


THE FAIR ISLAND

Anne Hampson



As different as possible in character from her taah twin, Alaine
Marsland was persuaded to take Estelle's placecanse to the Greek
islands. Away from the drudgery of her work, refaxiin the sun,
enjoying the sightseeing, Alaine blossomed--andnksa that life
could be beautiful. Cimon Duris, boarding the shii®ireaus, added
the perfect romance...

Then, along with the realization of her love fon@n came an equally
disturbing discovery. It was Estelle who had soWwa $eeds of the
trouble -- but it was Alaine who was about to ré¢hp harvest of
revenge!



CHAPTER ONE

AUNT SUE sat back on the horsehair couch and regardedibee n
through pale grey eyes.

'l can't say | approve of these visits to Estdliey seem to unsettle
you. Are you really going next Tuesday?

'Of course, straight from work, so | won't be hofoe my evening
meal." Alaine smiled and added, 'After all, Esteleny sister, and
different though we are | wouldn't like to lose ¢buwith her." How
close they had once been, mused Alaine, her ldvieig-grey eyes
shading with regret. And what fun they'd had plgyincks on their
friends!

'Identical twins—' A click of Aunt Sue's tongue aowganied the
sudden frown appearing on her white and wrinklemhbrSo alike in

looks yet so different in disposition. It scarcedgems possible.
Estelle's a little baggage!" Alaine said nothing #me old lady added,
'l know you don't like my using that word, but iry mpinion even that
isn't strong enough!’

‘Things have changed since you were young, Auftteenormal to
have lovers these days.'

'In the plural?’

'Yes, in the plural." Alaine was repairing a laddeher tights and a
small sigh escaped her. 'If | had a lover he migdat me to some new
clothes - and | certainly wouldn't have to do tHidiate mended
stockings!

Her aunt seemed troubled all at once. 'This ike'fitst time I've heard
you speak in this way. | hope you're not serio8é® shook her heac



and added before Alaine could reply, 'No, | canagine you with a
lover; your ideals are too high.'

'‘But so out of date." Alaine frowned at her dard gave another sigh.
‘They'll have to do me till next week. Jinx takésyay money.'

*You should have had her adopted, before you betamattached to
her.’

Alaine glanced up, the needle idle in her hand.
'You don't mean that, Auntie. You love her justragch as | do.'

‘Unfortunately, yes. And so we keep her. Men!" djaculated,
banging a tiny fist on the arm of the couch.

'‘Keith's dead, so don't let us start condemning'him

‘You're too soft-hearted. What other girl would @alilowed a man to
dump his child on her like that? But perhaps it wasr age that had
something to do with it. You were only seventeand a youthful one
at that.' The old woman became lost in thoughtfepace before she
continued, 'lt's over five years ago; how time dibgsbut, strangely,

there was not the faintest hint of regret in Auné'S quiet voice. 'Five
years ...

Alaine said nothing, but an odd little fear asshitel. Aunt Sue had
told a neighbour that she was quite ready to dwe. dld lady winced
as she moved her back, but soon she became cobiéoaiad, with a
curious glance at Alaine, she asked if she had madly cared for
Keith.

'l don't think so. | was sorry for him when Rebedil on giving birth
to Jinx, and that's why | took the child. Keithghane to stay off work,
as you know, and he asked me to marry him whercandeeriod of
time had elapsed. | said yes because of the bdimewas such a



darling and as soon as | held her | was lost.dlweys adored babies,
as you already knew at the time. | just had to pserto marry Keith
..." Alaine allowed her voice to drift away to site as she fell into a
mood of retrospection. Seventeen ... a soft-heantedhocked by the
death of her dearest friend who was only eighteenths her senior.
Keith, grief-stricken - or appearing to be; and,shkaine, trying to
comfort him.

'‘Will you look after Jinx?' he had begged, tearking down his
cheeks, and Alaine, her heart almost wrenched ftsnmoorings,
unhesitatingly agreed to care for the child. "Ylobdve to stay off
work, but I'm earning good money and I'll make sywa don't lose
financially,' Keith had promised.

'l got the baby but not the man.' Alaine's sweel softly-modulated
voice took on a bitter edge. 'l never expectedKmtrun out on me
like that. | swore, at the time, that if ever | hidod opportunity of
making some man pay for Keith's treachery, thendithesitate to do
so. The idea faded, though, with time." Alaine'ssewere soft as a
fawn's, her lovely mouth quivering slightly. Seifypwas an emotion
in which she would never indulge, but inevitablyestvould on
occasions dwell on the raw deal she had receiwed Keith, who had
not only deceived her, but his wife also, becausavhs having the
affair even while Rebecca was carrying Jinx.

‘That girl he went off with was a bitch; she knewdhleft Jinx with

you!" Aunt Sue was working herself up into a fineyfand Alaine tried
to interrupt, knowing how harmful this could bef e old lady was
speaking again. 'He knew what he was about, wasseld found a
mug who wouldn't go to the police!'

'He knew you wouldn't, either," Alaine couldn'tistseminding her.
‘You talked a great deal about doing so, once vesvkihat Keith had
gone off with that girl, but that's as far as yai.grou were just as



afraid as | that if we reported the matter Jinx lddae taken away and
put in a home.'

‘Well," began Aunt Sue defensively, 'she was suelching little mite
- not pretty—'

'She was, Auntie!'

‘You've always said so, dear, but those freckle®d fKat little snub
nose. Her eyes are a delight, | must give you thsd large and
trusting, and the way they slant at the cornerdNell, so much for
that; what was | saying? Ah, yes, she was a fegcmite, and so good.
We didn't know we'd a baby in the house.'

'‘Not until she began running around,’ grimaced mdai'We're
certainly aware we've a child in the house now.'

'If only we'd known of that crash, and that Keitdhbeen killed, we

could have, done something about obtaining an alhme& from the

State for the childmused Aunt Sue, 'but unfortunately we never hez
of his death until three years after it had ocalitre

Alaine had been shaking her head even as heralkatt

'‘We could never have put in a claim, Auntie. Yowknas well as |

that we're breaking the law in keeping Jinx. Siné edopted and we
should by rights have informed the police - or kheal authority -

immediately Keith went off. We had no right to ramguiet as we
did. Had Keith and | been married the position wiobbve been
different; I'd have had a right to keep her.’

‘The position would have been different in more svdlgan one,’
retorted Aunt Sue grimly. 'You'd have been in rnetef a widow's
pension, and money for Jinx. The injustice! Youkerking your



fingers to the bone to keep the child, going withgaurself, and
daren't venture to make a claim! It maddens menata-

'‘Don't work yourself up, darling." Alaine scanndtk tlined face
anxiously. 'The decision was made - perhaps | was/bung at the
time to make it - but | don't regret it and | knbwever shall.’

'It doesn't help when you come home from thesasvisi Estelle and
describe to me all the luxuries she has," contirAdladt Sue, ignoring
the interruption. 'But you always were the litttad one who made
all the sacrifices. It's never done you any goad | Suppose you can't
help the way you're made.' She stopped and henfd@epened as she
looked at her niece, - sitting in the high-backbdi her attention on
the long disfiguring darn running down the leg ef hights. Her head
was bent and Aunt Sue's gaze rested on the bdartfuof her neck;
in the sunlight streaming through the window theefigold hairs
gleamed like minute points of light. Her honey-golar, thick and
shining and slightly curled up at the ends, droppaessingly on to
her face, partly hiding it from view. The old ladighed and lapsed
into a pensive mood.

Alaine had come to her when she was sixteen, orddlagh of her
father, her mother having died five years earkestelle, on the other
hand, had moved into a friend's flat in London altldlough she kept in
touch with Alaine they now had little in common.

Alaine glanced up; her aunt's eyes were shadowedsae was
shaking her head almost imperceptibly.

'‘What is it, darling?' Alaine looked affectionatedy her and added
before giving Aunt Sue an opportunity of replyinyever mind, |
might just catch that rich man | sometimes talkuabGosh, wouldn't
it be marvellous to have a few comforts!



A frown again appearing on the old lady's brow, telhe Alaine in her
forthright way that nice girls did not speak abtwattching' men, and
she also recommended a complete dropping of tleedaflacquiring a
rich husband anyway, simply because rich men iab&rimarried rich
women.

'In any case,' continued Aunt Sue in a rather fexlilbone, ‘what
opportunity do you have of meeting any man, richaosr? You never
go out except on these odd occasions when you tiait hussy,
Estelle.’

'l just can't afford to go out, Auntie, you knovathFor one thing, I'd
need decent clothes and for another I'd have te hney to spend. |
can find a better use for mine than wasting it tikat.'

‘Jinx!"
'She's worth it.'

No comment from Aunt Sue, who despite the angryaewxation was
staring with a softened expression at a small $rpkat was stuck in
the corner of a picture frame on the sideboardhdges I'll meet a rich
man through Estelle," Alaine added with a smile,H=r voice lacked
optimism. Estelle was always alone when Alainetediher, and
although Estelle often threw parties her sister wager invited to
them.

'l sincerely hope you don't!" snapped Aunt SHer sort won't marry
you. Seducers, every one of them!'

Alaine shrugged.

That's true, | suppose.' Estelle did not want raggj so it mattered not
at all to her that all the men she knew were mdvelyt on seduction.

'‘What you want is a nice steady boy who'll be faitto you.'



'Faithful?' Alaine shook her head a little sadBan one expect to find
a faithful man these days - with all the temptadiothat are
continuously put in his way?"

‘The right man can resist temptations,' Aunt Stralyi declared. 'The
one you'll get, dear, will have sown all his wildte and be ready to
settle down.'

Alaine had to smile.

'High ideals and wishful thinking,' she teased, that old lady was
shaking her head.

'‘Whoever finds you will thank his lucky stars thegt's discovered a
good girl, and if he's any sense he won't take ad&ah

Putting the needle and thread into the sewing-daina said,'l have a
feeling I'll never marry, so perhaps | shan't enaare any anxiety over
faithfulness.' Yet for a brief space she allowed faaciful thoughts

and ideas to intrude. Had she never known RebewdaKaith she

would have been free like any other teenage did;vg8ould have gone
about with a happy carefree crowd of young peoptt #ollowing the

course which most of her school-friends had takée, would have
become engaged and got married. Two of her olddaehad babies,
another was married to a Canadian and lived amesiiag life on a

ranch, while yet another was having a rather exgitime in Egypt,

her husband being an Embassy official there.

‘Never marry?' Aunt Sue was saying. 'Nonsense! réoonly
twenty-two. You really must try to get out moreadel've a little
jewellery that I'm intending to sell. You can hdliat money—

'l won't let you sell your treasures just to give money to squander.



'l do detest that word,' returned Aunt Sue almogably. 'Anything
that's not spent on me or Jinx or the house isrstprad. You used that
word the other week when you bought yourself a paiwvof slippers.
It's time you spent more on yourself." Alaine rasthout a word and
put away the sewing box in the cupboard on the. Waliant you to get
out and meet people," Aunt Sue went on, and atdiigivn touched
Alaine's forehead. Was it imagination or did shéedea note of
desperation in the old lady's voice? Several titagdy Alaine had
gained the impression that Aunt Sue was becomingeezkingly
anxious about her niece's future. 'I'll look toxJiAlaine dear. She
never wakes once she's gone to sleep.’

Alaine still made no response. Her aunt had dommst everything
for Jinx in the beginning, for Alaine had been gbti to return to work
immediately Keith stopped the money, which was |#&mn two
months after Alaine had taken the child. Since 3itaxted school six
months ago, when she was just four and a halfgshiad been much
easier for Aunt Sue, and for this Alaine was fetletihankful, since
the old lady was by no means as fit now as sheewas a year ago.
She suffered greatly from arthritis and all she midwvas to give Jinx
something to eat when she came in from schooll&phat three each
afternoon.

‘Just because you're in at night it doesn't meanltshould go out. |
agree with you about Jinx; she does sleep soubdtyshe could wake,
and I'm not having you troubled with her.' On hegia sound from the
back garden Alaine stopped speaking, her eyesrghip. Dejection
fell from her like a cloak, the dejection that Haghg all day, ever
since the postman dropped all those bills throhghetter-box just as
Alaine was going out to work this morning. It waer linalf-day, and
usually she felt a little more cheerful than onestimornings, but as
she opened her mail on the bus die felt she dikmmiv where to turn,
or which bills to pay and which to leave. The eledton had been the
first thing to go wrong, then Jinx had broken adwaw. The very next
day a fall of soot necessitated having the chinsvegpt. Added to the



bills for these things was the electricity accoamd one for the rates.
Aunt Sue had only her pension and the rent tookdfiahat, so every
penny Alaine earned was spoken for almost befaralstw it. 'Here is
my daughter,' she said, turning with a welcominglesras the door
shot back with a thud against the corner of Aurd'Saideboard.

‘Your daughter!" disgustedly from Aunt Sue, yet her fdige that of
Alaine, lit up as the child burst into the roonvexitable whirlwind,
her hazel eyes brimming with mischief, her frecldi@ck daubed with
chocolate, her little snub nose turned up at weeaihed the most
ridiculous angle.

‘Mummy! I've made you an Easter card! Teacher gaigs better'n

everybody else's and Margery Ker- shawe cried lsscabe wanted
hers to be the best. There! It's got ducks orl inean chickens,' she
corrected, a huge grin spreading before her tosgatout, to make a
series of rotary movements as Jinx endeavouredemaove the

chocolate from around her mouth.

Taking the card, Alaine allowed her eyes to waraer the child's
small figure before finally settling on her face.

'‘How do you come to have chocolate? You hadn'tnaogey.' Sitting
down on the edge of the chair she had a momenvacgted, Alaine
examined the card she held in her hand.

'‘Paul Haddon gave it to me because | said I'dtiss but | didn't. |
ran off with the chocolate, but he can run fastermhe and he caught
me and kicked my ankle. He didn't get the chocdbaiek because |
shoved it in my gob—' Jinx was stopped by a dagkown from
Alaine, but her eyes twinkled as she then saiplytlit in my mouth
quick." Bending down, she tugged at the top of &ekle sock,
stretching it out of all shape. 'Look at that betibll scribble all over
his sum book tomorrow and teacher'll make him stanithe corner
and all the kids - children will laugh at him.’



'He'll be in a corner, will he?' from Aunt Sue, vgledorow was sternly
furrowed. "You'll be the one in the corner, misauPs not going to
take the blame for something you've done.’

The great eyes became enormous.

'You mean he'll split? No, he won't do that or gveme'll call him a
tell-tale.' The brown tongue sought for more chat®mand the old lady
shuddered.

'Her manners and her speech will have to be attetugdlaine. We

can't allow her to go on like this." As she wasoabsd with the card
Alaine merely nodded and her aunt's attention metito the child.
'‘Where are your hair ribbons? - as if | didn't khdMhich boy was it
this time?'

'‘David Curbishly. He dragged them both off and fhe&m down a
grid.' Her eyes blazed and her fists tightenetiggied his hair till he
screamed blue murder and a lady came along and®ld let go, but
| didn't and she called me a naughty little giol] ut my tongue out at
her and she said | wanted my bottom smackingpsib iny tongue out
at her again. She was a funny lady - Are you lisggrMummy?'

‘Yes, dear, of course I'm listening.’

‘This lady - she had a great big nose and teetl miaale a clatter
when she talked and went up and down like thiske lthis - Ooh, |
can't do it. Can you do it, Mummy?'

