balustrade, tryitigné clearly. Within
hours, a day at most, Johnny would return withpibleee. Even if they



didn't believe him, once he laid all his evidene#obe them, and with
pressure from Interpol, they would have to seahsh Castelo. As
easily as she, had discovered the turret roome tvas no question but
that Johnny too would find it. He might look blaaad easy-going, but
she was in no doubt as to his capabilities andepdian.

She visualized the police climbing the narrow staind entering the
turret room. She could see them lifting the lidhod desk and opening
the small doors of the cabinet on the wall. "I téet'it happen!" she
thought. "l can't!" She paced the terrace, hettskuhirling in a pink
arc, her flying thoughts keeping pace with her step

Later that night, slumped exhaustedly in an armiahdier own room,

Stephanie heard the family return. Janique's vidomed up to her
above the heavier tones of Carlos and his laugép dad untroubled.
Her hands clenched at her side apd<she wondergdddhousandth
time why she should bother to protect him. How dowdu love a man
you despised? How indeed could you love a man yodiy knew?"

"It isn't love," she said to herself. "It's phydicdtraction. It's his
maleness and arrogance that appeal to me. Th€adalk is someone
| loathe."

She repeated these words to herself as she stdoer ipedroom door
and waited for the family tretire. Since hestay at the Castelo she ha
noticed that Miguelwas nearlyalways the last to go to his room
Apparently devoted tousic, he would lock himself in the library an
listea to gramophone records for hours, and there had be@y n
occasions when far into the night she had heardsthans of
Beethoven and Bach echoing along the gallery . glamagain there
was the sound of music, and she hurried downstE&es electric lights
had been switched off, but at widely spaced interam the walls
candles spluttered their final flickering light. & hall was nearly dark
as she tapped at the library door. There was neerand she tapped
again more loudly.



"Who is it?" Miguel called.
"It's me - Stephanie.”

Footsteps sounded and a key was turned in the Téekdoor opened
and Miguel stepped out. "I thought you were in bewdlg ago. Is
anything wrong?"

"I've got to talk to you."

"My dear girl," he said softly, "you're as paleaaghost." He put his
hand on her shoulder and she shivered. "You'rebiragt"

"Am [?" she said dully. "For the past-few hoursohtt know what I've
been doing."

Without answering he pulled her into the libranheTcurtains had
been drawn and the electric fire switched on tardnoff the evening
chill. Quickly he poured a brandy and handed héo. Gratefully she
sipped and after a moment stopped trembling.

"| feel better now, thanks."

"You look it, too. In fact I've never seen you Idokelier." She did not
answer and he smiled. "You don't like me complinmentyou,
perhaps?"

"l haven't time for compliments."”
"You had more time for me before my brother camé¢henscene.”
""Carlos has nothing to do with it."

"I'm afraid he has. That's why | stepped out ofggleture and left you
to him."



"l don't want to be left for anybody, thank youm hot a statue.”

He laughed. "I wish you were. Then | could place ym a pedestal
and look at you whenever | liked." His voice lowete a caress. "You
look as if you were made of pink alabaster. I'veenaseen such pearly
skin."

Exasperated, Stephanie stood up. The last thingggahted was to flirt
with Miguel. "Please be serious," she pleadede"fjot to talk to you
about something important. You're a member ofdnelly and ..." She
paused. "l don't know how to tell you this, butllknow all about the
library."

"Indeed? What do you know about it?"
She leaned forward. "I know about the turret room."

"Mae de Deus!'Miguel tensed in his chair. "So you've found tatye
you?" He put his hand in his pocket and slowly dtap."What are
you going to do?"

"I don't know. For the past two hours I've donéhirg but think about
it." She told him all that had happened since siekfound the turret
room and learned of Johnny's identity. "We must sdonething

Miguel," she finished urgently. "The police will bere in a few hours.
We've got to protect Carlos!"

A strange expression crossed Miguel's face anddiehis hand from
his pocket and placed it on her shoulder. "So yamtwo protect
Carlos?" he said softly. "That's extremely kindyoli, Stephanie. |
never realized until now how sympathetic you were."

"PleaM Miguel,” she said desperately. "We haven't time f
compliments. We must do somethingw."



"Of course. We'll have to empty the turret room &k the jewels
somewhere until the police have gone." He turndtéaloor. "I'll tell
Carlos."

"Is that wise?"

He turned round and looked at her. "That's a ga@stpn," he said at
last. "I'm not sure itvouldbe wise. If | could do it myself..."

"Why can't you?" she said eagerly. "You could hide stuff where
Carlos won't find it, and then afterwards you cowdtiirn it."

"Return it!" Anger distorted his expression. "Youshbe mad! Those
jewels can never be returned now - never, | tall.yo

"But they're stolen. Howanyou keep them?"

For a long moment Miguel did not answer, then hisutdders bowed
and he sank down on a chair. "I've got to protketfamily name,
Stephanie. Ever since | found Carlos was buying stolen jewellery
I've pleaded with him to stop. But he wouldn't €eerhe makes up his
mind nothing can make him alter it. But whatevendyene's still my
brother. He's still the Conde de Maroc." He loolkpdand even from a
distance Stephanie saw the glitter of moistureisrelges. "I've got to
protect Carlos and you must help me. Don't breativerd toanyone
about this."

"Do you think | could?" she said bitterly. "If Ilthd any sense I'd have
told Johnny already."

"You wouldn't dare!" He sprang up and caught hetevitly by the
arms. "You wouldn't dare, Stephanie!"

She closed her eyes to hide the sudden upruslarst t&o," she said
huskily. "Carlos's secret is safe with me."



"You don't know how relieved | am to hear you dagtt Now go to
your room. | promise I'll do what | can. Mr. Canitavill find nothing
incriminating when he arrives here."



CHAPTER NINE

STEPHANIE slept little that night and when she did her dreamere
filled with strange shadowy figures. As soon awdas daylight she
dressed and slipped down the stairs. In the cgbt bf morning she
wondered whether she had done the right thinglimgeMiguel of

Johnny's true identity. After all, he had told hgho he was in
confidence and she should have kept his secret.

'‘But | didn't want him to confide in me,' she ardueith herself. 'l
don't owe him any more loyalty than | owe - Carlos.

In any case, the matter was out of her hands ad thias nothing she
could do about it. Feeling that she must confideaomeone, she .wen
to the telephone and dialled the number of the inn.

Felicity had just finished dressing when she wdkeddo the phone
and with growing horror listened to Stephanie'sitat of the previous
day's events. When she learned her sister hadoskstiJohnny's
identity to Miguel de Maroc, she could contain leéfrao longer.

"You must be out of your mind!" she exclaimed. "Rgou realize the
danger you've put yourself in?"

"Don't be silly," Stephanie said angrily. "You'reakng a melodrama
of it."

"I'm not making it out any worse than it is. Foalien's sake pack your
things and come down here right away."

But Stephanie's only answer was to put down thenphand Felicity
shook her head and walked slowly back to her room.

Her first instinct was to confide in Robert andlizag it was no good
waiting till they were at breakfast - for almostteenly Johnny would
be there - she crossed the hall and tapped on Robeor.



Razor in hand, he turned round from the mirror s came in, and
listened with growing horror as Felicity repeatedaivher sister had
told her.

"l don't see why the future of the Marocs shouldabg concern of
hers," he said finally. "The man's a crook and deseto pay the
penalty."

"Stephanie loves Carlos," Felicity told him quietliyou can't expect
her to run away and leave him to face imprisonmient.

Robert tossed his towel into the basin and sankooa chair. "I
suspected it was something like this the momeaivthe two of them
together. The best thing she can do is to go lmEkgland as soon as
possible. Once she's home she'll forget all abmuoit'h

"I'm not so sure of that," Felicity replied slowiyt will take her a long
time to get over Carlos."

Robert picked up a hairbrush from the dressingetabhtl smoothed his
hair down. "Women forget. Nobody goes on beingirelfor ever."

"I wish | could agree with you." Tears muffled fegly's voice and
Robert swung round in surprise.

"My dear girl, whatever's the matter with you?"

She did not answer and clumsily he pulled her msoarms. But his
attempt at comfort only seemed to intensify herssob

"It's Johnny, isn't it?" he asked huskily. "I'msmry, my dear."

Marvelling that a man could be so blind, Felicitylpd away from his
arms. "I'm sorry to make such a fool of myselfelhever cried in front
of you before, Robert."



"Don't apologize," he said quietly. "It's the fitshe I've seen you so
human. As a matter of fact, it wasn't until we camPortugal that | . .

Hisvoicetrailed away and though Felicity looked at him éfly, he
said nothing further.

With a sigh she walked to the door. "I'm going twpe Stephanie
again and tell hg: she's got to come back withAisll go as soon as
we can get seats on the plane.”

"Il see about altering our reservation? right gweRobert came
across and looked down at her, his blunt face se@md troubled. "If
there's anything | can do to help >ou with Johnriy .

"No!" Not trusting herself to say any more, Felygiain out of the room
and Robert stared after her.

What an idiot Johnny Carlton was. Couldn't he skatva lovely girl
Felicity was? Swearing beneath his breath, heatigm his jacket and
went down to breakfast.

After her conversation with Felicity, Stephanie dmt feel like eating
any breakfast, but she wandered on to the terrat@elped herself to
some coffee. She had just poured a second cup Mitgrel appeared
and crossed the terrace towards her.

"I've been waiting to see you," she said rapidiave you managed to
empty the turret room yet?"

"No. Carlos stayed in the library for most of lagght and | did not
have any opportunity. But don't worry, everythingl we moved out
of there today."



With this promise Stephanie had to be contenthbutanxiety did not
abate and she wandered restlessly about the Casd@hg her best to
avoid Carlos, and every now and then peering thrdhg window to

see if Johnny had returned. It was not until eavigning that she saw
with relief Carlos and Janique drive away, and idiately she went
down to the library. But there was no sign of Migaed though she
waited in the hall, she did not see him until tleg sounded for
dinner.

The Condesa was already in the dining-room whemagihed and she
had to sit through the meal without the chance wbead alone with

him. He seemed his normal suave self and althohghrged to catch
his eyes in the hope of reading some reassuringagesn them, she
failed to do so.

At last dessert was finished and the Condesa ledwiy to the
drawing-room. Under cover of taking her coffee &ngon Miguel, she

was able to ask him if he had cleared the turretmioand was
dismayed when he shook his head. But she had mzeha question
him further, for he moved over to the settee ahaezt to his mother.

At ten o'clock the Condesa rose and retired todmn and as soon as
the door closed behind her, Stephanie turned tadlig

"Let me help you empty the room," she said urgeritiye've got no
time to lose."

"That won't be necessary," he replied. "This is sttnmg that I've got
to do alone. Now go to bed like a good girl andvéethe job to me."

Realizing the futility of arguing with him, Stephardid as she was
told, but she was too restless to go to bed andgonsly paced the
room. One hour went by, two hours, and althoughliynesopping
with fatigue, she could not settle down to sleep.



Suddenly she heard the sound of a motor purringgatioe drive and
running to the window, saw the Mercedes draw up @ados help

Janique out. They disappeared into the house aadhshrd their

footsteps on the stairs and then Carlos's deepevant Janique's
answering laugh.

Stephanie sat on the edge of the bed and restdérthdragainst one of
the posts. She would give them half an hour taeend then she
would go downstairs and see what Miguel was ddafge lowered her
head to the pillow and closed her eyes. How tired was, how
exhausted . . .

When she awoke again the pale light of dawn wasisgéhrough the
room and with a start she realized she had fatiém & deep sleep.
Angry with herself, she ran stealthily along thercior and down the
stairs to the library.

The room was deserted and her glance went to thle ¢ase covering
the secret door. Surely by now Miguel had hiddenj¢hvels! Holding
her lighter aloft, she climbed the turret stairgl @nessed the switch.
Momentarily dazzled by the bright light she steppadk and as she
did so, stumbled over a figure on the floor. A sonerose to her lips,
dying away as she recognized Miguel. He was lyindnis back, his
arms flung out, his eyes closed. She bent to lobseoollar.

Her glance flew to the open bureau and then to ¢di@net which
housed the Queen's Tear. Both pieces of furnitere wmpty!

Desperately she tried to bring Miguel back to camssness and was
about to go down to the library in search of bramtign he stirred and
opened his eyes.

"Where am 1?" he muttered thickly. "What happened?"



"You must have fainted," she answered. "Lie st d'll get some
water."

"No, I'm all right." He struggled to his feet anslaying, leaned
against the wall. "If only you'd come sooner," l@sged. "It's too late
now, Carlos came up and found me here."

"You don't mean he's taken the jewels?"

Miguel nodded, the movement of his head causing tbirsway. "I
tried to stop him; but. . ." He put his hand tojais. "It was hopeless.
He's much stronger than | am."

Anger welled in Stephanie. So Carlos had outwitteem after all!
How had he discovered his brother was going to tia&gewels away
from the turret room? She pondered the questichaselped Miguel
down the stairs and into the library, a frown stifl her face as she
poured some brandy from the-decanter.

"Drink this, then you'll feel better."

He took the glass and drained it. The alcohol binbaglour to his face
and after a moment he was able to talk again. 4 wursed bad luck
Carlos should take it into his head to come upéatirret room before
he went to bed. As soon as he saw me with theasg@itbe guessec
what | was doing " His expression grew ugly. 'fitld out where he's
put those jewels if it's the last thing | do."

"It could very easily be the last thing you'll do," a deep voice sa
behind them, and Stephanie swung round to seeadtching them.

His eyes travelled over her and she shrank bagktsli conscious
that beneath her silk dressing-gown she was weanirtiging but a
chiffon nightdress. The folds of amethyst matedaing to her soft



figure, revealing every curve, and nervously shicbled them closer,
pushing back the soft red hair that fell in disoreher shoulders.

"I never expected tgee you here, Stephanie,"” Carlos said quiet
"But as you seem to know all about our infamousectibn, perhaps

you'd be good enough to tell me with whom else gbare your

knowledge - apart from my brother Miguel?"

She flushed. "I haven't said a word to anyone. $niagoing to tell
Miguel either until | learned that Johnny—"

"Ah!" Carlos's hands were heavy on her shouldedshenswung her
around to face him. "So Mr. Carlton isn't the in@ictourist he would
have me believe! | should have guessed as much wfeemd him
skulking in the grounds. Exactly how does he come this?"

"He's a detective . .." In halting sentences Stejghtold him of her
discovery of the turret room and its priceless entd#, of Johnny
Carlton's identity and his warning that he wouldrewirning to the
Castelo with a search warrant.

"That's why | went to Miguel,” she concluded. "Hemised to help
you. After all, he's your brother and whatever yeal about each
other he wouldn't want you to be caught.”

"Caught!" Carlos spat out the word, his face sa ghht his eyes
blazed dark. "You've a very high opinion of me, éaiv you,

Stephanie? Last night you accused me of beingedilile. Today | am
a thief. If you—"

The rest of his words were drowned by the screébhnaixes and with
an exclamation he pulled aside the curtain andddathrough the
window. "It's Carlton," he said. "He's got some mgth him. You'd
better go into the dining-room, Miguel. You're io state to be seen by
the police."



Miguel staggered to his feet and in one stride dsanas by his side,
helping him from the room.

Almost immediately knocking reverberated throughhiall. The slow
footsteps of Dinis crossed the floor and heavysdakre drawn. The
door swung open and Johnny Carlton pushed his magtopping as
he saw Stephanie on the threshold of the library.

"l see you were expecting me," he said quietly.

"Naturally. You said you would be here." She tried smile. "
anticipated your bringing half the Lisbon policede."

"I have two men with me and more stationed in tloeigds, although |
hope it won't be necessary to call them. I've glstoa search warrant
which | intend to use."

"By all means," she replied. "But | can promise ygou won't find
anything in the Castelo."

Johnny's eyes narrowed. "The biggest mistake | enate was in
trying to enlist your aid. | never thought you'd oa me."

She turned scarlet. "That's a cruel thing to sajon't owe you any
more loyalty than - than | do Carlos."

"I shouldn't think a thief deserves any loyaltylats why | asked you
to help me."

She turned her back on him. "You have your seaatamt. You don't
need my helmow."

For a moment he remained undecided, then he walkedthe library.
"I might as well start here. I'm pretty sure thera'secret passage
somewhere in the Castelo." He looked at her keéftlyvould save
time if you could tell me where it is. Or would thze disloyal too?"



"Certainly not. I've no objection to showing you."

This was the last reply he expected and he watabatie walked over
to the bookcase and pressed the large, black volitheher hand.
The panel swung back and seeing the stairs behintdnny
disappeared inside.

Stephanie sat down and wished miserably that shhe médes away
from Portugal, that she had never come to the @asitel met Carlos.
Johnny had every right to be angry with her. By &etion she had
thwarted him at the very moment when he had beereaohis goal.
Aiding a thief? No fine words could disguise thetfa ears filled her
eyes and she sniffed miserably.

A sound at the door made her turn and Carlos caimbis glance
going to the open bookcase.

She answered his unspoken question. "Johnny's ituthet room with
a search warrant.”

"l see." He came over and sat down on the setteey Were close
together, yet separated’ by a force she did no¢rstehd. She longed
to talk to him, but words would not come out and slaited in silence,
relieved as she heard footsteps on the stairs @mthy came down.
His face was pale and angry, his mouth set in eondine.