'‘No, darling. | can't." She tapped the card. "Thisvely. You've done
it very well indeed.’

Jinx's hazel eyes sparkled at the praise. Movirgy tavAlaine's chair,
she slid an arm around her neck, resting her cagainst hers.



‘Do you like what I've put in it?' "For my mummydaise | love her."
And there are forty-seven kisses!" A grubby fintsaced the crosses
running along two sides of the card. 'You can cdlbein if you like.'

'I'll take your word for it. Why are there fortyewen?"

'l was going to put a hundred, but my pencil brakd teacher said she
wasn't sharpening any more pencils today. | wasggta pinch Susan
Foster's, but she'd been sucking the end and chetamd it was all
sopping wet! Ugh - it was horrid! So | didn't pinthand | couldn't
write the rest of my kisses. I'll give you a resskif you like—'

‘No, you don't, not with that chocolate all ovewuyanouth. Go and
wash it off.'

'Yes, okay.' Jinx turned cheerfully away, but segpefore reaching
the door. 'l forgot to tell you. Janice Pitts wis-

‘Janice? Your teacher's little girl?'

‘Yes, she had di - di—' Jinx's freckled cheeksatefll like balloons
before she blew out exasperatedly. 'l can't shg,word, but she kept
putting her hand up, and then Mrs. Pitts had t@kdanging her - her
- It's a rude word, but you know what | mean, dgwt? Alaine
nodded, trying to keep a straight face, and Jimtioaed, 'Mrs. Pitts
washed them and put them on the radiator to drytladheadmaster
came in and saw them and wanted to know what wasntitter, so
Mrs. Pitts told him and he said she must take &amome, so she did
and a big girl came in and minded us - Oh, it'srlstory, isn't it?'
Jinx gasped for breath but was talking again wig@oonds. 'She was
nice, this big girl; she had lovely black hair anglas shiny. She said |
was a beautiful drawrer - she was a beautiful ceaas well. | know
because she drawed a picture to let me see, atsigsiieg to the art
school when she's sixteen because her brothetgd®s art school to
learn drawring—' Jinx stopped again for breath #veltwo adults



exchanged glances, Alaine's amused, Aunt Sue's®fonear despair
which only served to force a laugh from Alaine, wiaal been trying
to keep a straight face because Jinx was a dreadéw-off if she

thought she was making anyone laugh. 'Can | gogt@it school when
I'm sixteen?"

‘You'll be working, my girl, bringing your motheoisie money into
the house.’

Alaine frowned at this. Jinx was a wretch at tinias, she was highly
intelligent and always Alaine cherished the hopst 8he would be
able to keep Jinx at school for as long as thelehédnted to stay.

'l don't want to go out to work," Jinx was sayiodher aunt. 'I'm going
to get married, because then your daddy gives gtswof money, and
you've only got to look after the babies and wéehpots. We play at
mummies and daddies in the Wendy house at schdalt an't very

hard work at all. You have to kiss the daddiesu¢fip and | don't like
that, so | told Mrs. Pitts | didn't and she saidPtmul and David that
they needn't bother about the kissing, but jusbgewith the game—
Oh, there's something else | forgot to tell yourikssrgot a new baby
and we had to write about it in our news. It'srg gut Avril wanted a
boy. Ooh, but she did swank! She was swankindnaltime and | got
fed up, so | said my mummy was having a baby. s looked

surprised and said was | sure and | said of cduses, and Mrs. Pitts
looked at me sort of funny and then shrugged hauldlers - like this.'

‘You're a very naughty girl for telling storiesgraonished Aunt Sue.
"You can tell your teacher tomorrow that your mumisiyt having a
baby. Do you hear me?

The child's face creased.

'l want a baby, very much | want one. Nearly evedybin our class
has a baby.' Jinx looked at Alaine. "Why can'tuéhane?'



'‘Because, darling, you haven't a daddy. You seejmmas can't have
babies unless they have husbands.’

Jinx fell silent, trying to sort this out.
'‘Can't you get a husband?'

Alaine shook her head, but she laughed as welhasaid, glancing
across at her aunt,

'‘Here we go again! | shall have to go husband-hgntf only to please
you two.'

'‘Darryl Soames has a lovely daddy now.' Jinx litidthnd to push hair
out of her eyes and a great black smudge was tefiev face. 'He
didn't have him before, but his mummy got marrleglent home with
Darryl once and his daddy smiled and sat Darryisrknee? | wish |
had a daddy to sit me on his knee.'

'On it?' Alaine raised her brows. 'You'd be acrgssvery day of your
life." A chuckle was Jinx's response before shel, saiwouldn't,
because I'd be good. You always are for daddies'tayou?' She
turned to Aunt Sue for verification of this; Auni&merely fixed her
pale eyes on the black smudge on the child's facklaed cheek and
drew in her breath sharply, releasing it more sjowh a
long-drawn-out sigh of exasperation. 'You arex sidded, undaunted
by her aunt's manner. 'You have to be good forigadzbcause they're
men. When Darryl's mummy says stop it he doesm isf but when
his daddy says stop it he always stops it—'

'For goodness' sake go and wash your face and hamesrupted
Aunt Sue. 'Your mother would allow you to chatten antil
Doomsday! Off with you to the bathroom. And givatttongue a rest!



A sudden pained expression settled on the littlksdace and a hand
went to her stomach.

'‘Ooh ...  am hungry. We had courage and ricedbosl dinner and |
couldn't eat it.'

'‘Courage?' laughed Alaine, shaking her head. "Yeamcturry. That
was a strange thing to give to children,' she agwé a glance at her
aunt.

'l thought Mrs. Grey called it courage. Mrs. Gretyie new dinner
lady. She's nice and she smiles when she givegguaudinner. Did |
tell you about her dog what got run over? It walsitiéd—'

'‘No, you didn't tell us about the dog, nor do wenira hear it!" Aunt
Sue was beginning to get really angry, and Alatoed up and gave
Jinx a helping little shove towards the door.

‘The courage and rice was all covered with yelloawy. It was awful.
What's for tea?'

'‘Poached eggs on toast.'
'‘Goody! Can | have two eggs and one piece of tbast?
'‘No," answered Alaine. 'You can have one egg anditeces of toast.'

‘All right." Jinx turned at the door and waggeaeefinger. 'But | want
jam on my other piece of toast.'

‘Well," breathed Aunt Sue as the door slammed lettie child.
‘Thank heaven for a few minutes' respite!' Her ssmalrt of anger had
died, but humour did not take its place. Her fa@s werious as she
said, 'We really must take her in hand, Alaine,sgetting worse. She
does need a man behind her and no mistake. If ske'this at five
what's she going to be like at ten?'



'l sometimes dread to think," admitted Alaine. Aafter a moment's
pause she added, 'l just couldn't smack her, andsnare not very
effective. Perhaps she'll improve naturally, thd2lghhe looked
hopefully at her aunt, and saw her begin to shakdnbad.

'‘No, Alaine, she won't improve naturally. You'lMeato be more firm
with her. Just imagine her putting her tongue duthat woman.
Wonder who she was?'.

‘Sounded rather like Mrs. Arkwright, and if so dreeld a good deal to
it and spread it all over the neighbourhood.’

'‘What do we care?' Aunt Sue did not seem to be eawérher
inconsistency as she continued, The woman hadgho to condemn
the child without knowing the whole story. If theyopulled off Jinx's
ribbons and put them down a grid then Jinx didtrighpull his hair.
Wretched scamp! And the price of hair ribbons!

'Did you notice the new injury on her knee?' Alasii#t held the Easter
card and she automatically passed it over to het. &he must have
tumbled again today.'

'I've given up noticing,' sighed Aunt Sue impatigrats she looked
down at the card. 'She has about half a dozen pemacabs, all in
different stages of healing. | did see the tedrandress, though, anc
the mud on her pants. She's been sliding down hitlahgain and

landing in that filthy ditch at the bottom." Aunti& handed the card
back to her niece, who put it on the sideboard, v," sighed the old
lady as she watched her, 'as someone said atnieeytu took the
child, she'll be a great comfort to you when yoole'

When she was old... Alaine felt old already.

With a stir of memory she recalled the days whemedlwas a sort of
radiation about her, and Estelle. They were vitalyare of life, and



the fun it held. They used to laugh a lot, oftethat expense of their
friends who could never tell them apart, for thesrevalways dressec
alike. They were happy carefree days which haddletbo quickly,
and for the past few years Alaine had been evesaons of the
weight of the burden she had voluntarily shoulder8tde often
wondered what the future held and could imaginesdiepnly as an
old maid, ending her days like Aunt Sue, who listkro the radio,
read a great deal, and now walked with the aid sfick. Yet even
when her spirits were at their lowest ebb Alaineemdor a moment
regretted taking Jinx, and keeping her.

But something must be done about her manners argphbech; Alaine
was in full agreement with her aunt about this. Thikd's innate high

spirits must never be crushed, but in some way thagt be toned
down. How was this to be done? As Jinx herself $&id, children

took more notice of their fathers than their maoshek man's word

seemed to be sufficient to obtain instant obedieneeereas a
woman's seemed to carry no weight at all - not vatichild as

high-spirited as Jinx, that was. Jinx ... Was eveame more suited to
its owner?

'l like Wednesdays," Jinx was saying later as #@ieyhree sat down
together at the table, 'because my mummy's in whasme home
from school. | wish you were in every day.'

Alaine smiled and Aunt Sue pursed her lips at¢hiklish lack of tact.
Alaine at sixteen had been forced to leave schodlfead a job, for
although her aunt could offer her a home she coatdfford to keep
her. Alaine had taken the first job that came aJ@mgl she had nevel
changed, being fortunate enough to be taken om adi@r leaving on
Keith's persuading her to hayp Jinx. She workeallig store in town
- the sort of place where there was no room foraadement as the
people in the top positions had all been young whkiame went, and
not one of them had left. Often Alakie had thougftitying something
else, but the town was not very large and, theeefgpportunities were



scarce. She would have liked to be a private sagréiut lacked the
money for the training, and so she remained indéad-end job,
working five and a half days a week and having moarthan fifteen
days' annual holiday.

This was usually spent in catching up with workhe house which
had been neglected, as her aunt naturally coulddaotery much.
Curtains and covers would be taken to the laungeredarpets would
be lifted and taken outside to be beaten. Sometisiaimie would
wallpaper a room, or spend some time on the sewmaghine,
patching worn sheets or threadbare covers. At timess her thoughts
would invariably go out to Estelle, and the eafydhe led. The friend
whose flat she had shared in the early days haodunted Estelle to
one of her men friends who had immediately fountelies a job
modelling, at which she earned as much in a fewshas Alaine
earned in a week. Estelle now owned her own apatint@vishly
fitted out - garish to Alaine's taste, but evemnythwas of the most
expensive. And when Estelle's holidays came robeg were usually
spent in some exotic place, where she and herrddoneer would stay
for three or four weeks, or perhaps even longer that.



CHAPTER TWO

AT eight o'clock the following evening Alaine wasging the bell of
her sister's flat; she had rather a long wait eekstelle appeared, clac
in a dressing gown which she had hastily slippesr ther nakedness.
Her hair was tucked under a bathing cap and helydace flushed
and shiny.

'Hi! Come on in. I've just jumped out of the bafmrgot you were
coming, as a matter of fact. Go into the loundendt be long.'

‘You'd forgotten | was coming?' Alaine had rungyofbur days
previously and Estelle had made a gushing deater#iiat she would
be delighted to see her sister. 'You weren't goun@'

'No; it's my "in" night. | do have one a week, agiyknow. Life's so
hectic that | need it, believe me.' Closing therdebe made a gesture
towards the lavish apartment where rose-colourgaetand curtains
set the scene for modern furniture consisting mfdarmchairs and a
long low settee to match. An ornate cocktail barupeed a large area
of a recess, while at each side of the bar ornaahatbne arches
formed the setting for two nude figures, one males female, their
lines and curves highlighted by subtle illuminatioaming from
somewhere behind the arches. On a flashy inlaie tbod a silver
cigarette box and matching lighter, ashtrays aissilver and a huge
box of expensive chocolates. Sprays of flowers vexerywhere -
presents from Estelle's boy-friends, Alaine kneagduse every time
she came there was an abundance of flowers antieHstd told her
that they arrived nearly every day from some maramother. 'Sit
down," invited Estelle with another flourish of lremd. 'I'll be dressed
in a jiff! Help yourself to a drink and a ciggy.Ustas many chocs as
you like -1 daren't!" Automatically she held odtaand for Alaine's coat
and on receiving it she disappeared in the direaiiche bedroom.



After taking possession of a chair Alaine helpexdéketo a chocolate.
A book lay open and face downwards on the settderaaching over,
she picked it up. One glance and she put it batker quickly. Alaine
had believed that only men retmbse!

'‘Any news?' Estelle was asking ten minutes latshasirew up a chair
and perched herself on the arm of it. 'Why do Pdskvould be a nine
days' wonder if you had any news to relate.’

Alaine was smiling and shaking her head and Estedjaired about
Aunt Sue.

'‘She's still troubled with her arthritis, | supp@se

'Yes,' rather sadly from Alaine. 'And she's gettimgrse." A small
pensive silence and then, 'Recently she told ehbelgy she was ready
to die. The neighbour repeated this to me and Bgiriming to get
worried. Sometimes the pain is awful. She trigsite it from me, but
| can tell.’

Estelle shrugged her elegant shoulders.

'Old age; you can't do a thing about it." Slantieg sister a glance she
added, 'The house - you won't be able to stay whién anything
happens to Aunt Sue?'

'l think the landlord would let me stay on.’

"You're an optimist. A house within commuter distaof London and
you expect the owner's going to rent it to you?tTHatch a bomb in
the auction.' Estelle was looking rather pityinglyAlaine. 'He must
have wished the old lady gone long ago.’

'I'm sure he wouldn't be so heartless.' But eveshasspoke Alaine
with a switch of memory was remembering that Awne §ad recently
written to the landlord. She had asked Alaine tst ploe letter. Could



Aunt Sue have been asking about the probabilitya dfansfer of

tenancy? If so, and she had received an unfavauraply, then that
would explain the anxiety which had settled ondeing the past few
weeks; it could be the reason for Aunt Sue's keppimabout Alaine's
getting out more so that she could meet peopleobtvn age. People
... Men, so that she could perhaps manage to fincshand. Aunt Sue
had even been willing to sell her jewellery ...

The colour slowly receded from Alaine's face. Slas Wweginning to
suspect that her aunt was more seriously ill thaa would have
Alaine believe. If she should die, thought Alainéwva catch of pain at
the idea, where would she and Jinx end up? The stwe&onsidered
her sister's words the more she became convin@dlta landlord

would turn her out, simply because his house waghwva small

fortune, being situated where it was, within readda distance of the
capital. Alaine's heart was thudding and, anxiaugiscard these
troublesome musings, she asked her sister togiadlihthe latest news.

‘About my life?' Estelle grinned at her. 'It'll sikoyou; it always does.’
Reaching out, she took a cigarette from the box @okled up the
lighter.

'l hadn't thought you'd noticed,' returned Alaiaehint of humour
creeping into her voice despite the way she felt.

'‘Course I've noticed. You fairly squirm when | d#se some
particular brand of lovemaking. Lord, you haveride, have you?'