"You've been very clever, Conde," he said, "but ymn't get the
better of me. | know you're the thief and I'll gilon you if it takes me
the rest of my life. I'd have got you this timetihadn't been foher!"

He flung a look of fury at Stephanie and, interoeptit, Carlos stood

up.

"You mustn't blame anyone, Mr. Carlton. You mustyohlame
yourself for not keeping your own counsel." He veallkover to the
desk and opening a silver cigarette-box, held it ®hen no one



accepted, he took a cigarette himself and litatheaction calm and
deliberate. "When | learned of your impending akily was forced

into precipitate action. You may look as long ag y@nt, but you will

never find the jewels. And because | know this Igomg to tell you

the truth. For a long time | have kept silent, oty there is nothing to
be gained by it. | don't blame you for being bittdr. Carlton. Neither
can | blame you for thinking me a thief. Howevéeere is something |
would like you to know."

"l don't want to hear," Johnny said furiously.

"I'm afraid you must. | won't keep you long." Thasas so much
command in his words that Johnny subsided. Onln tiid Carlos
speak, his voice so low that it was barely audibline still room.

“I'm not a thief," he began, "although | wish | tbalaim the same for
the rest of my family."

Speaking with difficulty, as if each word pausedhhpain, he told
them the story of the Maroc Collection and, listenio it, Stephanie
was amazed at the way the facts fell clearly intsitpn. The late
Conde de Maroc had stopped at nothing to acquie Wl wanted,
and his whole life had been devoted not only tddmg up the
Collection on view in the long gallery, but also ¢ollecting the
fabulous jewels he had hidden in the turret roommthiér Carlos nor
Miguel had known of their father's obsession uafier his death,
when he had left them a letter revealing the whmress of his
collection of stolen treasures.

"You will appreciate,” Carlos said, "that it wasleock to us when we
discovered that our father . . ." He paused. "l watermined that
every piece of stolen jewellery should be restot@dts original
owners, but unfortunately Miguel did not agree witd. Not only was
he determined to keep everything in the turret rdmumhe did his best
to add to it: That explains his trips abroad. Al@dme was on the track



of a new piece and sometimes he managed to beyatel could stop
him. It hasn't been an easy task for me, as youncagine."

"Why couldn't you have returned the jewellery te golice?" Johnny
asked. "That would have solved everything."

"It would also have brought disgrace to our nanmmeg that | am
determined never to do. So far | have sent halfsta# back to its
rightful owners, but | can assure you that eveeceiwill be returned
even if it takes the rest of my life to do,

it!"

He stopped speaking and the only sound in the naams the faint
ticking of the ormolu clock on the bureau. Stepbdiinked the tears
away, marvelling that she could ever have beeriisd &s to misjudge
Carlos.

"I don't know what to say," she whispered,

"There isnothingto say," he replied. "The very fact of your douftin
me tells me you don't know me as well as | know.Yyou

"But | know you." Johnny's sharp voice broke across thelsvas he
turned to Stephanie. "We two are the only people Wwiow the full
story. You've got to come to London with me and@oorate what |
tell my employers."

"l can't, Johnny!"

"You must. Although | know the jewels were hereyye the only one
who's actuallyseen them. Without you, they won't believe me."

"I can't, | tell you! You mustn't ask me. You wofiltd the jewels
again. | don't see how it will help if I come bagkh you."



"I will find them," Johnny said confidently, and looke@atlos. "You
don't think I'm going to let the matter rest hete you?"

"l know you won't," the Portuguese replied. "Bu¢ flewels will be

returned before you can find them again. Don't reawehard feelings
against Stephanie. As my wife it would , be implolesfor her to do as
you wish."

"Your wife!" Johnny exclaimed.
"Yes. Miss North and | became engaged yesterday."

Johnny got to his feet and the two men faced om¢han the dark
saturnine countenance of Carlos staring implacabiio the ascetic,
fair-skinned one. Stephanie held her breath andedaipraying
desperately that Johnny would let the matter rest.

"Even if | take your word that you'll return theyels," the Englishman
said slowly, "I've still got to make my reportive wasted two years of
my time on this case, Conde. You must appreciat@kes me bitter."

"I wish we could have met under other circumstayidéarlos said.
"Sodo l. As itis, you seem to have won."

Without another word Johnny turned on his heel amdoment later
Stephanie saw the car drive slowly out of sight.

Now that she was alone with Carlos she knew a sudddarrassment
and remained staring fixedly out of the window. 8leard him move

closer behind her and then felt his arms pullingdaek to rest against
him. For a moment she relaxed but, feeling thelioas warmth of his

body, she pulled away.

"Why did you say that? You had no right ..."



"l had every right. I love you, Stephanie.”
"You can't love me. You've never told me so before.
"Because | didn't want to frighten you."

"I don't believe you." She tried to move away frbim. "We've got to
talk first."

"We've all our lives in which to talk," he murmuré@e still and let
me love you."

"No," she said again, and pushed her hands adamshest. "Don't
make me fight you, Carlos. You're stronger tharameyou'll win, but
it will only be a physical battle."

"So," he said with a smile. "And you think that varnit satisfy me?"

"Not for long," she said shakily. "You wouldn't wanwife who hated
you."

The words stung him and he dropped his hands teides. "You're
right,” he said. "l would never take an unwillingpmean. But | don't
believe youare unwilling. That's why | announced our engagement
Mr. Carlton. It was the only way | could make hitogpestering you."

"But there was no need to be quite so gallant,"szhe coldly. "I'm
perfectly able to take care of myself."

"That's a great pity," he replied. "l was hopingiydet me do it for the
rest of our lives. | love you and | believe youdawie. So many things
| found inexplicable about your behaviour have rallen into place.

| can see why you were fighting me all the timeuXbought | was a
thief, didn't you?" She did not answer and he veent'That was the
only reason, wasn't it, Stephanie? If it hadn'tnbiee that you'd have
given in to me a long while ago. | know you love.ine



"I don't!" Once again Stephanie lied, for even tgjioghe knew Garlos
was innocent, she still believed they could havdutore together.
Every word that the Condesa had said had burrit its#elibly into
her brain. They were a man and woman of differa@ces with a
different background and tradition and they couller make a
successful marriage.

"Why are you lying to me?" he asked huskily. "Ewehen you

thought | was a thief you still did all you couldl help me. You even
lied to your own countryman." His eyes were dart amouldering. "I

can't believe you would do that unless you caredrfe. There's a
reason why you are still fighting me, Stephaniel Bm not going to
let you leave this room Until | know what it is. B@nest with me,
cara mia.We've seen too much of reality to be anything &lse.

Stephanie raised her head, and looking into theetface so near hel
own, knew it was impossible to lie any more. Subtge was a weak
and childish thing, a game indulged in -during ¢heefree months of
courtship; yet she and Carlos had had no courttup antagonism

they had crossed straight into love.

"You're right, Carlos," she said at last. "I dodoyou — almost from
the first moment we met. But | can't marry you."eShut her hand
against his chest to prevent him pulling her cldsi, you must let
me talk first, and | can't talk while you are holgime."

"Very well." He stepped away from her and sat damrthe edge of
the settee. "I am prepared to hear you out."

"We're too different,” she said haltingly, "and younce said that
people of different nationalities could never caogether."

"My dear, you're misquoting me. | said that onlgraat love could
surmount the barrier of different races. But | krtbatmylove is great
enough if yours can equal it."



"You think so at the moment, but you might not fisel same in a few
years' time. You want me because | am the first amorthat has
opposed you. All the others have fallen into yay.'l

A glint came into his eyes and he moved farthek lmgcthe settee and
crossed one leg over the other. He looked nonchatahat ease, yet
watching him, she sensed the hidden power, thertome that made
him so much the arrogant master of the Castelo.

"Are you suggesting,” he asked genially, "thatoliyhad fallen into
my lap, | would no longer have wanted you?"

"Yes."

He smiled ironically. "How little you know your manpara. | will
admit that | was attracted to you at first becayme were different
from other women. But | do not love you because fgught me but
because you are beautiful and intelligent witheagdeal of spirit and
courage. All these things will remain yours eveoutjh you become
submissive to my will."

She lifted her head, her eyes flashing. "I wouldendoe submissive to
you or any man!"

“In that case," he replied, getting to his feetg"will have to go on
fighting - but in a very nice way, of course."

"Carlos, you're making a joke of what I'm saying!"

"But naturally. You don't expect me to take youaasly? | love you,
Stephanie. When are you going to get that intour ywupid head? |
want to marry you. | wouldn't care if you come fr@mmbuctoo but |
intend to make you the mistress of the Castelo!"

Gently he pulled her into his arms and as his mdatind hers,
Stephanie knew that she had come home at last.adeissed her



many times before, but this was the first kissexfldred love. Stroking
the heavy eyebrows and the line of his arroganénsise knew she
never wanted to leave his side.

"Kiss me," he breathed. "Kiss me back, my red-hdditike devil!"

Stephanie raised her mouth, her lips parting aseti@onded to his
passion, her only desire to give him everything sbEsessed.

"Forgive me for interrupting you," a shrill voiceaid. "Is i this
charming exhibition put on for my benefit?"

Stephanie pulled away from Carlos's arms, colouunting to her
cheeks as she saw Janique. She felt Carlos sts@nhis face pale as
he moved towards the French girl.

"Janique my dear, I'm sorry you should have conanthseen us like
this."

“I'm sure you are." The voice was mocking. "It'gad thing | don't
object to a little flirtation." She turned to Stepire. "But now | feel
you've outstayed your welcomed It's time you rezdrto England,
Miss North."

"You don't understand,” Carlos said sharply. "Ssepd has promised
to become my wife."

Looking at Janique's pale face, Stephanie felt peeted sympathy.
With a supreme effort the girl pulled herself tdgat forcing a smile
to her lips as she held out her hand,

"l never realized the English were such fast w@Keshe murmured.
"Allow me to congratulate you." » Embarrassed atlihrely disguised
venom, Stephanie was reluctant to take the hardidwlto her, but
feeling it would be churlish to refuse, she did sajrmuring her
thanks- and moving closer to Carlos's side.



"It's been a shock to me too0," she said hesitai@igrlos - Carlos only
proposed a little while ago."

"So | gathered." Janique's eyes narrowed. "If idvkn his affections
were engaged elsewhere I'd have saved myselpd. tri

Marvelling at Janique's honesty, Stephanie knewhthd the positions
been reversed she would never have had the cotaragenit the truth.

As if sensing what Stephanie felt, Janique saudtever to the settee
and, taking out a handkerchief, delicately wipeddyes.

"Your mother is anxious to see you, Carlos. Thakig | came down.
She wanted to know why there were so many meneigtbunds."

"A visit from the police," Carlos replied. "A roae check-up you
understand.”

"I understand perfectly,” Janique said sweetly, added nothing
further until Carlos, with a glance of apology de@hanie, left the
room.

The moment the women were alone Janique's expressianged
from meekness to one of hatred. "Carlos is a vleyet man," she
drawled. "He's got engaged to you just in time."

"l don't understand you."

"Don't you? Surely you know it was the only wayhsa of keeping
you quiet."

Stephanie clenched her hands in anger. "I'd ratherdidn't say any
more. | know my engagement was a shock to youCawkos and |
love each other."

“I'm sure you do. At least I'm sure”oa Idwen." The sloe eyes lifted.
"Why do you think | came to the Castelo, Miss N@rBecause of the



scenery or because | wanted to see the Condesahd because of
Carlos and you know it as well as | do. He lovedame he would have
married me if you hadn't discovered the turret réom

Stephanie caught her breath. "How do you know? Wibyou about
it?"

"Like you, | learned of it by accident, but unlilgeu, | didn't blurt it
out to anyone." She paused and admired one lomfes@agernail.
"There's one thing you should know, Miss North,|@arealized he
could trust me to be quiet, but he isn't so ceméiyou. That's why he
asked you to marry him." She paused. "As for nvallwait until he
comes to me. Anlle willcome. You haven't a hope of keeping a m
like Carlos happy for long. You're too cold, toseeved to give him
all he needs." She laughed delicately. "Besidasrggiot married yet.
As soon as Carlos has returned the rest of therstalllection he won't
have any need to placate you. That is when hdllyieu the
engagement has been a mistake."

"You're lying!" Stephanie burst out.

Janique shrugged. "You must think as you like ditty telling you the
truth for your own sake."

"l don't believe you. And | don't want to hear angre."

Fighting back the tears, she ran from the roBuot although she put
distance between them it was impossible to pubbbéer mind all that
Janique had said. The story rang too true to beigsed as a
fabrication woven out of jealousy. Carlos's ann@ament of their
engagement had been too precipitate for her te\lthat it was
anything other than a spur of the moment decisfdre had loved her,
why had he asked Janique to stay at the Castelo?



Tears flowed down Stephanie's cheeks and weephedlung herself

on her bed and buried her head in the pillow. Véabl she had been
- what a gullible fool! The only reason Carlos lestked her to marry
him was to make sure she did not return to Londiin Johnny.

Gradually her sobs ceased and, wiping her eyessahap. Carlos
must be made to see that he did not have to buyldyaity by
marriage, that he did not have to pretend he Itvsdn order to keep
her silent until he returned all the jewels. Noteaivhat happened she
would never betray him, neVer do anything to hoethtame of Maroc.
Cynically she knew she was a fool, knew too thateoshe had given
her love she could never take it back. Time andadce might
separate her "from Carlos, but nothing would be &dblobliterate him
+from her heart.

Slowly she got to her feet and opened the" warddawe. Taking out
her dresses one by one, she laid them on the lkthesgan to fold
them, her tears marking the material as she pldeaEd carefully in
her case.

It was nearly lunchtime when Stephanie went dowrssggain. Now

that she had come to her decision her one desisetovéeave the
Castelo as quickly as possible. She would go torthe@nd wait there
until Robert was able too arrange reservationderptane. She could
not face the thought of seeing Carlos, of hearing grotest his love

when she knew he did not mean it. She would tigdwe without his

knowing: a short note telling him of her decisiorder promise that
she would never betray his secret would be-all et necessary.

On the terrace a buffet lunch was laid, and her'titbumped painfully
as she looked to see if the familiar figure werereh But the terrace
was deserted and she, sat on a hammock and idhygsivbackwards
and forwards.



Dinis came through the French windows, permittimgdelf a smile as
he saw her. "The Conde has been looking for genhorita.l sent
Luisa to your bedroom, but although she knockedyntanes she
could get no reply."

Stephanie flushed, remembering her determinationto open the
door to anyone. "I must have fallen asleep," sie lsaanely. "Was it
important?"

"The Conde was called away and he wanted to sebgfoue he left."
"How do you mean, called away?"
"For a couple of daysenhorita.lt was very sudden."

'It certainly was,' Stephanie thought to herselfl wondered what was
the reason for Carlos's departure. So her problamsslved after all:
by the time he came back she would be many milesyawhere was
no one to stop her leaving now. The Condesa anajukamwould
certainly raise no difficulty and neither would Migl. Grimly she
realized that they would all take her word that sloaild keep silent:
all except Carlos. If she had doubted him, so leaddubted her - his
proposal of marriage had been proof of that.

She stood up as she heard the tap-tap of the Caiadtick cross the
parquet floor and a moment later saw the frailckigowned figure
move on to the terrace.

"l didn't expect to see you here already," the @sadsaid graciously'.'
"The last few days you've been working so hard sweetalways had to
send word for you."

"I've finished my work now," Stephanie said. "l'eaVving for England
today."

"So suddenly?"



"YeS."

"I am glad." The old lady held out a wrinkled haritt. would be
insincere of me if | were to say anything else, bknow you
understand what | mean."

"I understand very well," Stephanie said tonelesSBut: you've
nothing to fear from me. Either about the ..." $hesed. "About the
jewels or about Carlos."

Carefully the Condesa sat down. "So you know thaeteof the
Marocs? | suspected you did." The frail voice griamnt and a
lace-edged handkerchief touched the pale liphd$tbeen a burden |
have carried for most of my married life. When tpysband died |
thought his secret would die with him, but he watednined to
bequeath it to his sons. It was a bitter blow towhen | learned that
Miguel had inherited more than his father's nanwe.rfonths Carlos
and | pleaded with him, but when we realized it Wwapeless, Carlos
decided to fight back." The stick fell to the flcammd Stephanie bent tc
retrieve it. Green eyes looked into faded brownsaaad the Condesa
smiled. "It is difficult to fight silently, yet thas what Carlos did, and
now the battle is nearly won. In a few more momharything will be
returned.”

"Miguel may start collecting again." .

"No," the Condesa answered. "Carlos will see to. tHa will watch
him like a hawk."

"It's not fair," Stephanie said passionately. "Waipuld Carlos ruin
his own life because of . . ." She stopped. "tms"

"Don't be sorry, my dear. But in a family like owe do not take our
responsibilities lightly."



Stephanie mused on these words as Manoel drove tiee inn. Her

farewells had been made hurriedly: to the CondesBjnis and the

other servants. She had seen no sign of eitherdViguJanique and
had been glad of it. Even now she could not beliéa¢ her stormy
time at the Castelo had come to an end and thdtahactually left it

for ever. Peering through the back window of the she strained her
eyes for a last glimpse of it. "Good-bye," she whiged, and knew it
was good-bye to Carlos too.