‘Afraid not," admitted Alaine, and then, watchingtdtle from behind
the smoke-cloud she was creating as she lit haredigg, '"Your latest?
Tell me about him. It was James last time | wag-her

‘James?' Estelle frowned in concentration, but guihs her face
cleared. 'l couldn't remember which James, notHermoment,’ she
laughed, then went on to say it was James Cresteywas a fool.



Lost a lot of money gambling, so that was him fieig as far as | was
concerned. Can't stand a man who doesn't know ddeok after his
cash." A small silence ensued, Estelle was dedépoinght and what
was in her mind brought an angry expression tdduw. 'I've recently
been stringing along with a Greek—'

‘A Greek?' broke in Alaine interestedly. 'How mamgtionalities is
that?'

‘The Lord knows! I've had South Americans - thepwrhow, | can
tell you! And Yanks and Aussies and a Dane andiglecof Spaniards
- they also know their stuff— She stopped, respogmdo Alaine's
laughter. "You used to be so shocked. What's haul®en

T suppose I'm getting used to you.'

‘Glad of it. | hated you to be embarrassed altithe. Now, where was
I? Ah, yes, this idiotic Greek. Only young - justenty-one. Comes
from a fantastically wealthy family who are in eything from olive
groves and tobacco to hotels and even shipping.nWineet him he
hadn't long been out of the care of the man whaoblegeh his guardian
for the past ten years. This guardian's his unatesthirty-five. Sulas
didn't talk much about him, but from what little diel say | gathered
that this uncle had kept the reins pretty tightpsd&ulas reaching the
age of twenty-one he hopped it from this islandet€, it was, where
they kill each other in feuds - and kill anyoneeelgho does them or
their family an injury. Barbaric, they are, witheth own laws for
punishment of the wrongdoer.' Estelle paused tev draher cigarette
and Alaine said sceptically,

‘You're exaggerating; people don't take the law their own hands
these days. I'm sure they don't kill each other.'

Estelle shrugged.



'‘Have it your own way. That's what Sulas said, lathd seem to have
read about these people who have their own barlmaeihods of
reprisal for injuries done. However, to return w&s. He decided to
set up an establishment here in London and so & limself a fab
flat. This flat of mine is a slum in comparisonjieee me.' Smiling at
her sister's expression of surprise, Estelle hesitamoment and then
carelessly extending a hand, she moved one bdautifianicured
finger up and down. 'Ever seen a sparkler of tizat?s

'Is it real?' breathed Alaine, blinking at it irsbelief. She had noticed
it, naturally - impossible not to - but she hadnsiged that it must be
paste. 'Sulas bought you that?'

Estelle nodded.

'It was such fun at first because he spent andtspeking up for all
the years when he's not been allowed to, he saddit@lid seem that
this uncle was dreadfully stingy with Sulas, whiels ridiculous,
Seeing it was Sulas's own money.'

'Yes, but if this uncle was his guardian he way dling his duty.'

'‘Matter of opinion.' Estelle was twisting her fimggbout so that the
light caught the magnificent stone in its rays. Beful on a rainy
day," she murmured to herself. 'I'm making a cobbec got seven

already - not of this quality, of course. Never @@ one of these
again as long as | live. I'll show you the mink tcha bought me in a
minute, but I'll get us something to eat firstid chanage to get Sulas
to make a nice little investment for me beforehwle thing folded

up. Was | mad when it did! To think | got all timsa couple of weeks.
What would | have had could | have gone on for@gpt®of months or

s0?'

Alaine stared at her sister in disbelief.



Two weeks, did you say? Only two weeks?'
That's right. We were together all the time. THantragic ending—'
‘Tragic?'

'For me, | mean. Fell in love with me, the fool! $Mafurious! Asked
me to marry him and took it for granted that | wehubaid something
about having seduced me and in his country no tseeveould have
me. Said he only did it because he loved me araeheved | was in
love with him, or | wouldn't have done it. He justused to believe me
when | said | wasn't in love with him and neverlddwe. Raw, he was;
too sheltered by this uncle, | reckon. Well, mushl dnated letting
Sulas go | had no alternative because he insistedasriage. I'd had
visions of lots more of these little rocks coming vy, all made up
into necklaces and bracelets and whatnot.' Esspltke softly, her
beautiful features twisted into a deep and proldngeowl. 'lI'd
expected lots more cash too, and a few more vasadbl the flat—'
She shrugged and after a little while her face begalear. 'The luck
of the game, | suppose. | had an awful time witlkaSat the end. He
threatened to commit suicide, saying he couldvreét Without me.’

'Suicide?' exclaimed Alaine, horrified.

'He didn't succeed - oh, yes, he had a try. Youlseame here after
I'd told him I was finished, that marriage was tast thing | had in
mind, to him or anyone else. | was having a cd#lg kilinner with Stan
Mawsfield - he's my latest - when Sulas rang tHeamel the fool of a
maid let him in. He went mad and started beggingtonkave him
back. Cried, he did, actually sobbed. What a scénaver want
another like it. In the end | told Stan to throwntout, but the man was
strong and it took my help, and the maid's, totdpgm in the end. It
was then that he threatened to take his life.’



A small silence followed. Alaine looked across at,happalled by
these admissions. She could picture that poor gwng all these
presents because he believed Estelle was goingatoy him. And
Alaine could actually feel the boy's pain on sedirggloved one with
another man, having dinner in the flat ... andtow the boy out. How
could Estelle be so utterly callous?

‘You shouldn't have led an innocent young man lom thhat, Estelle,’
she protested. 'It was a wicked thing to do.'

'If you don't do a man down then he'll do you dowook at the deal
you got! Left with a kid who's not even yours anmsl fYou're too soft,
Alaine, and that gets you nowhere when you're dgaliith the male
sat. They deserve all they get and if you ever hlageopportunity of
doing one down then you'll be an idiot if you le¢ tchance go by.'

Alaine had to smile at that.

'l can't imagine that sort of opportunity coming mgy. | never meet
any men.'

‘But if you did?" Estelle looked curiously at h&ust supposing that
you had the chance of getting a few sparklers amih& from some
man - would you?"

‘No, | couldn't.'
Estelle laughed and sat erect on the arm of thie.cha
"Then more fool you! Rather live in poverty, woyldu?'

'l must be true to myself, Estelle. Perhaps I'npisituas you suggest,
but you see, it's my troublesome conscience.’

Another laugh from her sister.



'‘Consciences always are too troublesome by fad yaars has always
been rather a nuisance to you, | seem to recallveder, the time
might come when you'll change; | hope so, becaukm't really like

you living the way you do.'

Inwardly Alaine smiled. She knew her sister, aneréhwas not one
iota of sincerity in that last remark.

‘This uncle,’ she said, changing the subject. 'Doesknow what
happened?’

A tense moment of silence. Estelle crushed out digairette but
immediately lit another, not answering until shel hahaled deeply
and allowed the smoke to escape as she blew nhgshe air.

'On being thrown out Sulas swore he'd leave adelicote, telling his
uncle everything - all about the presents and tbaay, and that I'd
had other men as well as him. He said that hisdsimould bring a
terrible disgrace on his family and that as | wasponsible I'd be
punished by this uncle. He said I'd wish | wereddaathe time Thios
had finished with me.’

‘Thios," repeated Alaine, for the moment divertési.that a man's
name?'

'It means uncle. Sulas has never called him anytiise. They don't,
it seems, not in his family. An uncle must alwagsdalled Uncle - or
Thios, which is the Greek for uncle, as I've justls Estelle laughed,
dispelling the impression of fear she had convey@ioment earlier.
She went on to say that Sulas got hold of sometsdbut he had only
just taken them when his maid came on duty. Shegthohe was ill

and rang the doctor, who happened to come righy.afalas was
rushed to hospital and as there was no real harma kde was out again
In no time at all. His uncle had been sent for hadook him straight
back to Greece.



'Did this - Thios get hold of the note?
Estelle nodded.

‘The maid was rather quick on the uptake in the sadpecting that
Sulas had made an attempt on his life, and shestbakound, found
the note, and kept it for Thios, so there was candal. Thios let it be
known that Sulas took the tablets by accident,oalgh | know

differently, of course. | had a letter from Suleling me that | was for
it.

'For it? Alaine went a trifle pale, dwelling for a momem what
Estelle had said about the barbaric tendenciebefCretans. They
meted out their own punishments to those who idjtneir families.
Estelle had certainly done a great injury to Subas] this would
reflect on his family, for even though Sulas ha@rbsaved, and
scandal avoided, he had made the attempt on &iarid that in itself
was a disgrace which would be with his family fareaty long while.

Thios had told him | would suffer for what I'd donier robbing Sulas,
as he put—' She broke off and her eyes glintedgdtesalue for his
money!

Value! All that - and in a mere fortnight. Alaineltfa little sick, but at
the time it struck her that by the time they weahbthirty Estelle
would be an exceedingly wealthy woman whereasAlame, would
still be as poor as she was today. And all becafise ideal that was
totally out of date.

‘Aren't you scared?' she queried at last, watdhangister's expressior
with interest.

'l've never been afraid of men in my life. If thigrbarian from Greece
wants to subject me to some form of vengeancefinstgyot to get
hold of me, and that's most unlikely. He can't kiplme, can he?'



'‘Well... no, | suppose not.' Alaine was beginniodeel afraid for her
sister's safety. Estelle laughed and said,

"You don't sound too sure.'

'What's this uncle's name?' For some reason whiehcsuld not
fathom Alaine wanted to know more about this Gredko had
threatened her sister. - 'Haven't a clue. As lad,sSulas always
referred to him as Thios.'

A frown settled on Alaine's forehead.

'So you don't know his name,' she mused. 'And bleginly knows you
don't?'

'‘Sulas mentioned this in his letter. He said, "Ywither know his
name nor what he looks like, so you can't take oeasto protect
yourself. How glad | am that | never talked muclowbThios." '
Estelle gave a grimace. 'Sulas's love has obvidushged to hate.'

'So if you ever met Thios you wouldn't have thestadea who he
was?" A little more of the colour had left Alainéége. She failed to
understand how her sister could treat the mattégbktly. "You know
absolutely nothing about him?'

'l do know a little." Estelle was clearly amuseddgine's anxiety and
for one smiling moment she stared at her, shakerghlead as if to
convey the message that Alaine was troubling Hhersgelte
unnecessarily. 'He's a bachelor and a womanizes #&lasecret
contempt for the female; takes a lot and giveke)igo no one would
get a sparkler like this out of him.'

'Is that all you learned about Thios - ,in a wHolenight?'

'‘Not a long time,' grinned Estelle. 'Not really wiht@ere's so much to
do. The Greeks are among the world's most amoreuws ramember,



and a girl can't expect diamonds and mink for mgthin any case,
Sulas never seemed inclined to talk about thiseunod as | wasn't
interested | didn't bother to ask questions. Adfor asking about me
- well, as you know, | never own to having relasivi#'s simpler to say
I'm alone in the world - and more profitable," slakeled significantly.

Alaine's frown deepened. She still felt that Estellas treating the
matter far too lightly. Also, she always thoughfoiblish of Estelle to
deny having relatives. This Thios, for instancewuaild think twice
about revenge were he to know that Estelle hagtarsand an aunt.

'‘He knows your name, and what you look like. | estffgulas has told
him that you're a model?'

Estelle nodded, and went on to say that in any Sa&s had lots of
shapshots of her.

‘Took me in every conceivable pose - and a couplkenres in the
nuddy.'

'In the—?" Brilliant pink fused Alaine's cheeksh,&stelle, you didn't
allow him to take you like that!

'‘Don't be a prude, Alaine," laughed Estelle. 'Ylouer sees you in the
nuddy, so why shouldn't he have a snapshot ofikeuhat?'

Alaine swallowed. She had listened to some talesescoming on
these visits to her sister's flat, but what she lheard this evening
capped them all.

‘Sulas will have shown him some of the snapshioén?'

'‘Some?' Estelle's brows shot up in a gesture ofamant. 'He'll have
shown him the lot. You know what men are.' Shewiivack her head
and laughed loudly as Alaine squirmed and wenehdtan ever. "You
are funny, Alaine. When are you going to get with |



'‘Don't you care that this other man has seen yeunithe— That he's
seen all the photos?'

'‘Why should I? In any case, | couldn't do much alioeven if | did
dislike the idea.'

A troubled sigh left Alaine's lips; she shook headl, saying she did
not feel that Estelle should take this attitudeahplete indifference
to the threat contained in Sulas's letter.

‘Where is Thios now?' she added, and experiensatall amount of
relief when Estelle said he was in Greece, asdaha knew.

'He took Sulas back, as | told you, and | sawenftiof Sulas the other
day who'd just received a letter from him. Sulas i€orfu, where he
owns huge estates, and Thios is in Crete, | expecguse that's where
his home is." Estelle's lips twitched as she addetiperately to
embarrass her sister, 'You look quite per-! turbbeth believe you're
afraid this Thios will carry me off to this barbarsland and - er - rape
me or something?'

Alaine could have said that this would not, in Hste case, be a very
effective form of punishment, but naturally sheaefed.

'Is it true that these people kill?' she murmuretnearly so sceptical
now as she was when Estelle first mentioned it.

Leaning back, with her legs spread on the arm efdmair, Estelle
regarded her sister with considerable amusementiowdly still
enjoying Alaine's anxiety on her behalf.

‘They do; quite literally they believe in an eye & eye... and a life
for a life. They seem to be a lawless lot and imsaemote places
they're forever engaging themselves in feuds. Alingrto Sulas - and



he did remind me of this in his letter - they dedhlessly with anyone
who does them an injury.'

'I'd be afraid if | were in your place, Estelle.’

'l didn't know you cared so much,' her sister retdrwith the merest
hint of sarcasm, but then added, 'I'm going awateoon, so if he
wants trie he'll have to wait." Her blue-grey eys®sone with
anticipation, and it was easy to see that the Giesk suddenly
vanished from her mind. 'I'm invited to have a ldmgjiday on a
yacht!'

‘A yacht? How exciting. Whose is it?' Alaine wasoatliverted, glad to
discard the matter of Thios - or whatever his neahe might be.

"You wouldn't know the owner. | don't, for that meaf but he's a rich
American whom Stan knows. There's quite a crowdsahvited and
we'll be away for several weeks at least.'

‘But your work? Can you get all that time off?' ldka thought of her
own fifteen days, spent in catching up on housebblates. 'You've
been away once this year and it's only April now.'

'My job's flexible. But in any case my boss is afi¢he guests.' Her
eyes flickered over Alaine's shabby dress. It haenbbought very
cheaply as 'soiled' from the place where Alaineke&dr 'You're crazy,

you know. You're as attractive as | - must be, miugbu?' she added
with a laugh. 'What are you doing with your looKs?that brat of

Keith's still with you?'

"You know very well she is - and she's not a brat!

‘All right, all right,’ soothingly. 'Calm down. Bybu're a fool to have
her. Are you resigned to living in poverty all ydife?'



'l don't expect I'll ever be much different fromatH am now.' But
Alaine sighed inwardly as she glanced around. [esteld everything
money could buy ... and she still had a long wagdo

Rising, Estelle went over to the cocktail cabinet.

'What can | get you? You can't ask for the wronggh she added
proudly.

'I'd rather have coffee.'

‘All right; I'll have the same. Come into the kigchand talk to me

while | get it ready. We'll have some sandwicheahwti' She went into

the kitchen and Alaine followed. What she saw maglegasp - and

think of her own kitchen with its brown sink, forysears old because
the landlord would not put them a new one in. Tingboards were of
wood and the floor gf.rough uneven tiles.

‘You've had it all done since | was here last.dsvwovely then, but now
... Her voice trailed away as she stared at thgnifiaent fittings. 'l'd
never be out of it if-it were mine!'

'‘More fool you, then. The kitchen's the last pledevant to be. I've a
maid now who comes in every day.- She goes atudistays when |
have parties.' Estelle reached for the coffee pa&ti@oand Alaine
inquired if there was anything she could do. Shelctcaonake the
sandwiches, her sister said, and showed her whemytbing was.
‘You could have all this,’ she added a short wlater on seeing
Alaine's eyes wandering around again. With an isipgal gesture
reminiscent of the old days of comradeship Esteliigped an arm
round Alaine's slim waist and led her into the hellere they stood
side by side before the long gilt- framed mirroyek the same, that
delightful colour between blue and softest gresid lmpid and large
with long curling lashes to add even more enchantieethem. Clear
skin, peach-bloomed and tightly-drawn over deligatentoured



cheekbones; full generous mouths and high inteltigereheads;
honey-gold hair, shining and long.

'It's fascinating how two people can be so exaatlge." Estelle's
glance met Alaine's through the mirror and botlisgemiled, their
eyes reflective as memory brought a return of thlags when the two
girls had delighted in confounding their friends.

'I'm not Alaine, I'm Estelle," Alaine would say,cahkewise, Estelle
would tell a fib, just for the sheer mischief anmgoyment of laughing
at the one who had addressed her.

'‘Which one are you?' the teacher would ask. 'Arebstelle?’
'No, Miss, I'm Alaine.’

‘It was such fun,"” murmured Alaine, speaking herughts aloud.
'‘We're still the same; | wonder if we always wd®

‘Shouldn't think so. Care and all the worries ofgrty and bringing
that child up will prematurely age you - unless Visten to advice and
start living.' Naturally Alaine said nothing to shand after a small
moment of silence Estelle said with a slight froiot identical,

really. It wasn't fair that | had the birthmark amat you.'

Estelle had always said this, yet it was not imguairitnot in any way at
all.

It isn't as if you can see it." As Alaine spoke dbticed her sister's
hand go automatically to her left side.

'Sulas was crazy about it,' she murmured reflelgtivemiling at
Alaine through the mirror. 'He used always to bentivey to kiss it -
because, he said, it was right over my heart. Hdeuwill see it,' she
added with a return of the frown. 'If I'd thoughtyane else was going
to see those snapshots | would have turned, saoht@dirthmark was



hidden, but Sulas wanted it on the photos.' Herifrevent and she
laughed. 'The sister it was who blushed,' she dawhing away
towards the kitchen again.

It was as they were eating their sandwiches thilEsnentioned the
cruise she should have taken, had not the yaghtctime up. The
ticket was bought and on hearing about the yadptHstelle had
written to 'the travel company asking for a refufidher money.

'Refused to give me back a penny!" she said wisludden rise of
anger. 'All that money gone to waste. | could tieecruise, but I'd get
home only the day before I'm to be on the yactan't want that sort
of a rush.’'

'‘When were you supposed to go on the cruise?'
‘In two weeks' time.'

‘Two weeks? Then you couldn't expect them to make & refund.
They wouldn't be able to fill your place at sucbrmotice.’

'It wouldn't have done any harm to have had thenaanpty." Getting
up from the small table at which they were eatiggielle went to a
drawer in her desk. 'Here,' she said, flingingrgdanvelope on to the
couch beside Alaine. 'See if you can flog it to some at work. You
can have what you get.'

Alaine stared at the envelope beside her, her Baddenly giving an
inexplicable lurch. Labels had fallen out as Estétlssed down the
envelope, exciting, brightly-coloured labels begrthe name of the
cruise shipCassillia.

'How I-long is it for?' she stammered, struggliogcast off the idea
forming in her mind. She could not leave Jinx wiilnt Sue...



‘Two weeks, that's all. It was to be in the natfran extra,' explained
Estelle airily. 'Not my real holiday by any meawsfortnight's no
good to me, as you know.'

Something appeared to be sticking in Alaine's thraad she
swallowed in order to clear it.

'‘Where does the ship go?' She picked up the |abigst as if they
were hot, her hand trembling visibly. Aunt Sue doubt possibly look
after Jinx for two whole weeks. Or could she?

'‘Greece—' Estelle broke off, laughing as Alaineegavittle start. '‘No
connection with what I've been telling! you. | wemt a Greek cruise
last year, as | think | mentioned, and as | likddhought I'd go again.
| liked going on my own, too. Lots of scope on aise and | got in
with a super Brazilian. Think you can flog it tonseone at the shop?'

Alaine shook her head, reminding Estelle that rean@ was on the
ticket, which Alaine was now holding in her hand.

‘It couldn't be used by anyone else,’ she saidefixme ... | could
easily call myself Estelle, just for convenien¢eught Alaine.

'l never thought of that. Drat it! | do hate wagtgood money.’
Swallowing again, Alaine said, 'l could use it m¥se

'You?' Estelle stared, amazed. 'Of course you c¢cduitl never even
suggested it before, knowing you, | didn't thinkugbleave Aunt Sue
and Jinx." A small pause. 'l thought you said shs becoming worse?’

‘She is." Alaine's spirits dropped. It had beeita idea while it lasted.
'‘No, | can't go. In any case | haven't a passine'added as the fac
registered.



‘That needn't trouble you. You can have mine, 8g s you bring it
back immediately you get home.' Alaine was shakieighead firmly,

but Estelle went ,on to say that the small matte¢he passport must
not influence her. If she thought her aunt coulchagge Jinx then
Alaine ought seriously to consider taking the auigstelle would

lend her some clothes, she said, and in fact, #vagy she would

require.

‘The name on the passenger list is Estelle, sdl yiave to be Estelle
all the while, even to the friends you make on Hdgdgstelle was
saying an hour later as she and Alaine were ihé&akeoom sorting out
sun-suits and cocktail dresses and shoes and b&aph, and various
other items which Estelle said Alaine would need.

Alaine was a trifle worried about the passport,dsishe would not be
having another trip abroad in the foreseeable éushe felt it would be
a waste of good money to get one of her own. Tloéggjnaph waser;
the name was Marsland. As Estelle said, there woeldo difficulty
at all.

Aunt Sue was still up when, weighed down by two rbat heavy
suitcases, Alaine arrived home. Her news tumbled and after
recovering from her surprise Aunt Sue was as erahtis as her
niece.

‘You must go, my love,' she declared without ansitagon. 'I'll look
after Jinx.'

‘You don't mind? | wouldn't go if you feel you mighot be able to
cope.’

'l want you to go.' That anxiety again and an odtction in the old
lady's voice. 'l definitely want you to take thigpt Alaine. Forget all



about me and Jinx and your work. It's six yearsesyou had a holiday
- or is it more? | can't quite remember.’

'It's seven. Daddy took Estelle and me to Bourndgmpmust before he
died.'

‘Then you more than deserve this break.' Aunt Saye's wandered to
the suitcases which Alaine had put down on exgiteditering the
living-room where her aunt was sitting, reading beok. 'I'll take a
look at your pretty things tomorrow while you'renadrk—' She broke
off, the hint of a frown appearing between her eydwy'll let you
change your holidays?' she said anxiously.

Alaine nodded, saying that there would be plentyeafple who would
willingly change with her, as Alaine had been givero weeks in
August, the most popular month, especially for ¢hesmen with
children of school age.

Aunt Sue, despite her obvious tiredness, wantethalhews relating
to her as usual and she listened avidly in spitehef frequent
disparaging grunts she gave as Alaine's narratiaéraued.

'Poor lad!" she exclaimed when Alaine had tolddieut Sulas. 'She's
a bitch, and it would serve her right if this undid meet up with her
some day and give her what for!'

‘Estelle's not afraid. In any case, he's now ineGeeand if he has all
these business interests he'll probably not hawe &ven to think
about it." Alaine sincerely hoped he would not, &n now she knew
a tingling fear for her sister.

'l don't know,' mused Aunt Sue. 'l've read a baduttlihese Cretans anc
they're darned cunning. They're up to tricks noalse would think of.

They're a race apart. It's said that they are r@iffiein appearance anc
physique, too. Cretans are prouder than 'most dineeks ..." She



tailed off thoughtfully and then quoted, ' "... &&fike men, prouder,
fiercer, taller, straighter than all other Greewslking with long
strides, moving like kings through lanes which othmen intuitively
clear for them." A shake of the white head andhthées, | read that
description somewhere once and I've always remesdbaet.
Eagle-like men, living in a land where eagles nestthe high
plateaux." A rather self-conscious laugh escapedabeshe noticed
Alaine's half-amused expression. ‘Not much wroriy wiy memory;
it's my body that's playing me up. However, to metto Estelle. |
shouldn't care to be in her shoes if their patres &appen to cross,
because she won't come off unscathed. In my opisi@id better
watch out.'



CHAPTER THREE

ALAINE 's excitement had been mounting with every day tlased,
but eventually the moment of departure arrivedartld the taxi at the
door Alaine kissed her aunt goodbye, thanking gerrafor agreeing
to look after Jinx.

‘And thank you very, very much for all the spendmgney you've
given me. | didn't like you selling that gold nemée—'

'Rubbish! It was for a good cause. | would haveiteo you in any

case, and I'm sure you'd never have worn it; ybatte considered it
too old-fashioned. Remember, though, that you hawerortune.

You'll have to be careful with it - but spend itinal No scrimping

with the intention of bringing some of it back."'

'‘No, | won't. Oh, Auntie, I'm so excited | coulchgiat the top of my
voice!'

Aunt Sue merely smiled affectionately at her nienefing the
heightened colour adding to the beauty of her fdue lovely eyes,
sparkling with anticipation, the small but beadtiands making
nervous movements with the clasp of the new handiiagh the old
lady had bought for her.

'Off you go, dear. The man's put in your luggage lagls waiting.'

.Goodbye,' repeated Alaine, giving her aunt kelhug. 'I'm glad Jinx
is at school. She'd have cried to come with mel'dnghve felt awful.
Tell her I'll send lots of picture postcards ardtdting her back a
present.’

I'll do that. Have a wonderful time, dear.'

The next few hours were like a dream. First thpaty from where
Alaine flew to Venice where a sightseeing tourlwd tity had been



arranged by the travel company, after which Aland her party were
taken by water-bus to the quay where @essillia gleamed in the

sunshine, massive and immaculate. Each passengereagived by

smiling officers as he or she stepped off the gaygen to the ship.

Alaine was conducted by a steward to her cabin¢glvhad a porthole,
naturally, and the luxury of a divan bed insteaca®fink. There was a
private shower and a roomy wardrobe and a dregainig-

As it was half-past six in the evening she had tmky to unpack and
prepare for dinner, and as she did these thindearduxury of her
first-class cabin she thought again of Estelle. &v&inly did herself
well. No second class accommodation for her. Rexglin this
borrowed luxury, Alaine could not help wonderinghiis would be her
one and only experience of it.

A young married couple were already seated at dide twhen she
entered the dining saloon. They introduced themselks Jim and
Donna Wilding and, remembering her temporary nafiaine told

them she was Estelle Marsland. They all chatted fmoment or two,
Donna predicting that they would have a young mariha fourth
occupant of their table.

‘They always fill up like that,' she smiled. 'Jimda met each other in
this particular way.' She stopped and looked uthadable steward
showed a dark-haired young man to the spare $edd.you,' laughed
Donna as the man sat down. His name was Hal arfik asas a
friendly sort the four chatted together throughthetmeal and when it
was over Hal suggested they keep together for éke af the trip,
making a foursome. Jim and Donna instantly agrded, Alaine
experienced a twinge of annoyance, as she had sto tawihave this
young man hanging around her for the duration @ttiiise. Aunt Sue
had warned her about such an eventuality.

'l once went on a cruise,' she told Alaine, 'ariduind myself stuck
with a woman who wanted to be friends and pal uj wie. | didn't



like telling her I'd rather she found someone elsd so | had no
opportunity of becoming friendly with anyone el¥eu mix, my dear.
Don't get yourself stuck with one - at least," aheended, 'not until
you've had a look around and made up your mind.'

The other three were looking inquiringly at Alaiaed as she was
unable at this stage to avoid an affirmative replyal's suggestion
she presently found herself seated with them albla in the nightclub
where, under softly-shaded lights, they dancedyldrand watched
the cabaret. The air became stuffy and misty withoke and

eventually Alaine said she was going up on declafbreath of fresh
air.

"'l come with you,' eagerly from Hal, and Alaibé her lip.

Donna winked and Alaine had the depressing comvicthat there

was to be no escape from Hal, who had held hetofaclose when

they danced and who even now had slipped a pogsessiabout her

waist. Was it shyness on her part that made helllimgvo accept this

man's company for the rest of the trip? she wontle®ae could not
honestly say she disliked him, so it could perhlgsshyness and
inexperience that were responsible for the wayfshe

After only a few moments on deck Alaine announcedihtention of
going to bed. Hal's protest faded as she went atbegdeck and
descended the stairs. She felt impatient with hegabise he had talkec
stupidly while they stood on deck, asking her tarsta chair with him
and jokingly saying, 'Two can go into one.' How \gag to get rid of
him? Alaine could discover no way at all - not with being
downright rude to him.

However the next day, Saturday, was spent quitesplgly in playing
deck games or swimming in the pool and, of coysaetaking of the
marvellous meals which were put before them bysthiing steward.
On Sunday they hired a taxi which took them omgatseeing tour of



Athens, and the following morning they went to C&minion and
bathed in the sea, returning to the ship for lunch.

'l didn't know they took passengers on at the poftsall.' Alaine
expressed her surprise as she stood by the railthagt other three. It
was about an hour before the ship was due to Ieameus and severa
people, mainly Greeks, were coming aboard carrguitgases.

‘They do sometimes take on passengers,' saidSome disembark,
you see; | noticed this when we arrived here.’

Alaine seemed not to hear; her whole attentionaveessted by one of
the passengers coming up the gangway. How tall! kiéaa Greek?
She saw his face only in profile as he came witnd of feline grace
up the long gangway, his whole bearing giving thgoression of
arrogance and nobility, of a man accustomed tadleeof authority,
of giving orders, and having them obeyed on théamts As if to
strengthen this impression the two officers atttpeof the gangway
appeared to stiffen to attention as he drew clmst#rem. And then he
lifted his head and for one brief moment his eyes timose of Alaine
before he glanced away, continuing his languidrasaigthe gangway.
But in that brief instant something incredible haped to Alaine. It
was as if she had received some stunning impatthtch sent her
senses reeling; every nerve-end in her body tinglgd a sort of
ecstatic expectation, and her heart pulsated stiywtihat when she
automatically put a hand to it she could actuadlgl fits throbbing
disorder.

'I'm terribly sorry.' The apology, spoken in a nghrant tone and with
the merest hint of an accent, came from the maneidmately on his
bumping against her as she was making her wayedotmnge for
afternoon tea. Had it been an accident? wonderath@l There was
ample room in the passage.. .



‘That's all right." She looked up into the mostdsmme face she hac
ever seen - and yet the most formidable too, fefdkial lines, etched
like something in granite had the severity of e@tgek sculpture and
carried a harshness and implacability that seemdmand him as a
man totally without feeling or compassion. His eyétack and

arresting, looked hard into hers and she felt thexg no single thing
about her that they had not taken in. His foreheasl lined and low,

his black brows very slightly curved, as they werelassical Greek
sculpture; his cheekbones were high and prominemedth a taut and
rich mahogany- coloured skin. The thick black weawed attractively

and even as Alaine watched a slender brown happeslithrough it,

removing a lock that had strayed on to the lowebrayv.