'‘We do not take our responsibilities lightly,"' tiendesa had said, anc
had been speaking for Carlos as well; he had eeen Wwilling to
marry a girl he did not love in order to fulfil habligations, Stephanie
was glad she hid spoken to the Condesa this marfonghe knew
that the old lady would be able to convince hertsathe had nothing
to fear from her. Married to him or separated frbim, she would
never do anything to harm his name.

Resolutely she turned from the window. She musk koothe future
now and try to put the past behind her, whereldrimped.

From her bedroom window Felicity saw the Lagondek@a in the
square and ran out to meet her sister. "So yoafté Ehe glanced at
the luggage.

Stephanie nodded. "I've left. But don't ask me @qugstions, Lissa. |
was terribly wrong - terribly wrong. It wasn't Cas—"

"I know all about it," Felicity said quietly. "Johg came to see me
before he went back to London. | wish you couldéhgene on the
plane with him, Stephanie. I'm worried about yaystg here."

"You needn't be. The Marocs won't harm me. Carlasnas I'll never
tell a soul."



But Felicity still looked worried and, taking Stephe's arm, led her
on to the terrace where Robert was sitting at ke t&iephanie sensec
that her sister had already spoken to him, for bdyammenting that
she looked tired, he did not mention her precipittight from the
Castelo.

"l managed to get seats on the plane in the mofhiregsaid, "so by
this time tomorrow we'll be home again. And | shae' sorry either,"
he added, looking with distaste at his cup. "Thieseigners don't
know how to make a decent pot of tea."

"Oh, Robert!" Felicity laughed. "Portugal has otlieings to offer
besides tea. You don't travel for things you canjgst as well at
home. You really are insular!"

"Me, insular? What nonsense you talk."

Looking from one to the other, Stephanie detecteaharadely quality

in their friendly bickering: almost like a young mad couple. She
sighed. Although at heart she was delighted thdteRowvas getting
over her, she could not help a slight pang at tieewkedge. She had
got so used to knowing he was there, a reliabtefathful' -whose

affections were as stable as his nature, that@ld oot help missing
them now that he appeared to be withdrawing them.

The phone rang inside the hotel and her heart.l&&rhaps it was
Carlos, returned sooner than he had anticipatading to find out

where she was. No sooner had the thought enterenihd than she
rejected it. She had finished with Carlos for eargal even if he did call
her, she would not speak to him. But when the reimutent by and
nobody appeared to ask her to the telephone, st kn illogical

sense of loss.

Felicity pushed her chair back from the table. "§joing up to pack.
What about you, Robert?"



"I've done mine."

"You're always so sensible!" She smiled at him amht into the
hotel.

Robert frowned. "Felicity's changed, you know."

"Do you think so?" With an effort Stephanie broudjetr thoughts
away from herself. "In what way?"

"She was always so quiet and sensible. Now she sseamch less
reserved - less circumspect. Why, if | didn't knloev so well, I'd say
she was mocking me!"

Stephanie laughed. "Does it matter if she does?"

"Of course not. Why should it? I—"-He broke off. téghanie...
Felicity asked me not to say anything to you aliatios, but | just
want to say one thing - you'll get over it. Pecglieays do in the end,
you know. And when that time comes | shall be waifior you."

"No, Robert! | don't want you to. | could never éoyou. Never! Why
don't you stop wasting your life and look for some@lse?"

"l shall never change."

Stephanie tried to check her irritation. "I used tkonk Felicity
wouldn't change either, but you said yourself ha¥ecdent she is. And
if she can alter, why can't you?"

"l don't see what Felicity's got to do with me."
"Don't you, Robert? You're a bit of a fool sometanaren't you?"

Before he could reply she pushed back her chaimaikled into the
inn and up to her sister's room.



Felicity was putting the last of her things into baitcase.

"There!" she announced triumphantly. "I've finishéee 'packing.
Why don't you lie down and have a rest, old thiivg® look tired."
She indicated a single bed over by the windowhlaadtnot been there
before and Stephanie sank down on it and slippkldenfshoes.

"l think | will have a sleep for a while -1 didn't have much ofst
during the night."

"Perhaps you'll have lunch in bed. I'll come ugidain and see how
you are."

Felicity tiptoed from the room and Stephanie laytwher eyes shut.
But try as she might she could not get Carlos deo thoughts and,
after twisting and tossing on the bed for ten mesushe gave it up as:
bad job and, bathing her face in cold water, satrdoy the window.

Robert was no longer at the table on the terradgagsently she saw
him and Felicity cross the garden together andpgisar through the
gate* Sighing, she got up and went slowly downstalf only
tomorrow were here and they were on the homewaadeplPerhaps
once she had left Portugal behind she would betalpet Carlos out
of her mind.

She was at the door when the receptionist calles hér.
"Miss-North, you are wanted."

Stephanie turned. If it were Carlos she would pa&ag to him! She
must not! If she heard his voice again she wouldkea. With a
singing heart, hardly knowing what she was doihg, walked slowly
to the telephone and lifted the receiver.

"Stephanie?"



Her heart leapt and then sank as she recognizedeVBgoice. "Yes,"
she said. "What do you want?"

"I must see you." His voice sounded excited. "Wl meet me?"
"l can't. I'm leaving in the morning."

"But I've got to talk to you. Be at the bottom bétroad that leads to
the Castelo in ten minutes. | promise | won't' keep long."

Stephanie hesitated. Miguel was the last persomvahéed to see, but
he sounded desperately anxious. Perhaps sometidhbappened to
Carlos?

"Please,Stephanie," he repeated. "You've got to come."
"Very well. But | won't stay if Carlos is with ydu.

"If Carlos were with me, | wouldn't—" He broke off!ll see you in
ten minutes then."

"Miguel, wait—" But it was too late; he had put dothe receiver.

Leaving the hotel, Stephanie walked slowly towardse
meeting-place. It was only five minutes away, bugd&l was already
there, the sun flashing on the shiny bonnet ofp@ts car.

He leaned over and opened the door for her. "Ybetter get in for a
minute. We can talk more easily in the car."

Reluctantly Stephanie did so and turned to lodkirat He was a very
different person from the immaculate, debonair ypuman she was
used to seeing. His clothes were creased, hisdg aiooked and a
lock of hair flopped over his forehead.

"What do you want?" she asked quietly.



Startled as she was by the fierce expression indark eyes, his
answer startled her even more. "l want to know whikee jewels are."

She stared at him in silence for a moment. "Cadok them."
"I know he did! That's why I'm asking you what hétse with them!"
"How should | know?"

He laughed harshly. "For the future-wife of the Geme Maroc, you
are singularly little in his confidence!"

Stephanie went white. "What do you know about that?

"l know what Janique told me. And | also know wiretde my gallant
brother propose to you - to make sure you didittd

"Be quiet!" Blindly she started to get out of thar,cbut before she
could do so, he pulled her roughly back into thet.se

"Oh no, you don't! You're not leaving until youtedd me what Carlos
has done with' the jewels."

"I tell you | don't know—"
"Very well then. If you refuse to talk | shall hateemake you."

Stephanie opened her mouth to scream, but herwedesdrowned in
the noise of the motor as Miguel started up thendrroared down the
road in a cloud of dust.

Returning from her stroll with Robert, Felicity weop to see if
Stephanie was awake. The room was empty and shteni@the hotel
lounge and then on to the terrace, but there wassgmoof her sister.



"I wonder where Stephanie's gone," she said to Rdlghe didn't tell
me she was going out."

"For a stroll, probably."
"I shouldn't think so. She said she was going $o uatil dinner."
"Don't worry about her. She'll be back presently."

Felicity frowned and picking up a magazine, sahideck-chair and
started to turn the pages..

Under cower of lighting a cigarette, Robert studied: her dark hair
fell in a curve over her cheek as she bent to dokbNaturally pale,
her skin had acquired a faint tan, intensifying tt@our of her
forget-me-not blue eyes. He frowned. How differeéme was from the
pale, sarcastic girl he had known in London. Shemsel to have
acquired a new poise, a more adult attitude to life

He glanced away quickly as Felicity, with an abmnmvement, flung
her magazine to the ground and got to her feed.ritt good, Robert,"
she said. "I'm worried. It's not like Stephanigytoff without telling
me. Those Marocs are dangerous people and I'ndaoanething has
happened to her."

Robert rubbed the side of his face. "I'll ask im tiotel if she left a
message. But I'm sure you're worrying for nothiNgither of the
Marocs are likely to risk their necks by doing &aym to Stephanie."

He went into the hotel and Felicity watched hincuaious expression
on her face. Even in her anxiety for her sistee glondered on
Robert's casual manner. A strange attitude for somenadly in love!
'‘Oh well," she thought. 'I'm probably being a faad she's just gone
for a walk. Robert's got more sense than | have.'



But when he came out on to the terrace again besvieas pale beneatr
his tan. "The receptionist said he took a phongaaher. It was from
a man and she went out immediately she had finitddkohg."