'I'm afraid | wasn't looking where | was going.dde | haven't hurt
you?'

'‘Of course you haven't." Alaine smiled up at hiemnembering the
impact he had made upon her only an hour or so"8lgere's really no
need to apologize; it was a pure accident.' Skd trot to feel shy, but
she knew her colour had risen, and that she wasimiyy at all poised
and assured as, for instance, Estelle would haea e such an
encounter. The man stared down into her face amtéstame puzzled
by his expression. He seemed surprised and a itiiglussed, she
thought, but it was only a fleeting impression, daese he was now
saying,

‘You're very kind." A pause, during which his chargnismile had the
effect of increasing her heartbeats to an almosbmnfortable thud.
'‘Were you going in to tea?' the man inquired plglitend she nodded
in a dazed sort of way.

'Yes,' she replied breathlessly. 'Yes, | w-was.'

‘Then perhaps we might go together? You're alone?'



She nodded again and said yes, she was aloneydémtas he spoke
she had the strange conviction that he knew vetlyske was alone.

On entering the lounge, where sbibuzoukimusic drifted from a
small dais on which were seated four musiciansyriae guided her,
with an almost imperceptible touch of his hand enltack, to a table
over in a secluded alcove and pulled out a chaindo. Alaine had not
looked round on entering the lounge, for althoulgae kad made no
promises she knew Hal would be expecting her tohon for tea. Jim
and Donna did not take tea, preferring to remaihasudeck in the
sunshine.

Tea and cakes were brought on a tray and Alairleegiap the teapot,
feeling very much overwhelmed by this tall Greekowkas leaning

back in his chair and regarding her through halfsetl eyes. He
seemed puzzled, she thought, although she couddnfinreason for
this impression. She also felt that his rather lathgpose was assumec
and that he was in fact on the alert. She handedhis tea and he
thanked her before saying, rather slowly, his dixael intently on her

face,

My name's Duris ..A small hesitation, as if heukdb ascertain
whether or not there would be some reaction onpagt. But she
merely smiled and waited and had hen seemed to @mdeep breath
before telling her that his first name was Cimddhat's yours?' He
smiled, but she had the impression that somethingr aghan humour
lay behind that smile.

Forgetful, she almost made a slip and her lipsdtwally formed the
name Alaine when she checked and said,

'Estelle Marsland.' As soon as the name left Ipsrshe felt a sudden
regret that lying was necessary. Somehow, sheatike the idea of
lying to this man; also, she wanted to be hergethia moment - not
Estelle, but Alaine. However, an untruth was alisbhunecessary



because of the passenger list. Many people stofgpsdan it; she
herself had done so and probably Cimon had toavooitd before the
voyage was over.

'Estelle Marsland.,." He seemed to be repeatingntimae over to
himself, while he continued to subject Alaine tattimtense regard,
this time from over the rim of his teacup, and r_étsilent moment an
enigmatic smile came to his lips and hovered thdeawas remote, a
long long way from her, she thought... and ye#lyss were still fixed
on her face. She lowered her lashes, faintly peetlirby this

concentrated interest. 'How do you come to be ioglislone?' he
inquired at length.

She shrugged with assumed carelessness.
'l like travelling alone.'
‘You do it often?'

‘This is the first time," she answered, giving laifnank look, and only
then did she realize her inconsistency.

'‘But you just said you liked travelling alone.' 8oihes, yet containing
some obscure element that brought a prickling semsto the base of
Alaine's skull. An uneasy silence followed his wardihich were half
guestion, half statement.

‘There was no one to come with me,' she said laatdfst, and to her
puzzlement and surprise his fine lips curved inanmner that could
only be described as one of contempt. He saidl,istihe same soft
tones,

'l suppose you knew you wouldn't be alone for long?

She frowned at him, her face fusing with colour.



'I'm afraid | don't understand you."' Although shgcted a coolness
into her voice she knew a sudden loss of spirithat trend of
conversation. Cimon seemed cynical, and faintlyqrazing. His
black eyes held a light she did not particularlyectr, although she
could not have explained what it was she saw tl8dre glanced away,
and picked up a scone. Cimon appeared to noticddjection and, to
her intense relief, seemed anxious to undo any darna had done,
for when he spoke again it was with the charm ofhmea exhibited
when, having knocked against her, he graciousNoged.

'You're so very beautiful that it is quite imposgsibor you to be alone
for long. Surely you're aware of this?' His voitstered even by its
softness; his eyes glimmered with unconcealed adioir, and the
smile on his lips was so obviously friendly thatale found herself
responding with her own ready smile.

'l expect you talk like this to all the women," sta@d with assumed
flippancy after searching for something more omdjito say to him.

He laughed, revealing two rows of even white teetinpng and
gleaming.

'l expect | have made similar remarks on variousasons, he
admitted, leaning forward in his chair to help haffiso a pastry. '‘But
I'm quite sincere when | say that my remarks haxeenbeen passec
to a more beautiful girl than you.' His black eyasghed a little
because of her blushes and the rather tremulousmmewt of her lips.
He seemed to understand her slight nervousness laoid of
confidence, and she wondered if he were used toandrahaving like
this on first becoming acquainted with him. Ther@svabout him so
superior an air, a certain inheresgvoir vivre,that unless a woman
were herself endowed with a high degree of confideshe must
surely find herself floundering a little, for heafly was rather
overpowering. Alaine fumbled with her pastry fomkda noting his
change of countenance, she had the impressiomthaatlition to the



humour displayed by the gleam in his eyes and uineecof his lips he

was possessed of some secret from which he desigedat measure
of amusement. 'l expect you'll be dancing this exgH he said as if
desiring to put her at her ease.

She nodded eagerly, her heart giving a little @riexcitement.
‘Yes, of course.’

‘Then | shall claim you for every dance,' he resjgohwith a kind of
smooth mastery that set her nerves tingling inligidas sort of way.

'Oh ... will you?" She was trembling, and angry hwherself in
consequence. No wonder he was amused; she acéed kky and
gauche little schoolgirl.

Cimon laughed and, leaning forward in his chair,pieked up the
cakes and handed them to her.

'‘Most certainly | shall. | haven't run into a dike you merely to let
her go again.'

She sent him a startled glance, wondering at tee af some subtle
implication in those words. Was he typical of taee? she wondered
thinking for one fleeting moment of Sulas, who agpdly had no
confidence at all. Certainly he hadn't had thegaisd self-assurance
that this man possessed, but of course, Sulas wels younger - only
twenty-one, whereas this man looked to be in h-tmirties. There
were many Greeks on board t@assillia, but Alaine had spoken to
only one or two in passing, so she had no meansraparing Cimon
with any others of his nationality, but somehow ditenot think he
was typical. He seemed a man apart, more dignifiexte noble. He
still held the plate of cakes and she took onejkéd him, and put it
on her plate. Replacing the cakes on the tablep@istraightened up,
then leant back against the blue moquette uphwglsfdris armchair.



'You came aboard at Piraeus,' murmured Alaine avidok of inquiry.
‘Are you taking the rest of the cruise?'

'l did come aboard at Piraeus. I'd been in AthenBusiness, and now
I'm on my way home.'

"You live on one of the islands?"

'Yes, | live on the island of Rhodes.' Was thefieating hesitation
before he mentioned the island? she wondered hamddecided it was
her imagination.

'So, you'll be leaving the ship?' Disappointmenbdled over here -
disappointment out of all proportion. ‘We're dueatoive there six
days from now.'

'l believe so," stifling a yawn. He appeared toldst in reverie and
Alaine was reluctant to intrude and she sat thgxeirgy her tea and
wondering if he were married and had a familyekrmed impossible
that such a devastatingly attractive man could hawsined single,
yet the next moment she was telling herself thatwlas not the
marrying sort, that he probably indulged in numeratiairs— Putting
a break on her meditations, she allowed herselinges Of what

importance was it to her whether or not he was ie@®r- or if he

indulged in numerous affairs?

'Have you always lived on Rhodes?' she inquiredvexsationally
when at last his attention ceased to be occupiéud s own private
thoughts. 'It's a very beautiful island, isn't it?'

'It is indeed. No, | haven't always lived therévéd for a short while
in Arcadia when | was a child.’

‘Arcadia? That name conjures up visions of pastpedce and
simplicity; one thinks of shady trees and murmusirgams and lush



green hills and water- meadows-Alaine stopped on noting hel
companion's changed expression. Puzzlement was, it it faded

presently and the quizzical lift of an eyebrow payed his dawning

amusement.

'‘And nymphs and shepherds,' he supplemented wWébgh that sent
delicious tingles running the whole length of hping. 'I'm sorry to
disillusion you, but nothing could be more wrongritthe impression
given by the poets. Arcadia is a region of frettealintains and dark
defiles; its climate is severe and its soils stang barren - for the most
part, that is. Romantic Pan dancing with his nymghbs the
accompaniment of the syrinx forms an attractivetyoe; but it's
entirely mythical, as you obviously know.' He felllent for a moment
before quoting, ' "Nymphs and Shepherds dance ne,ny sandy
Ladon's lilied banks ..." "

Alaine laughed, but her voice assumed a plaintote as she said,
‘You've spoiled my lovely picture, and I've hasliitce | was at school.’
'How long ago is that?' he asked unhesitatingly.

‘Since | left, you mean?'

Cimon tilted his head to one side in a mannerisentsd previously
noticed, and she was quick to catch the satiridédation in his tone
as he said,

'‘Don't prevaricate, Estelle. I'm asking you youe&g

Lowering her head under the clear rebuke, she hold she was
twenty-two. He received this with a faint nod - waiiwas not very
flattering to Alaine, as people invariably expressgurprise on
discovering her age, saying she looked much younger



‘Tell me some more about Arcadia,’ she urged, oagain
experiencing a small access of dejection at thequmced change in
his expression. What were his thoughts that theulsibring so dark a
frown to his brow?

'What do you want to knowRis voice changed, swiftly reverting tc
its former half-humorous tones. 'About the nymphd ahepherds?
Yes, you do see the shepherds - prematurely-agedwitk crooks
and care-lined faces. And the nymphs? Well, ydirii women
working with spindles, their brown hands gnarled amork-worn,
their bodies weighed down by voluminous black rcbelés eyes
flickered over Alaine, sitting sideways at the &lther shapely legs
crossed and one slender ankle moving in time vighntusic. Her
pretty cotton dress, flowered and sleeveless, detyghing for her
figure, the neckline having been cleverly cut te tiear-revealing
limit. A mass of honey-gold hair spilling in enclizuy abandon over
one shoulder added to the tantalizing impressiotetifhtful curves
hidden from view.

'Oh, dear,' sighed Alaine, slightly disconcertedhiy all-embracing
regard, 'my picture's totally blotted out now.'

‘You asked me to tell you more,' he reminded hed, she nodded
ruefully. 'So sorry, Estelle.’ She merely smiledd ahe said
unexpectedly, Tell me about yourself. Your pargnite added,
watching her closely. 'And what do you do for ang?'

'‘My parents are dead.' She stopped, for some remdavanting to tell
him all about her work at the store, or the drabredser life - and she
certainly did not want to tell him about Jinx, tbe simple reason that
she was reluctant to afford him amusement by aatjugi him with
the fact that she had been made such a fool ohdéyran who had
quite literally parked his unwanted baby on her.



Strangely, he expressed no surprise that her gavesme dead. Most
people did because of Alaine's youth. Not manysgifl her age had
lost both parents.

"Your work?' The merest hesitation and then, 'Youwbrk for a
living, | suppose?'

She looked swiftly at him. Could it be mere imagjoa, but had she
really detected a note of sarcasm ' on the wordk'vifo

She hesitated, still reluctant to tell him she aashop assistant. Not
that there was anything wrong in that, it was homesk ... and yet
she had an urge to be Estelle now, and not hers#lf\laine.

'l model,' she said, rather quickly so as to getuhtruth out before it
caused her too much trouble.

‘You model." His glance seemed to strip her naketislhe blushed.
'‘What do you model? Clothes? - or do you merely--model?'

Her blush deepened. She felt anger rise, but defeatso. This man
from Greece could hurt.

'l model clothes,' she replied quietly, avoiding Haze.

'I'm sorry," he murmured across the table. 'l sthhawt have implied
that you modelled in the nude. Forgive me.'

Alaine raised her eyes, wondering at the suddesk gehind them.
Cimon appeared to be genuinely regretful of hislicagion. She
gained the impression that he had no wish to antagder.

‘It doesn't matter."

'I'm sorry," he repeated. The apologetic way wtlyounsuited to his
personality, to his bearing and his powerful physigvhich in itself



gave him the mark of superiority and arrogancevds a little while

before he spoke again, not in fact until Alaine liaished eating,
when he asked her if she would like to go an déetskhimself had

eaten very little, and he had drunk only one cugeaf Alaine was not
surprised by this lack of indulgence. Despite thitnéss of him and
the wide shoulders which spelt great strengthhbdy was all muscle;
Cimon Duris was obviously one of those people waad ho intention

of being hampered by superfluous weight.

‘Yes, I'd like to go on deck now.' All dejection Iteel under his smile
and the tingling sensation was there in her spgana As she and
Cimon were about to stand up Alaine glanced arotiadiwas sitting
by a window watching her, and although she coult nead his
expression at this distance she somehow knew hamgayg and hurt.
But she could not waste pity on him. This was lodiday of a lifetime
and she meant to take advantage of all it hadfer.oAlready three
days had gone - three days spent in the compahialpfwith whom
she had no desire to be anything except politeh&te deliberately
pushed himself, and Alaine had begun to feel trdppenvinced that
she was to be restricted to his company - andath@bnna and Jim -
for the entire duration of the cruise. But nowHere was excitement;
Cimon had stated his intention of dancing with Farthe whole
evening, and she knew he meant it. It looked he iivanted to be her
companion for the six days while he was aboard,ibafier that she
found herself alone, unwanted by those three, 8ten would not
mind. It would have been well worth it. Alreadylgiwho had come in
for tea were- giving Cimon their attention - andwander, he was so
arresting. Glances came Alaine's way too .. . glaraf undisguised
envy. Cimon eased himself unhurriedly from his chemiling down
at Alaine from his superior height as she pickedhepsmall bag and
rose from her chair. His hand automatically felltomer shoulder and
she quivered under its touch. Was this the starla a$hipboard
romance? Her mind and her nerves and in fact heteneing was
affected as she and Cimon walked the full lengththaf lounge,



watched by many eyes, as they made for the doastapged out on to
the deck.

‘Shall we sit down?' Cimon opened up the chairbaut waiting for
Alaine's reply. They had strolled to the end ofdkek, away from the
more crowded area, and Cimon put their chairs dioske rail. They
sat down and Cimon's hand came across so thatetemd Alaine's as
it rested on the wooden arm of the chair. She turher head,
overcome with shyness; her eyes met his and sheasaaxpression
that set her heart racing. Was he really attratctéedr? she wondered
asking breathlessly - because she had to,

‘Do you - do you live alone? - or have you someatives?'