Felicity gasped. "l was sure it was something tikat! WWhere could
she have gone?"

"Perhaps she went back to the Castelo."”
"She wouldn't do that. She was only too glad toayedy."

Robert shrugged. "You can't tell with Stephaniee'Sko crazy about
Carlos, there's no knowing what she'll do. AndsbbViously gone to
meet him somewhere."

"We must do something, Robert. She may be in danger. Thc
Marocs—"

Robert nodded. "We'll go and see them. Come onjew& time to
lose."

It seemed an eternity to Felicity before the ariciaxi that they had
hired had chugged its way up the hill to the Casti@l pidgin English,
a few words of Portuguese and many gestures Rotaete the driver
understand that he was to wait for them, and tayetiey climbed the
steps to the Castelo and rang the bell.

The door was opened by Dinis.

"I would like to see the Conde de Maroc," Robeid.sa
"He is not at homesenhor."

"The other one, then -1 mean, Mr. Miguel de Maroc."

Dinis gestured with his arm. "I am sorgenhor but he is away too."



Robert hesitated and Felicity said, "Perhaps weldcaee the
Condesa?"

Dinis opened the door wider. "l will see for yoWait in here, please."

He showed them into the drawing-room and they waiteeasily until
the tapping of a stick heralded the Condesa's apprd&he paused in
the doorway and looked at them.

"Good afternoon," she said courteously. "What cda tor you?"
Felicity came towards her. "I wondered if my sist@re here?"
"But your sister left early this afternoon - immaigdily after lunch.”
"I know. She came to the inn, but now she's disapguk"

"Disappeared?" A puzzled frown came over the Cosiddace. "But
why should you think she is here?"

"She received a phone call,” Robert explained. thi#ek it was from
one of your sons, and immediately afterwards skethe inn and
hasn't returned yet. We are a little worried, yowlerstand, because
she had said she was not going out any more today."

The Condesa drew herself up. "If she has gone & mg son you
may be sure she will come to no harm. | really do see why you
have come here."

"We thought she might have come back to the Castigfohim."

"l can assure you that is not the case. | am docgnnot help you."
The Condesa inclined her head, the gesture indgas plainly as
words that the interview was over.



Realizing there was nothing more they could do hBbert and
Felicity left the Castelo and it was not until theavy front door had
swung shut behind them that they saw that thehadidisappeared.

"Oh, lord!" Robert groaned. "Now we'll have to wdlkck. Do you
feel up to it, Felicity?"

Listlessly she shrugged. "I couldn't care how favalked if only |
knew what had happened to Stephanie."

"I'm sure she's all right." He took her arm. "Yeu@etting in a state
about nothing. Come on now, let's go back andbétlyou we'll find

her at the inn when we get there - probably seagchigh and low for
us!"

He gave her arm a squeeze and she smiled at hatefgrfor his
reassurances. Arm in arm they set off. Felicitgisits had revived a
little and she was almost convinced that Robert ngt®t and they
would find Stephanie awaiting them when they gatkkba

Suddenly she stopped and pressed Robert's arnerilis
He stood still. "What is it? | can't hear anything.

"Listen," she said again, and in the silence thegrth voices raised.
Felicity dropped Robert's arm. "I'm sure it's Seaph! It's coming
from over there."

She pointed towards some bushes and together tbkg their way
through. The voices got louder and they found tledwes outside the
summer-house.

Running up the steps, Robert tried the door. It Weaked and he
banged it with his fist. No sound came from insidet Felicity was
more than ever convinced that someone was there.



"Stephanie!" she called. "Stephanie!"
There was a faint scuffling, but no one replied.
Robert tried the door again. "Are you sure you tieaices?"

"Positive," said Felicity, and rattled the handl&o on, Robert, break
it open.”

He hesitated and then shrugged. "Very well. If ameyoomplains, it's
just too damm bad."

He put his shoulder to the door and heaved. Nothagpened and he
tried again. Twice, three times, he pressed higyhteagainst the
wood. Slowly it splintered and with one final lunge broke it open
and almost fell into the room.

Stephanie was pushed against the wall and Miguslstanding over
her, his arm across her mouth, his face contoridtdrage as he saw
Robert and Felicity. Without a word Robert lungedogs the room
and Miguel, releasing Stephanie, rushed forwaltuttbim.

Silently the two men fought together, as first Rblweent crashing to
the floor and then Miguel. But the Portuguese wasmatch for the
tall, sturdy Englishman and with a sudden and ueetqa blow
Robert sent him reeling against : the wall andsling to the floor.
Winded, Miguel lay there, hatred blazing in his®ws Robert wiped
the sweat from his forehead and stooped over him.

"If I had my way you'd be .behind bars," he saidaggly. "And if
Stephanie weren't a crazy fool over your brothe&'dshelp put you
there." He leaned closer still. "I'm warning youamdc, if you come
anywhere near Miss North again, I'll go to the g@lon my own."

Stepping over Miguel, he gave a hand to Felicitg &ephanie and
led them outside. Behind a clump of trees Miguslisrts car was



parked, and without any hesitation Robert pusheditio girls into the
back and took the steering-wheel.

"But, Robert," Felicity protested, "it's not youarc'

"l couldn't care less. That swine's given us enadiughble, he can't
object to our giving him a little. If | could smage damm thing for
him I'd be delighted." Savagely he let in the diutnd they roared
down the drive.

Felicity sat in silence, watching the back of Rasareck as he drove
purposefully towards Cintra. This was a new Rolmeteed! Never
had she thought him capable of such decisive action

'‘Live and learn," she told herself philosophicalgnd turned to
Stephanie, who was lying with her eyes closed. ybw feel all right,
darling?"

Stephanie sat up. ".'I'm fine. A bit shaky, thotigh.

"I'm not surprised. When | think what could havepened to you . . ."
Felicity shuddered. "What we need istdf drink."

Later, sipping brandy in the hotel lounge, Stepédalid them about
Miguel's telephone call and her subsequent meaetitighim. "I don't

know what he was going to do with me if you hadumtived," she
concluded. "But | can't believe he would really édmarmed me."

"Do you think he'll ever find out what his brothess done with the
jewels?" Felicity asked.

"l doubt it." Stephanie moistened her lips. "But Afraid he might do
something to Carlos."



"Good heavens!" Robert set down his glass impadgien€an't you
think about anything but Carlos de Maroc? | shouwve thought
you'd had enough of the family by now."

Blinking back the tears, Stephanie pushed backlhair and walked
out of the lounge, brushing Robert's arm as shesdidHe winced
sharply and pressed his lips together.

"What's the matter?" Felicity asked.
"Nothing."
"Yes, there is. You've hurt your arm."

"It's nothing." He grinned ruefully. "I think I musave Sprained my
wrist when | hit that swine."

"Let me see it." Felicity leaned forward to look maalosely and saw
that Robert's wrist was puffy, the skin alreadydisured. "Looks like

a sprain to me," she said. "You'd better come upsdad let me put a
cold compress on it for you."

Grumbling at the unnecessary fuss, he neverthdtdksved her
meekly upstairs and watched as she expertly tisdwhist with a
hand-towel wrung out in cold water. Her face, barabsorption over
her task, wore an expression of concern that sagand touched him
and when the bandaging was finished and she hféedace to his, he
lowered his head and pressed his lips on herswBnm scent of her
hair and the softness of her mouth excited hinobhts usual reserve,
and, catching her close, his kiss-became suddeaslyignate.

Sharply Felicity pulled away and started to runafuthe room, but he
was at the door ahead of her, barring her flight.



"Not so fast," he said. "I'm getting a bit tiredrefving my women run
away all the time. What's the matter with me? Hayat the plague or
something?"

Felicity glared at him, her expression cold anchdigwn, her voice
sarcastic. "For someone who's supposed to be eamdath my sister, |
think your behaviour leaves a lot Jo be desired."

"Who says I'm in love with your sister?" The wovdsre out before he
had realized what he was going to say, but ona# Isaimade no
attempt to withdraw them.

Felicity stared at him. "You can't expect me tadvat you're not," she
said at length. "You couldn't change all that glyick

Robert strode over to the window and stood looldogyn into the
courtyard for a moment. When he turned round agfa@ne was a
determined expression on his face and he spokdysloloosing his
words with care.

"l didn't really mean to say that,” he admittedutBiow it's out |
realize it's true. | know I'm a bit of a mug, buea / can't go on being
in love with a girl who's so plainly crazy aboutns®one else. At one
time | thought she might change her mind, but | s@e that | was
wrong." He smiled ruefully, but Felicity, watchitgm closely, could
detect no bitterness in the smile. "l see now shatll never change."

Her expression softened. "I'm sorry, Robert," slid gently. "Don't
mind too much."

Robert looked into her eyes. "The funny thing,'réglied slowly, "is
that | don't mind at all.”

They smiled at one another, then without a worackgiwalked out..



CHAPTER TEN

As they walked across the tarmac to the waitingigleStephanie
thought the sun had never shone so brightly, tensker looked so
blue and the scents and sounds of Portugal neeareskso enticing.
Climbing into the plane, she settled herself beBeeity and looked
through the- window for a last glimpse of the coyishe had come to
love so much.

The plane taxied along preparatory to take-off Stephanie looked
back towards the airport. A tall figure was stagdihere looking
towards them and her heart took a downward pluSgeely it was
Carlos! But as the figure turned and walked bati ihe building, she
saw that his hair was fair and his figure bulky.

"Idiot!" she told herself. "For goodness' sake smajp of your
day-dreams."

All night she had lain awake, the image of Carloastantly in her
mind and try as she might nothing she could do doligplace it. At
last she had got up and taken several aspiringhwid eventually
brought her a few hours of uneasy sleep, and newsts paying for
them by a feeling of heaviness and unreality. Stle Felicity's

anxious gaze on her and giving her sister a reiagssimile, took up a
book and tried to read.

But it was no good: the words danced before hes eywl made no
iImpression on her mind. How different the outwardrpey to Lisbon
had been. Then she had been filled with exciteraedtbright hopes
for the future. Now she was returning, her job ssstully completed
but her heart left for ever amidst the grassy sapad swift-flowing

mountain streams of Cintra.

Giving up all hope of being able to make senseenfiiook, she let it
fall in her lap and closed her eyes. Presentlyséygt and when she



awoke, feeling a little better, saw that Felicitgdhvacated the sea
next to her and was beside Robert.

Thoughtfully she watched them in animated conversaand was
relieved to find that she no longer felt any paofydisappointment at
losing Robert: only gladness that things were géingome out right
for Felicity after all. How she would have rejoicédnly she had not
had her own unhappiness to contend with, butwaast her joy for her
sister was tempered by her own suffering.

She sighed and instantly Felicity, turned roundot™ad a wonderful
sleep, darling. We'll be landing in fifteen minutes

Unable to believe she had slept for so long, Steiehsat up and
peered through the window. Sure enough it wasngiand England
was below them. The notice to fasten safety-bithed on and soon
they started to lose height preparatory to landing.

Mr. and Mrs. North were waiting at the airport andthe rush of

greetings Stephanie had no time to think. Althohghparents sensec
some constraint in her, they did not comment obeyond remarking
that she looked tired and had better have a hobdéyre starting work
again.

Stephanie was grateful for their understanding tandgh she knew
that later on she would have to tell them all thed happened, at the
moment the only thing she wanted to do was res, Trought of her
own bed in her own room was paradise'. Alone atdad miles away
from the foreign land and the alien people with wihehe had got so
inexplicably involved, she would have a chanceoofjétting the man
who had taken her heart.

More quickly than she had believed possible, Stejghgicked up the
threads of her life again. Discussing the work Bhd done at the
Castelo she was able to divorce it from all emo&ad, watching her



father's face as he went through the reports, she y%ad she had nof
let him down.

"This job will just about set us on our feet,” heidsone morning
towards the end of her second week at home. "Insa@dy received
confirmation from the Conde as well as from thosiders in Lisbon.

In another couple of months the whole job will beshed and a nice
fat profit will go into our account."”

"I'm glad," she said with a slight smile. "Now paps you'll send me
on more jobs for you."

"Any job you like, my dear. There's a tricky oneSauth- gate that.. ."
Mr. North plunged into talk of business, and redid\that they were
off the subject of Portugal, Stephanie gave heéafténtion to what he
was saying.

It was not so difficult to put Carlos out of hemdiduring the day, but
at night, lying in her room, his tall, dark figurame to haunt her sleep
to hold her in his arms and press his lips to helgny times she
awoke and shed bitter tears, knowing that if shaeldcmot marry
Carlos she would never marry anyone.

There had been no word from him and as the weeksepathe
expectancy that she might hear gradually diede Ihad loved her he
would surely have come to find her. The fact trehhd not done so
was proof that Janique had been right. For alllsteav he might be
married to her. Perhaps they were on their honeymoasking in the
sunshine of Estoril or on the tropical estates Hebwned in South
America.

But unhappiness, however profound at its inceptamnot maintain
its first impact for ever. A tune on the radio, Hight of a tall dark man
walking towards her could still bring back the weake had spent in
Portugal. But as the summer months gave way tonautand the



autumn months to the first biting winds of wint8tephanie gradually
began to forget.

She was busy at her desk one morning when sheolhthat there
was a gentleman to see her, and she had hardlggwn her pen
before Johnny Carlton was shown in. Her first thofl expectancy
died and her palms grew damp as she saw ,his sdeoe.

"Hello," he said quietly. "Surprised to see me?" litle. It seems
strange to meet you in England." "l live in Londohe said with a
slight smile, and rubbed his hand across his fa@nervous gesture
she had not- expected from him.

There was an awkward pause and she took up heil pewictoyed
with it. "If you've come to ask me—"

"No, no. | haven't come to ask you anything. | memeame to
apologize."

'‘Apologize?"

"Yes. I've been thinking things over for a longeiand this morning |
made up my mind I'd come and see you. When yo@adird) with
crooks, Stephanie, you begin to forget what nonpealple think and
feel, but | see now I'd no right to involve yowwhat | was doing."

She relaxed against her chair. "I'm glad you'restiitannoyed with
me. | wanted to help you 4 Johnny, but | couldn't."

"l see that now, and | wanted to tell you thererardrard feelings on
my side. | dare say | should have come sooner| imainted to wait
until I had something concrete to tell you." Hepgted and although
she longed to question him, she determined tolneaout first. "The
jewels have all been returned," he went on. "Myiraece company



were notified a week ago, so as far as we're capdahe case is now
closed."

She breathed a sigh of relief. "I'm so glad," slud.s'So glad. | hope
Carlos .. ." She stumbled over the name. "l hogoS can keep some
control over his brother."

"That won't be necessary," said Johnny. "Don't koow what's
happened?”

"No." Her eyes widened with fear. "What's wrongZkrlos—"
"Miguel de Maroc was killed in a car crash a cougdle months ago."

"I see." A picture of Miguel flashed into her miad she had first seer
him: slim, debonair, a young man of charm who "teen the wrong
road. Although she mourned for him she could n@g heing glad that
he was no longer able to torment his mother ord3arl

Johnny came over to the desk. "l can see it's bd®hof a shock for
you. I'd no idea you hadn't been told. As a mattdact, until a little
while ago | was under the impression you were istiPortugal with
Carlos."

Stephanie put down her pencil and reached for areftg. Now that
Miguel was dead and the jewels had all been retljriiere was no
longer any need for prevarication. Haltingly sheownted her
conversation with Janique and her subsequent dacisi leave the
Castelo.

"Carlos and | could never have been happy togesherconcluded. "I
realized that and so did the Condesa."

"You mean the Condesa thought so and made you.agree



"No, no," she said quickly. "That isn't true. Carknd | have different
cultures and a different background. He couldntteustand my way
of life any more than | could understand his."

"Nonsense! When a man and woman love each othdgtmamnds
don't matter."

, "When they love each other," she said softly.t"ou see, Carlos
didn't love me. The only reason he asked me toyntam was to make
sure | wouldn't give his secret away."

"I don't believe it. If he felt like that he wouldave had to marry
Janique too. If it were a question of trustangybodywith a secret, I'd
have chosegou."

She longed to believe him and yet the events op#st few months

made it impossible. If Carlos had wanted her hedmagle opportunity

to find her; the fact that he had not done so wasffihat she had beer
right. Suddenly the conversation became unbear#idee were so

many things that were better left unsaid. She stgoand came round
the side of the desk.

"It's sweet of you to take this interest in me, ldutather not talk about
it any more."

He shrugged. "If you're going to let pride stantheway of happiness

"It's not a question of pride. You told me yourddiiguel had been
dead for months. That means Carlos is free to d®agants. The fact
that he's still in Portugal and I'm here shoulgbmof enough.”

Johnny ran his hand across his head and a straiad bhir fell over
his forehead, making him look younger. "O.K., Stapk. If you don't



want to talk about it, we won't. I'd only like tedl that it leaves the
way free for me. You know | like you and—"

‘Johnny, no. Don't say any more. You'll always bgoaiated in my
mind with something I'd rather forget."

He was silent for a moment. "You don't mince wortsyou?"
She smiled slightly. "It's my red hair."

Without replying he leaned forward and touchedlipis to it, then
turning on his heel, strode across the room. Atitter he paused anc
turned around. "How's Felicity?"

"She and Robert announced their engagement lask. Wideey're
getting married in the spring."