There was a distinct edge of sardonic amusemehisinoice as he
replied,

'If you're asking if I'm married - as | presume yaoe - then the answet
is no—' He broke off and his lip quivered as shlbbwed. 'You're

probably of the opinion that | wouldn't admit itlitvere. | don't know

whether | would or not,’ he told her with candoand added

thoughtfully, 'l expect it would depend on whattsof woman my

wife was. However, as I'm not married the questioasn't arise.' No
comment from Alaine; she was too put out by thé tlaat he had seen
through her question. 'Would it have mattered to y@ad | been

married?’

She turned her head then, not fully understandisgjirestion.

'l don't know what you mean? Why should it matbeme whether you
are married or not?'

'We're going to be friends, aren't we?' Soft topessuasive yet almost
arrogantly confident. He was certainly sure of leif)ghis dark Greek
with the superlative looks and physique. What wdagdhe outcome



of this friendship, as he termed it? Alaine wassmopleton with
dreams of high-speed romance and marriage as ttigoreduct.
Cimon Duris was not that type of man - just theerse, in fact. He
could be dangerous, Alaine had no illusions abbat.t yet wasn't
danger often exciting? Her life had been drab uipnow and
excitement in any form was alluring. Friendshiphlaé implied ... but
Alaine foresaw for herself risks and temptationg,the prospect was
thrilling because of the very unpredictable natofr¢he situation. It
must of course end in goodbye, and their paths avoeler cross
again ... but the goodbye was six days hence.dmiantime Alaine
meant to live - without of course going to any |[mrs lengths. She
was not Estelle, and although she had on occasisngjly when too
many bills arrived or some other expense croppetbigbher aunt she
would not be averse to taking a lover, never fa& otoment had she
been serious about what she said.

'I've asked you if we're going to be friends?' Qusaich clear voice
cut into her thoughts and she smiled at him andleddher head.

'Yes, we're going to be friends," she replied, hoged she did not
sound too eager - or too cheap.



CHAPTER FOUR

ALAINE opened her eyes and through the first shaft cf@onsness
the vision of Cimon appeared. She and he had dandédwo o'clock
this morning, and even after that they had remameédon deck for
another half hour or so. Cimon's caressing voiuogelied, and so did
his smile; his kiss had been gentle and his manowards her
respectful. Had she been mistaken in her firstmedton of his
character? After having been held in his arms forlang, in the
romantic setting of the dimly-lighted night clublafe had been half
expecting Cimon to make a suggestion of sortseatsthe had held
her merely by an arm around her waist when theyecamdeck, and
even when he kissed her good night his hands resan her arms -
except for one delicious moment when he had takeridte between
his long brown fingers and, looking deeply into bges, had told her
how beautiful she was. He had seen her to her @adulrthere stopped
just long enough to raise her hand to his lips teefwith a smile and a
promise to be at the swimming pool at seven-thiny following
morning, he had turned and left her, the feel eflips still warm on
her hand.

Seven-thirty ... The sun was streaming into heincabd, startled from

her pleasant reverie, Alaine reached for her vetistlatch, which lay

on the cabinet by the side of her bed. A quartst aven. She jumpec
out of bed, determined not to lose one precious eminShe smiled
into the mirror. Was this starry- eyed girl theetirassistant whose
working life was spent behind a shop counter, wheretime was

occupied in pandering to customers' needs?

'l could have danced all night..Alaine hummed threetas she whirled
round the small space between wardrobe and wash-U&kis is
living!'

Cimon was lying on the water; she stood looking d@tvhim - at the
noble head and wide shoulders, at the lithe broedylwith its mass



of black hair on chest and legs. He saw her arfiisreyes a smile
dawned, then deepened as the silent moments pgssea@s if he
knew all about the wild uncontrolled beating of heart.

'‘Come on in," he encouraged. 'The water's warm.'

Responding to his invitation, she slipped on hgy aad dived in.
Cimon swam towards her, his lips touching hers rtiament she
surfaced.

'Oh,' she said, flustered yet thrilled. 'Someonésee.'
'Let than! You're my girl, so I've every right ts& you.'

You're my girl... Vibrant words, and meaningful.€lfuttering of her

heart increased. He sounded so sincere, and yestshay took

command of herself and directed her thoughts intwenpractical

channels, remembering that in less than a weeks Lie and she
would have said goodbye, for ever. Yet as she tuivex head and
noted his expression she could not miss the teedsioortrayed in his
smile. A small sigh escaped her; she wished sherfuad experience
of men, so that she could differentiate betweenesity and careless
flirtation. Aunt Sue was right when she asserted &laine should get
out more.

‘You blush more enchantingly than any woman | khdhispered
words, spoken close to her ear as she and Cimatefiside by side
on the pool. From overhead the sun streamed doovwn & flawless
Aegean sky and the deck became a blaze of colats @g/s shone on
the brightly-covered chairs, the blue pool and dglag attire of the
people strolling about or standing by the railyiata out towards the
island just appearing on the horizon.

'You know lots of womenThe forced lightness failed to achieve it
objective for a shrewd light flickered in Cimoniges.



'‘What man doesn't - these days?" No answer fronindlas the
implication shot home. Was there an edge of contémbis voice as
he added, 'And you, Estelle? Don't tell me you ‘amguainted with
lots of men, because | wouldn't believe you.'

She turned from him, hurt in a way that drove fedo her heart.

Should she tell him about her life? - that she kmaavmen simply
because the opportunity of meeting them never ar8seuld she tell
him about Jinx? - reveal how Keith had made a ébdler? Wavering
on the brink of giving Cimon her confidence andfessing she had
lied in saying she was a model, she" twisted roand, was instantly
deterred by his taut features and the unfathomapeession in his
eyes. He would not be interested in details ofgmeate life, so dull

and uneventful. To him she was just another girh pleasant
companion with whom to swim and dance and strolleck, passing
the time in trivial conversation - as they werendpnow. Falling in

with his own mood, she answered flippantly, 'Ofrseu'm acquainted
with lots of men. What woman isn't?' Twisting li&e eel in the water,
she would have swum away from him, but his hand sl and

captured her wrist. Almost roughly she was brouzguk to his side.
He seemed furious all at once, but Alaine sengedather than saw it.

'‘Are you boasting of your conquests?' he askedchhyarand a stab of
fear shot through her. She stared at him, bewitthgereHad their
acquaintanceship not been of so short a duratiencsiild have
believed his anger stemmed from jealousy.

'‘No - I'm not." His grip was like a vice. "You'rarting me, Cimon,' she
complained, and the pressure on her wrist was getedut not
removed.

'l didn't mean to hurt you.' His anger faded arsdfdce softened. Once
again she had the odd conviction that he had nlo t’iantagonize her.
'‘Come, let us get out of here; we've had enoughnincase, it's time
we went in to breakfast.'



With his swift change of mood Alaine's heart liftedd she was
singing softly as she showered in her cabin, aeds#d in a pair of
bright blue shorts and a sun-top. She brusheddietithit shone; her
eyes sparkled like stars and as she left the catmhmade her way
towards the restaurant she felt as if she werelitngaon air.

Cimon was waiting for her as she reached the dodrtlaey went in
together, Cimon leading the way to a small tablanralcove by the
window. Breakfast was an informal meal, with pagges coming in
at various times, so they were not obliged to kedpe tables allotted
to them.

'‘We'll have to do something about getting togetberll our meals,'
said Cimon firmly as their breakfast was being sdro them. 'I'll see
the chief table steward.'

Pleasure, and full agreement with this suggestias revealed in
Alaine's swift smile and the sparkle entering hgrse but she had to
say,

'I'm with three people. I've been going about wiitbm ever since we
came aboard.’

'‘Well, you'll be going about with me for the nekief days, so you'd
better tell them. What's the number of your tab&® told him, and
even though there was nothing more she desiredtthgpend every
possible moment with Cimon she opened her mougrdtest again,
for it did seem wrong to desert the others. In,factequest a change
of table seemed to constitute a slight. Howeves, retver voiced her
protest because Cimon prevented her from doing so.

'I'll see the steward while you run along for ybag and whatever else
you want to collect.' Glancing at his watch he atjdé&/e'll be docking
in a few minutes and if you want to see the modfigkonos we must
leave the ship as soon as possible after bredkfast.



On her way to her cabin half an hour later Alainenped into Donna.
Before she could speak the other girl said withi@a, g

'‘High romance? Okay, we don't mind, so don't treubl apologize.
You're under no obligation to stay with an old nedrcouple like us.
And Hal isn't much - not compared with your Gre¢tu should have
seen the envious looks you got last night! He'sstbieé of man you
can't take your eyes off, though, so | expect esargle girl aboard is
jealous of the attention he's giving you.'

The colour naturally tinted Alaine's face, but sfemaged to retain her
composure as she said,

'‘Cimon wants me to share a table with him, Donod, might not be
with you this evening for dinner.'

'Oh... well, of course you must please yourselfvelll miss you. You
said dinner - what about lunch?'

'l expect we'll be having that on Mykonos. We'ré diwe back on the
ship until half past one.'

'‘No, that's true. Well, enjoy yourself - and ddorget the old warning;
if you can't be good...'

The island shone white in the sunshine, a mosatcloés and domes.
Typical Cycladic architecture, Cimon had informesf las they had
looked on the island from the deck of the ship.ylWwere now aboard
a small boat, being ferried across the bluest setha world - the
beautiful Aegean. The tiny harbour was alive wittghtly-coloured
craft, the gay little caiques floating alongside thore dignified white
yachts, stirred by the rhythmic undulations of selwnoving over
water undisturbed by the wind.



'l lefki Mykonos, murmured Cimon in low but rich and vibrant tone
'‘Mykonos the white.' The inhabitants whitewashegrthouses twice
a year, he went on to tell her. 'All islanders takesxceptional pride in
their homes, especially the outside appearance.'

‘Do they get a lot of tourists here?"

'‘More than any other of the Cyclades; but at timgetof the year it
won't be crowded.'

'It's so calm,' Alaine said with a puzzled frowdut there we had quite
a breeze.'

‘Themeltemi- wind of the islands.' Cimon smiled at her andafeplit
second her heart stood still. Be careful, a reldtligarned; already
you're on slippery ground. 'Mykonos is shelteremhrthis northerly
wind by the mole you see out there. That's whystlell's so gentle.'
His voice was low but rich and strong; the acceas wecidedly an
added attraction for Alaine and she felt she ctialee listened to him
indefinitely. But he was pointing and she lookeddods the harbour,
beyond which the town straggled the hillsides. Whild turned;
dovecotes and farmhouses and tall campaniles veerehéd with
translucent gold as they caught the sun, and evime\exotic flowers
flaunted their springtime glory. It was a fairyaasland, and so lovely
that it was difficult to believe that it was praily barren - a huge
rock which in Greek mythology had been picked ug aurled at the
Giants by an enraged Poseidon, god of the sealiffieecaique on
which Cimon and Alaine were being ferried was clasé¢he shore
now; Alaine turned impulsively, to pass some remaok her
companion, but the words died on her lips. Shelgawn profile - the
clear, finely- etched features and aquiline nosgh fprominent
cheekbones and out-thrust jaw. His expression h#iddhher tongue
and some particular disturbance filtered throughvieole being as
she continued to stare at him. He turned; his de¢gyes were hard
and dark as basalt. What were this man's thoughts?



Alaine recalled that once before she had askechd¢hat question,

and on that occasion also his expression had lheecaiuse of some
inner and unfathomable disturbance. Charm he uriddlyb

possessed, and the sort of good looks and selfeassuthat attracted
like a magnet ... but what lay beneath that irtédesveneer? True, his
expression could be soft, his smile reassuringytiise toned almost
to a caress, but Alaine was beginning to suspettuhderneath he
was a cold man and merciless.

'‘What's wrong?' He frowned on examining her fa¥eu've gone
guite white - Lord, you're going to be-?'

'Of course not! It's like a millpond.' Alaine marmaiga shaky laugh and
humour lit her companion's eyes. Why, die askeddigrshould she
suddenly experience this fear? Cimon rose as theWwas drawn to
the side by the men waiting there; his arm slipgkdut her as they
stepped ashore and all her fears vanished as mdmjic. They had
been stupid, anyway, and totally inexplicable amthaut foundation.

'You're quite sure you feel all righ@imon stopped to look down ai
her,, his expression anxious, she thought. 'Yoloutts returned, but
if you feel like a drink we'll get one before wegetramping around.'

Alaine shook her head, thrilled by his concernHer. This sort of
attention was so new, so unfamiliar, that she a#ijuderived a quite
disproportionate amount of pleasure from it - nké IEstelle, who
would have accepted it as her due.

'I'm fine," she returned, lifting a hand to remevieck of hair that had
fallen over her face. She smiled up at him, hesdgege and limpid

and reflecting the happiness within her. How fostienshe had been tc
find someone like Cimon ... and how lucky that bd preferred her to
any other girl on board. He could have had his @haof any one of

them, of this there was no doubt at all.



‘Then we'll begin our perambulation.'" His arm séigparound her
again and she felt his fingers caressing her waist.

They strolled along the waterfront, or esplanadeene dusky men
invited them to look at exciting wares of all kind$ie women of the
island, clad in russet and cream or white homespsmsled and

offered Alaine lovely hand-knitted sweaters at artgr the price she
would have paid at home. Leatherwork, too, was isxgyand cheap.
Embroidery was also offered and Cimon stopped.

‘What would you like, my dear?’
'‘Nothing - thank you . ..

'‘Choose!" An imperative, uncompromising command kepo so
sharply that she almost jumped. 'Of course you wantething.And
now there was the merest hint of cynicism in his&@@nd she came to
the conclusion that he was a man of swiftly-chaggimoods, since
this was by no means the first time such a chaageobcurred.

The embroidery's nice,' she returned, wishing sttertot uttered that
refusal which had resulted in his thinking she veating a part.
Obviously the women with .whom he occupied hisuestime were
eager to collect all they could - from men like @mDuris.

'This traycloth.

'You also use as table matsmiled the young woman, whc
immediately brought more to show them.

'In that case we'll have half a dozen.
'Oh, but-

'And that sweaterCimon pointed upwards and the girl brought
down. It was bright green, heavy and done in catiieh.



'Ilt's lovely. In spite of her shyness, and the reluctance tepadbese
presents, Alaine could not help but enthuse. 'Dokrot these?'

'In three days, madam,' responded the girl proudly.
‘Three days! But how long do you work?'

'‘Many, many hours - right into the night. And yaet gred,' she added,
‘and your eyes go weak when you are still young.'

A look of distress swiftly lit Alaine's eyes andn@n's head lifted and
an odd expression crossed his face. She had tfeekihary idea that
her concern for the young woman's eyesight mone shgorised him.

'Why don't you charge more and take longer?' skecake girl. "Your
eyesight's the most precious thing you have.' bkessoftly, looking
at the girl to ascertain whether or not her adwes being taken in.

'‘Plenty people will not buy if we charge more.'

‘They're four times this price in Britain. I'm sureu could charge a
little more.’

‘This is the price we want to charge.' The sweates put up against
Alaine and Cimon nodded his head.

‘Yes, we'll have it." He said something in Greedt tre girl went to the
end of the stall and brought an evening bag frormesghere
underneath. Alaine had no evening bag, but thetfattCimon had
noticed this amazed her. 'This is hand-woven nalfehie said to her.
‘The women of all these islands weave their owrenss.’

The bag was beautifully made from a strong whitdema with
interwoven threads of gold and silver.



‘Thank you, Cimon,' was all Alaine could find toysss she watched
the drachmae changing hands. "You're very kindgo m

'l hope you will always think so.' Soft words, asdged with banter...
and yet that fear shot through her again. Whatth@sause of it?

‘And now, that drink." Cimon carried the parcelgaite unusual
procedure for a Greek who, if walking with his wdeeven his sister,
would invariably have one hand in his pocket areldther occupied
either with a cigarette or a string of worry beddssmalltavernal
know of," Cimon was saying, almost to himself. 'Natvch alleyway
was it in? Ah, yes!'

"You know this island well?' asked Alaine, doinliftée skip now and
then to keep pace with him.

'‘Not well, exactly. I've been several times. My het used to like
coming - but that was a few years ago, beforedgab® so popular as it
IS now.'

"Your mother? Is she still living?'
'‘Why? Do | look too old to have a mother living?'

'‘No, of course not. | don't know why | asked. Ppsha was just for
something to say.'

'She isn't living, unfortunately." Silence ensugdjlence that seemec
almost reverent and one that Alaine could not Hare&en without
feeling she must anger him. What a strange manteQuifathomable.
A man of moods, of pagan ancestry.

Alaine allowed her thoughts to stray to the partbeiween them,
when the ship docked at Rhodes. He would go his..wapd she
would do her sightseeing alone. How would they de#l when that
moment of finality arrived? Goodbye. A kiss - yd®re would be a



kiss. One last embrace on the quay, and then Cimatking away, his
long easy strides rapidly lengthening the distdreteveen them. And
Alaine would stand there, watching his tall magmfit figure. Would
he turn? IVes, she was sure he would, and theydwaale to one
another until he was lost behind some buildingtbeobobstruction, or
until each was a mere speck in the great distdrateseparated them.
This was the fate of most shipboard romances;eingel impossible,
and yet it was so. A sigh escaped her, unconsgipasid Cimon
glanced down, his black eyes inquiring.

'‘What ails my fairkore?'he wanted to know, and' Alaine's hint c
dejection dissolved into brightness as she gaveadl faugh.

'If you really want the truth—'
'‘By all means, my dear.’
'l was thinking of the goodbye - five days hence.’

Silence ... so profound that even the bustle ofwhgerfront seemed
submerged by it. Yet activity went on all arourttk sailors parading
jauntily, laughing together, the fishermen dryihgit nets or mending
them, the tourists and stallholders, the donkeyimgra protest at their
loads of fruit and vegetables, as they had criedhftime immemorial
when first man ill- used and exploited them.

"The goodbye ..Cimon's voice at last, quiet yet sloowv containing
an odd mixture of amusement and satisfaction, dach@ stared up at
him, wishing she could understand him. He appedmedave

descended into some depth of thought which couldemebe

penetrated by anyone else. He seemed almost inhunwdnn savage
sense, but in some Way that set him apart from 'k&e's our
taverng' he said, jerking to an abrupt halt and breakinegspell that
had almost imperceptibly drawn them both into svpr. "You must



try anamygdaloto it's a speciality of this particular island. Wit
you want to drink?'

They sat down under the trellised vines; from sohew at the back
guiet bouzoukimusic could be heard, and there was the sounc
children laughing. Alaine's thoughts went to Jitdow the child
would have loved this! Alaine made a mental vovriag her if ever
the opportunity should arise. 'l must look for &éejob,’ she thought,
deciding that she had spent quite sufficient tineditd that shop
counter.

Alaine had lemonade and tlaenygdalotowhich turned out to be a
delicious sweetmeat made of almonds, while Cim@mklouzowith
which was served mezeof olives andhaloumiand bits of smoked
octopus. The young man waiting on wove betweentalées, his
flashing smile in evidence all the while; he stopmnd spoke to
Cimon in Greek and both men laughed as if at sooge hoke.
Following the direction of their gaze Alaine saw stout and
middle-aged Greek, thick-set and oily, fondlingid gs he strolled
along the alleyway with her. She was a platinumnté of
indeterminate age, though the clothes she wore weited to a
seventeen-year-old. Alaine blushed because she haiaguessed
what the laughter was about; noticing this heigiteoolour Cimon
looked at her in some amusement.

‘A drachma for them," he said with banter, andflush became even
more pronounced. 'All right, | shouldn't have méugoffer. Finished
- or do you want some more of the figure-destroyiagtries?

'‘No, thank you. Where are we going now?' She res€iaon eased
himself from the chair.

'‘We'll have a wander round these little alleysst go you can get the
picture - and then we'll go off to Delos.'



The network of alleys behind the harbour was likewildering maze,
with many of the passages so narrow that CimonAdathe had to

press against a wall if a donkey and rider shoaldehto pass them.
Other streets were wider, and all the houses h#gliex staircases
leading to the porch; flowers grown in pots traitkmvn the sides of
the steps, spilling colour and perfume for the glea of every

passer-by.

‘These alleys mostly come to dead ends.' Alainecgid up fleetingly,
her expression puzzled.

'‘Not mostly, but often,' he corrected, and thentveento explain that
originally they had been made this way as trappif@tes.

'Did they have pirates?'

‘The Greeks have always loved piracy." He stoppadipdy and
Alaine was left with the impression that he couayd expanded on
that but had decided against it. And for the next minutes he was
silent, and somehow guarded. But when eventually ttame to a
tavernawhere men were dancing he stopped and while tladghed
the agile performers Cimon explained what the warimmovements
were meant to portray.

'It all goes back into the darkness of paganismgsdid with a smile.
‘These dances have evolved from the more orgipstiormances put
on to honour one or other of the gods - but perlyapsknow these
things?'

She shook her head.

'‘No; | expect | should have read more about Gregkaohogy.' He said
nothing and they strolled along in silence aftewvieg thetaverna,

each deep in thought, their footsteps turned tosvidrd quay. Alaine
fell to speculating on Cimon's home, and his wélke felt that he was



rich although she had no real reason for comingitoconclusion. He
was cultured, his English was excellent. Perhapsdsea ship-owner,
or maybe he grew tobacco or owned olive grovesnc€atg up, she
was half tempted to broach the subject, but sebiaget face she
desisted, for his expression seemed to forbid fumiliarity.

From Mykonos they went by small boat to Delos, entethe open
sea after passing the tiny isle of St George, asslthan an hour aftel
leaving Mykonos they were wandering among the rafnghat to the
ancients was the island of light, Apollo the sunlgaving been born
there. This god's temples, three in number, laguins, with spring
flowers blooming in wild and gay profusion from eyenook and
cranny. Broken columns and marble bases, scrapstatfies and
fragments of pediments were all that remained ef dlory that in
ancient times belonged to Delos, a prosperousngadentre. The
most beautiful and famous monuments were the sdinesi but of
the long row that had once guarded the sanctuatiidpacred Lake
only five remained, weathered but still inordingtempressive,
standing, lean and graceful, on their marble bases.

'It's exciting being on an uninhabited island.' iAéa was staring
around her in breathless wonderment; they had elihthe slopes of
Mount Cynthus, they had seen the city where wevatsd the famous
House of the Dolphins and the House of the Tridenk the House of
the Masks. 'This is the most wonderful place!" Eherre marble
tables and chairs, beautiful mosaics and of cotlreegreat theatre
which could seat five thousand people. The windrish and it blew
Alaine's hair about; she looked right for the seftiCimon remarked,
taking her hair in his hands and sweeping it bamither face. A swift
glance round telling him they were alone for thenmeat, he bent his
head and kissed her on the lips. She stared abhight-eyed and lost
in the magic of the island, and the situation inchitshe found herself.
Be careful, her heart again warned, but she wastate of excitement
she had never known before . .. and which sheshdtwould never
know again, once she had said goodbye to Cimon.



'How lovely you are.' His whispered words were safid tender,
caressing as the most gentle zephyr. 'I'm gladtiyoe, Estelle.' His
hands slid down to her waist and spanned it. Shierpd,

automatically lifting her face for his kiss. '‘Arewy glad you met me,
my love?'

My love ... Did it mean anything? Sternly Alainemaded herself that
she and Cimon had known each other less than ada@ayas playing,
and it was a game at which he was an expert, sitgdtpuse he had
played it so often before. His partners had no tduden equally
experienced, knowing full well how the game shduddplayed.

'Yes,' Alaine answered at last. 'I'm very glad t ya..'

His lips found hers again; she sensed their triuamgha tremor of fear
passed through her. Should he make a suggestien,tkins lovely
dream would be at an end - and Alaine felt conuntieat the
suggestion would come before this day was over.



CHAPTER FIVE

THROUGH the haze across the sea a purple ridge of mownt
appeared.

'Rhodes.’ Cimon's voice in her ear and Alaine tyramiling a
welcome. 'You were up before me this morning.'

'l wanted to see the sunrise.'

'In a moment... see, here comes the first tip efdhmson ball; the
world is turning into it." He was behind her nowdanms arms slid
round her, his lean brown hands covering hers ag riasted on the
rail, Alaine leant against him with a little tendeovement and thrilled
to the feel of his thin resting on the top of head. 'Look this way,
darling. Rhodes - island of roses.

She could only nod, for her throat was tight aretkéd by an ache of
desolation at the coming parting between her amab€i She and he
were the sole occupants of the deck. Everything quéest except the
murmuring sea; everything slept but the sun, rismghe east, to
waken the world.

Alaine looked broodingly through the distance te tfland that was
Rhodes ... Cimon's home. The place where theiglestibye was to
be said. She had not slept very well and she wexddiéhe also had
lain awake. These were their last few hours togethe

With a stir of memory she recalled the night wheanf Cimon had
come the suggestion she had expected; softly-tagptords as they
both stood on deck in the moonlight, with the skkimming the
waves and soft music floating out to them from ahehestra playing
in the night club. Her refusal had come hesitaaywith a sinking
heart she told herself that this was the end, @uaton would find
himself a more co-operative companion. To her w@wteazement her



refusal was received with surprise but not witheanglis surprise had
been out of all proportion; obviously he had expdda swift and eager
surrender. Her own answer to his persuasions hadedaher a
sleepless night during which she told herself ghat had been a fool,
that her ideals were totally out of date. Why pptemature end to her
pleasure by losing Cimon when she had only jushdobim? Why
wasn't she more like Estelle? Life would be so measier.

Cimon, she told herself during those wakeful howsuld not be

waiting at the pool for her in the morning. Theyulbnot go in to

breakfast together; there would be no more dantougpther, or

sunbathing, or kisses under the stars with Cimstntg arms about
her, holding her close. Short and immeasurably swead been - an
interlude she would never forget - but now it waded. Cimon would
turn his attention to someone else.

How mistaken she had been! M@aswaiting for her at the pool the
next morning and they did go in to breakfast togetiAnd they had
been together ever since, visiting the islandsaif®s and Kos on
their way to Rhodes. On each island they had begether,
sightseeing. Cimon had bought her things whichvath@d never have
bought for herself, even though she still had nodgshe money her
aunt had given her. With each succeeding day Csnmanner had
become more tender, his lovemaking deep and meahingnow
seemed impossible that they could say goodbye witAanging to
meet again - some time, somewhere.

But one circumstance greatly troubled Alaine, ging her of all

confidence: Cimon had never made any further imemiabout her
home or her job or her life in England. He knewhnag about her and
he did not appear interested. Several times shenaade a halfhearted
attempt to tell him the truth about her job, ti&tabout Jinx and Aunt
Sue. But no real occasion had arisen and wordsdbatto her lips had
been held back by the sheer lack of interest ono@isnpart. Had he
wanted details about her he could have asked, kmpwsine would



have answered his questions without hesitation. Aedause of
Cimon's indifference Alaine had refrained from imong about his
life, so after six idyllic days neither knew anytgiabout the other.

'‘How long before we land?' Hesitant the questipoken in trembling,
husky tones.

‘Not for a couple of hours or so."

‘Two hours ..." She still had her back to him] &t his chin on the top
of her head.

'‘Why so forlorn, my love?' His hands caressed thek® of hers
before, turning her round to face him, he took tHsoth in his and

stood for a long while looking down at them, nopesting an answer
to his question, apparently, because her silenceight forth no

interrogating glance from him. 'No rings ... Hawaiynone, Estelle? -
not a diamond for your finger?'

Her heart seemed to turn right over; she scaraedychher own voice
say,

'‘No, Cimon, | haven't any - any rings." A very afya silence ensued
before Cimon said, the most odd inflection in hosce,

'Pretty hands like these and no diamond. You shioal@ a diamond,
my love.'

Her mind spun. Could he possibly mean - an engagenmg? Surely
he must, for why else should he mention a diamomg?rShe shone up
at him, and without giving herself a moment's thttughe murmured

shyly,

‘You mean you - you are going to give me one—?'$bpeped then,
squirming as she realized what she had said. Whaaldahe think of
her? In a situation where a man was on the poiatfposal it was



his prerogative to do the talking. Surely he muststder her forward,

she thought, biting her lip in anger at herself f&peaking so

impetuously. However, to her intense relief Cim@peared not to

have noticed her eagerness - or he successfully+ad he smiled that
attractive smile and, drawing her attention toghe again he changec
the subject with an abruptness that startled her.

'See, Estelle,' he said softly, into her haig become, pear-shaped.’

She turned in his arms, not feeling as happy asbkbeld because it
seemed very odd that he should talk of a ring legfooposing to her.
And there was still the puzzling matter of theitatoignorance

concerning each other's lives. Alaine thought abimeitie she had told
him; she thought about Jinx and Aunt Sue and abnae the whole
situation became fraught with problems so greatwarsdirmountable
that she did not even wish to think about them.

'Yes, it is pear-shaped.' Alaine stared at the 'fiisijust as if the sea's
trying to pull it back, reluctant to let it go.'

‘An optical illusion, of course.' Cimon's lips tdwed her hair fleetingly
before he exclaimed, 'There, it's up!

The glory took Alaine's breath away, even thoughas by no means
the first time she had seen the sun rise like this. the first three
mornings she had been up and on deck before argisegbut since
meeting Cimon there had been very late nights, &&se reluctant to
let her go, and she herself had not the least eldsirdo so. In
consequence she had not wakened in time to sseth@me up. Last
night had been one of wakefulness, with the odd bbdtful sleep,

and at four o'clock she had put on her light anderen effort to read.
But concentration was impossible and her thougtagiiably reverted
to the parting between Cimon and herself. Thatvghe in love with

him she had to admit, although she had valiantight against such
folly. Strange it was that one's heart and mindid¢d@ect differently



from what their owner desired. Cimon's behaviowaxs her, his
tenderness and endearments, the presents he I&tddnsn buying
her at every island they visited ... all these gaen her hope that he
also might be falling in love. But as the days pddsis complete lack
of interest in her background had hit her forcitjere he in any way
serious then surely he would have been eagertio &leabout her and
in turn to tell her things about himself.

The sun climbed higher as they stood there, itwison effulgence
flaring in an ever-widening arc, touching the wigpquds and turning
them from pearl to saffron; the burnished sea getfewith a million
points of light, emphasizing the grandeur and imepireeness of the
Eastern sunrise. Far from this glorious spectawesky was a soft
periwinkle blue, promising a perfect day.

‘Are we taking a swim this morning?' Cimon broke $ilence, looking
at her in that particular way that set her hearihiga How devastating
his charm was when he looked at her like that! lil#dknow? Was he
aware of the ease with which he could stir heriigel? Always she
attempted to put a stern rein on them, but thegnawbly ran riot for all

that.