He raised his eyebrows. "Give them my congratutatiovill you? I'm
gladthat'sturned out all right anyway. At least . . ." Heshated.

"You needn't be sorry on my account, Johnny. I'mlaased as they
are. As for me," she smiled ruefully, "I'm afraichla one-man woman
and that's all there is to it."

"You're an ass," he replied gently. "But | love youit." He raised his
hand in farewell. "So long, Stephanie. We'll megia one day and
perhaps you won't feel the same."

Seeing Johnny again brought back dormant memaaies, thinking

over the situation, Stephanie was honest enougdtult that in the
back of her mind had been the hope that one ddg©aould come to
find her, the hope that she had meant somethinigino after all.

Johnny's' | conversation left her in doubt no londeCarlos had
wanted to find her there had been nothing to prelien, and the fact
that she had received no word from him was irrdfigtaroof that she
had been right in assuming that his love had mdregn pretence.



She had always prided herself on facing facts aitidl avgreat effort
she determined to resume her old life. Once maggyshin touch with
her friends, went dancing, visited the theatre kedrong hours in the
office. On one occasion Johnny telephoned, butwsee adamant in
her refusal to see him, and after a further phatlesbe did not hear
from him again. As day followed day new memoriegdreto crowd
out the old and she told herself that soon the woeld come , when
she would succeed in banishing the young Portugnesenly from

her heart but also from her mind.

But one evening, returning late from the offices thought of Carlos
could not be shaken off. All day she had seendtus before her and
now that the day was over and she was tired, heddcstronger in her
thoughts than ever. She dreaded the night of Esspéss that lay
ahead, when she would turn over and over in hed every word that

had passed between them, trying to analyse eacturgesach

inflection in the low, husky voice.

Slowly she walked along the road to her home, damding the fierce
wind that pulled at her coat and the gusts of that dampened her
hair and left glistening drops on her face. Shedragvn thinner since
her return from Portugal, but the dark smudges uredgh her eyes
enhanced their luminosity and her thin cheeks thirgw relief the
delicate bone structure of her face.

As she crossed the road a young man whistledledteand she flushed
with irritation. At one time such an expressionagiimiration would
only have amused her, but now she took no pleasuoeking pretty.
She wanted only one man's arms, only one man'fitouc

Wearily she let herself into the house and flungha¢ and coat on the
hall settee. Her father came out of the dining-mpbis expression
concerned.

"l phoned you at the office, but you'd left a Iange ago."



"l went along to one of the building sites."
"For heaven's sake!" he said irritably. "That's thet job for you."

"l know. But | wanted to see how they were gettomy" She ran her
hand through her hair. "Where's Felicity?"

He grinned. "Where do you think? Out with Robert."

She smiled and walked towards the kitchen, butdiber stopped her.
"You'd better go upstairs and make yourself tidyere's somebody to
see you."

"It must be about my stall at the church bazadbétter get it settled
right away."

Before her father could protest she pushed openddoe of the
sitting-room and walked in. The man by the manefsiarned round
and Stephanie felt the colour drain from her face.

"Carlos!" she whispered. "What are you . .. whatyau doing here?"

"l came to see you." He moved towards her and liertba bright

light suspended above him she saw that he waseahamd paler, his
hair more intensely black than, she had remembaredeatures more
hawk-like and stern.

"You had no right to leave the Castelo while | veagay," he said
gravely. "The least you could have done was to spaken to me
first."

"It's a long time ago." She forced herself to ren@lm and was glad
that the faintness that threatened to overwhelnmtagle her voice icy
and controlled. "Such a long time ago that I'vegédten."



"Don't lie to me!" His voice was harsh. "Whateveuydo, don't lie to
me. Do you think | didn't want to come after youemh came home
and found you gone? | wanted to catch you and lyingback - make
you a prisoner so that you could never escape fenagain."

"You took a long time to make up your mind."

"I had good reason for not doing anything. | lowelyStephanie, but
when | left the Castelo and | was away from yoedlized how wrong
| was to expect you to share my life."

"l see." She? walked over to a chair and sat dawthe edge, careful
to keep her hands tightly clasped so that he shoatdsee them
trembling. "If you felt that way you were right ntt come after me,
but you should never have come here now."

"l had to come. I'm free, Stephanie - free!"

"I know. | saw Johnny Carlton a little while agodahe told me
everything."

"Then there's no need for me to explain furthee"ddme closer and
held out his arms. "Miguel can no longer torment Al my life is
before you, Stephanie, waiting for you to shaxeitih me."

It would be so easy to move into his arms, Steghthught, yet it
would solve nothing. There were still too many dsub be answered,
too many things left unsaid that could spoil thiét together.

"No, Carlos, what you ask is impossible. We canfh tback the
clock.”

"l don't want to turn back the clock. It's the ftgl'm concerned with.
The hours, the days, the years ahead. So many,'ydessaid
passionately.



"I can't!" She pushed back her chair and stoodrgklti "It's four
months since I've seen you, Carlos. Four monthsvinch ['ve
managed to live without you, to make my life aleoagain.”

"But | love you."

"If you love me you should have come to me sookigguel has been
dead for two months, Carlos. What kept you awapsg?"

He moved nearer, but seeing the expression oraker he shrugged
and stepped back again. With the gesture she koevel and loved
so dearly, he reached into his pocket for a cigmeatd carefully lit it.

"Like most women you delight in explanation, in Bsag every
torturing doubt and fear."

"You can't blame me." She was determined not tohiet go
unanswered. The first sight of him had robbed Hespeech, her
desire to throw herself into his arms so strong thear thought had
been impossible. Talking to him now, with the dista of the room
between them, she knew she must solve the probfetmey had a
future together it must be a future with nothingnfrthe past to mar it .
If she had to live her life alone she must eraéitatn completely from
her heart.

"Well," he said, a faint twinge of humour in hisie®. "You're looking
at me as if you can see the answers to your qussmnomy face."

"Perhaps | can."

He shook his head. "All you can see mirrored in @ygs IS your
reflection. All you can see on my mouth is my dedo kiss you. A
poetic Portuguese,” he mocked. "You can see whatrg/detting
yourself in for."



“I'm not letting myself in for anything. | was undée impression that
- that you were already married to Janique."

The breath hissed sharply between his teeth. "S8bwilas. in your
mind. How could you believe | could ever marry d®stwoman?"

"Why shouldn't I? You were very fond of her."

"There's a difference between being fond and lbueperhaps you're
too innocent to know."

She reddened. "There's no need to be insulting."

"Insulting? Mae de DeusWhat else do you expect me to be? I
come thousands of miles to see you, and all yas doestion me. I've
never loved Janique. It was you - only you fromftls¢ moment | saw
you. | don't know what Janique told you or what mgther told you
either, but | want you to be my wife. And if you wol'll never marry
anyone else."

He flung his cigarette into the fire. "I didn't certo you immediately
Miguel was killed because there were many thirtggd to do first. As
| told you before, | wanted to come to you withimng left over from
the past. The moment all the jewels were returmetthe estate was
settled | considered myself free."

Listening to his voice Stephanie could no longakep the pretence -
even to herself- that she was unmoved by his peeséne look from
his dark eyes, one touch from his hands and, sisesolaly his. She
had known from the. beginning that he was domingercruel, and
listening to him talk she knew that this crueltydastrength of
character had kept him apart from her. He had whaitteome to her
free - all his problems solved. And if this meartiting months, it had
not served to deter him. She sighed. There wasusih mbout Carlos



that would always disappoint and hurt her, yetéhe&as so much
about him that she could never find with anyone.els

"Well," he said at last, "my future rests with y&@tephanie."

Without being aware that she was moving, she fdumdelf in his
arms.

Tenderly his hands caressed her shoulders ancettte gurve of her
breast, his lips warm on hers, moving gently backiwand forwards
until her own parted and she gave herself up tostigglen tide of
passion that trembled through him.

"Oh, Carlos," she said brokenly. "How can | figbtiywhen | want you
SO0 much?"

"There will be many times when you will fight mpequena."His

breath was warm on her cheek. "But always it wil &ke this - in my
arms, close to my heart." He moved back and look&xlher eyes.
"You will have to live with me in Portugal. Will ypmind?"

"Wherever you are will be my home," she whispetdid. matter what
anybody says | realize now that we were meant &hether.""As
long as you will always remember that, nothing came between us.

From his pocket he drew out a small black box diftthg the lid,
disclosed a large pear-shaped pearl surrounded uwy-coloured
diamonds.

"l returned this to its rightful owner," he saidfthg "and persuaded
him to let me buy it. | would like it made into agklace for you."

"The Queen's Tear,"” Stephanie breathed. "Oh, Garost's
magnificent!"



"It is no lovelier than you." His hands were warm leer shoulders,
caressing her skin. "l hope this will be the orgwart you will ever
know."