‘Yes, I'll go and change.' Together they moved ftioarail; when they
reached her cabin door there was no one aboutiakidg her in his
arms, Cimon kissed her tenderly on the lips.

‘See you in a few minutes, darling,' he told hed was gone.

She stared after him, puzzled in the extreme. Whate his
intentions? Surely he could not look at her withhstenderness were
he intending to say goodbye to her in a few haure. Dwelling on
his words about a ring she now sensed a strangabheasthem - some
underlying meaning which he had deliberately kegtitnself. Alaine
entered her cabin, confused in mind and conscidusome inner
warning which clamoured to be heard. But such waslbve for



Cimon that she could not bring herself to probe bden mind,
searching for flaws in his character. He was healida man who,
having made an impact on her when first her eydsat his, would
have remained in her thoughts for a very long wilen had she and
he never become the friends they now were. Slippiig her
swimsuit, she dismissed all thoughts from her neixcept the coming
couple of hours. Whatever the outcome, she had ifoo that
precious period of time.

Alaine and Cimon were among the first to leavestiip, and although
the harbour of Mandraki blazed with a floral myrialdine could not

appreciate it, for there was something so finghesuitcase which her
companion carried. She would return to the shipalis time - not

with that strong arm around her and footstepsgt lihat she might
have been treading on air. No dancing tonight aftdelightful meal

taken together under softly-shaded lights; no Istoldeck beneath
that enormous moon, no kisses and tender goodsmigispered by
her cabin door. A terrible ache gripped her thrAathe start of all this

she had told herself that although she would bleesrown in six days'
time it would all have been worth it ... but nowaththe time had
arrived ...

Cimon had not made any further reference to thg aind she now
decided that his words were not meant at all, poken because he
happened to be holding her hands at the time,@adah words would
come automatically to his lips.

'‘Are - are you g-going home right now?' she fatletsable to tolerate
the silence as she and Cimon stood there on therfnait, under a
clear blue sky from which the sun poured down oth&enchanting
town of Rhodes. Roses and angelica and numerousc édooms

showered the warm air with perfume, colourful bdmibbed about in



the water, with here and there a few stately yactdsred, flying the
flags of the countries to which their respectiveneve belonged.

Cimon glanced down at her and hesitated a moment.

'l have a yacht here, Estelle. I'll dump this sast&on it and then we'll
have a stroll round the town.’

‘A yacht!' she exclaimed, for the moment forgettieg misery. 'One
of these?' So they were not to part yet, not fatlter hour ... two
hours? How precious was every single second! Teaked her eyes
as she looked at the gleaming white vessel indidayethe gesture of
Cimon's hand. How could she say goodbye - for eVesbeautiful,'

she breathed. '"You're very lucky, Cimon.' She thowg the yacht on
which her sister would soon be taking a holidaye§ut could not be
as grand as this. Cimon must be a very wealthy tmawn such a
splendid vessel.

'It is rather nice,' he owned with the merest lohpride in his rich
vibrant voice. '‘Come, darling, and I'll show yoleoit.'

Her eyes sparkled; Cimon tucked her arm into h tagether they
walked towards the place where the yacht was modmed men were
on deck, lowering the white sails. They saluted &mein gazed
curiously at their employer's companion before icambg with their

task, talking together in Greek as they did so.

The interior of the yacht was a dream, all fittiragngl furniture having
been the most costly obtainable when the vessel buds Thick
carpets covered the saloon and another smallegé&uhere was a
cocktail bar and a dining-saloon; there were lwusly-fitted cabins
with their own showers. Alaine just continued tggaagain thinking
of Estelle and how lucky she was to be having &hglon a vessel
something like this.



‘A drink, dear?' Cimon had left his suitcase orkdec one of the men
to move and he and Alaine were now in the salo@sétmed tensed
she thought, and could not help wondering if he wese unhappy
about the parting. But he was the one who coulslasieething about it
- Alaine checked her thoughts as she gazed aroend®hman who

owned a yacht like this would not want a girl liker. She told him
what she wanted to drink and he gave it to heryHa¢ chatting for a
while and then Cimon rose and excused himselfngalge would be
back in a few minutes.

"There are some English magazines there - in ttle'rae said, and
went out.

She stared at the door, which he had closed bdhmdWas there a
slight difference in him? she mused. Or was sheslp@magining it?
Never before had she seen him so tensed, or sdydsegorbed in
thought as he had been a moment or two beforelg#ive saloon. She
shrugged after a while and sat back in her chaikiing, naturally, of
the goodbye which was drawing closer with everyuterthat passed.
She glanced at her watch. She had to be back dDabslliaat three
o'clock, so if Cimon remained with her until it leai they would have
only another five hours together.

Five minutes passed. Alaine picked out a magaaiméelt it open on

her knees. Ten minutes ... precious wasted minRissg, she moved
to the door, but after standing by it for a few@®ts she sat down
again. She would look foolish if she went in seathim. Besides, he
had mentioned the magazines, so obviously he krewvduld be

away for a while. Another glance at her watch. wsemhinutes; it

seemed an eternity since he left the saloon. Shleetbthrough the
window at the boats in the harbour, riding the chllme sea. She
frowned. It was very odd indeed that Cimon shoe&le her this long
- Suddenly her heart gave a sickening lurch. Thggnes! Her pulses
began to throb in unison with them. Swiftly sheerasmd went to the
door, scarcely knowing the reason for this fearabee she trusted



Cimon implicitly. Seconds later she was staringhat door handle,
unable to believe the evidence of her own actitre Rulled it again,
then used two hands in a frantic endeavour to lgetdbor open. It
wasn't locked! No, she would not believe that Cinhawl locked her
in. It had only stuck and she called out, keepiegJoice steady only
with the greatest effort.

'‘Cimon! Cimon - the door's stuck. What's happerirg?was taking

her for a sail - yes, that was it. He hadn't tadd lirecause it was to be :
surprise. 'Cirtion - where are you?' Turning hemcheven while she
continued to tug at the door handle, she saw tH®bareceding, saw
the other yachts being left behind, Alaine camenftbe door to the

window, a trembling hand to her throat. What was &l about?

The harbour of Mandraki was becoming smaller andllem Tears
streamed down Alaine's face as she again stoduebydor where, for
the past quarter of an hour, she had hammeredadied evith all the
desperation of the great fear that now engulfed-Hmit to no avail.
She might be the only living soul aboard for a# tiesults she derived
from her efforts.

What had she done? Flooding in on her was thelsweledge that
she had been duped, and she admitted she hadesastitio blame. A
shipboard acquaintance, and she had put herdigli tm him. What an
inexperienced and innocent fool she was! Estelleldvmever have
found herself in a position like this ... or wowdde? Perhaps Estelle
would not have minded. She would have known whanddi was
about the moment he suggested she come aboardthé Ylaine
shook her head dazedly. She still could not asatmithe fact that
Cimon was not genuine. And yet the next momentimeagination,
wildly sweeping out of control, carried her all tvay. It was no use
pretending; she had been brought on board for ormope only ... and
yet why had Cimon not returned? And how far out ddie go before
anchoring? She assumed he intended anchoringefknéw she had
to be back on board tigassilliaa few hours from now.



After hammering on the door again she resortectteasning in an

endeavour to attract someone's attention. Were thvas men still on

board? If so, they had been given their instrustiand she obviously
could expect no help from them.

'‘What is going to happen to me?' she cried, prgsasihand .to her
heart as if she would ease the pain of its wildomtrolled thudding.

Every nerve was in a state of disorder; clear ihigpkvas impossible.
‘Supposing | d-don't get back in t-time to catol ship.' Sobs shook
her as she sat down, putting her face in her hawdsat a fool I've

been - b-but | never th-thought he'd do this to em*rBhe scarcely
knew what she said and in tones of desperate pigadie went on,
just as if he were here with her, in the salooet 'me go, Cimon.
Please let me go. Take me back to Rhodes..." Hee w@iled away

into a hopeless silence and the tears flowed again.

For a long while she sat there, on the edge ofctteer, her mind

numbed, her blood seeming to have turned to icepkband shivery
did she feel. Chaotic thoughts coalesced ... tissipiity of missing

the ship, Aunt Sue, Jinx, Estelle's expecting lassport to be returnec
promptly. But stronger by far was the thought ofatvtvas about to
happen in the next few hours. She found her codfused giving

back fleeting images - Cimon's unemotional acceganri her refusal
to allow him to stay in her cabin that night, hisanging moods, his
reluctance to antagonize her - a circumstance wiachpuzzled her,
and still did. She recalled his generosity, hislsatéentions that had
thrilled her simply because she had never befoosvkrthese things.
All had been designed to mislead her, to give bafidence in him, so
that he could lure her aboard his yacht. She sheokead suddenly.
Her deductions were at fault, somehow. Why shoeldyt to all that

trouble to gain her confidence if all he had in dwmas seduction? As
she had told herself at the time of her refusalgcdwdd have had any
girl on which he fixed his attention; there was tina slightest need to
go to these lengths simply to satisfy his desikgsneed to take the



risks he was taking, for by abducting her like thesmust be aware
that he was breaking the law.

Alaine became tensed on hearing heavy footstemsdeuthe door.
Leaping up, she shouted loudly and began hammenrtge door. A
key turned and she stepped back as the door swawagds. A lean
swarthy Greek stood there - one of the men sheéaad when coming
aboard the yacht. His eyes were almost black, &eg tmade a
lascivious sweep of her slender, trembling bodg; ligs were thick
and coarse beneath coiled black moustaches; ipaagy brown hand
he held a cigarette, while from the other danglesl komboli -

amber-coloured worry beads from which hung a lalkgtassel.

‘Let me out of here!" she cried, flinging herselfward and to one side
of him. But she was caught and held a moment befbe=twisted
away, back into the saloon. 'Where's your mast&@' demanded
fiercely. 'Go and tell him | want to see him. Datdre at me like that!
Don't you understand English?'

He continued to stare, his eyes fixed on her tstained face with a
puzzled expression before moving to the curve ofbineast. She felt
stripped, and in that moment her first spark ofd@for Cimon was
born.

'l speak a little Anglais, yes.' The voice was sltve words uttered in
very broken English. "You very beautiful girl forynmaster's pillow
friend,’ he went on appreciatively but with a deddsnigger
underlying his words. 'He have many beautiful wosas pillow
friends, but you the best. The figure - and the tgpmake kissing!'

She went hot all over, but her eyes glinted addraper flared, rising
even above her awareness of the danger which feered

'l am not your master's pillow friend, as you sdiadeely term it!
Where is Mr. Duris?' The man's bulk filled the deay, so she made



no further attempt to get past him. That he woulelcame the
opportunity of handling her she had no doubt at all

'‘What is this you say? - you not my master's pilfoend? You not
like my master for lover?' The man looked amazed arhint of
aggressive indignation entered his voice as heiraged, 'All the
womens like my master for lover. He hot man - n&e lyour
Englishman? who so cold. The Swedes cold also,theid wives
come to Rodos to find lovers. My master have badu#wedish lady
for long time—' He spread his podgy hands and tlerywbeads
clicked. 'l not understand what this is you sayu Yot like hot mans?’

Alaine's colour heightened, and so did her temper,

'‘Go and fetch your master,” she ordered, injecangote of icy
command into her tone. 'Immediately!’

A shrug and a small silence and then,
'‘My master not on board thesto—'

'‘Not on board?' Her eyes opened wide. 'Certainly be board. Go
and fetch him, | say!

The man shook his head.

'He have business in Rodos and he tell Mavris aadontake you in
the yacht to his home. He fly there later this day.

'Fly? He lives in Rhodes.’
‘My master live in Kriti.'

'Crete?' Her throat contracted. 'He's a Cretanthi e swiftness of a
lightning flash the whole incredible situation wagplained. All this
was meant for Estelle!



'He a Cretan, yes. Cretans not like other Gredle; savage mans.
You not tell my master that | speak to you abouef®

'l might," she said vindictively, although her miwds occupied with
other matters as she looked back at those six @aysealized just
how cleverly Cimon had gone about gaining her ceteptonfidence
- or Estelle's...

'No! He knock me across face and send me off framkiv

'So he doesn't allow you to insult his - er - pillériends. How very
gallant of him!

‘Gallant?" A blank expression spread across thésnsavarthy face.
'What is this - gallant?'

She ignored that, endeavouring to collect her thtaignto some sort
of order so that the situation could be viewed waitlittle more calm
than previously.

That she was now safe was, naturally, uppermdstimind. But she
felt the aching drag of her own feelings for Cim&y.a mockery of

fate she had fallen madly in love with the man l@mpunishing her
sister for the wrong she had done to his nephevhdddaid his plans
well, having a prior knowledge, .obviously, thatdle was intending

taking the cruise. Probablyshe had mentioned thiSulas at some
time or another. Yes, Cimon had laid his plans vmlt fate had been
more than generous in its help. Even the name ...

That Cimon was going to be furiously angry on laagrof his mistake
went without saying, but this was not what troubkdine at the
moment. What did trouble her and set her hearhgaagain was the
fact that she must inevitably miss sailing on @essilliawhen it left

Rhodes. This man would not free her - he dared stw, was quite
certain of this.



'‘Why didn't your master sail to Crete in this boatfe asked, puzzled
by this circumstance. If only he had! She couldehaxplained, and
she would have been allowed to go. Go ... She thidieg a space of
her hopes that she and Cimon might not say goaoalibgeall, that they
would arrange a further meeting, some day, somewvh¢ow she
knew just how ridiculous those hopes were. Cimonly interest in
her had been as an object of vengeance for a vdong to a member
of his family. He cared nothing for a girl callediafe.

'l tell you that my master have business in Rodoggent business.
And he say he not want thetoto stay in the harbour, and we mu:x
take it to Kriti.'

A bitter smile curved her lips. Certainly he didt meant theLetoto
remain at Mandraki - not with his victim aboardeShight manage to
draw attention to herself and his plans would beed.

How was he to get over the question of the invaibgs that would
be made when she did not return to @eessillia?It would not sail on
time if a passenger were missing, and the pursatddoow she was
missing because her cabin key would still be hapgmthe board, the
rule being that when a passenger left the shiphiger key must be
hung up. It was to be taken down immediately on pghssenger's
return and if any keys were left when the sailinget arrived the
passenger's name was called over the loudspeagem jcase the key
had been left there by accident. If no response ¥aathcoming from
this broadcasting of the name then the ship watbedpurser knowing
that the passenger was still ashore.

But how long would the ship wait? In any case, #iaine, could not
possibly board it, because she was on her waydte@nd she knew it
would be useless to ask this man to release her.

'‘My master say that | have to give you food,' tremwas saying. ‘And
that | show you a cabin so you can rest.'



'l don't want your food!" She paused a moment, kngwhat all
Greeks were afraid of the police. Whether this ifieaned his master
more remained to be seen. Despite her convictianste wasted her
time Alaine explained that she had been abductddlaat she would
be expected back on ti@assilliabefore it sailed.

‘The police will be notified when | don't turn ughe told him,
stressing the word police. 'And those responsibte My

disappearance will be in serious trouble. Thegltg prison - do you
understand? They will go to prison.' She watchexa tliosely and to
her utter amazement a broad grin spread over tinésrdasky face.

'‘My master not take lady by force before. | wongery he lock door,
but | not think it because you try to get off thaah | think it is a joke
of my master, but now you say he take you by fofbes is good story
to tell my friends! Always the ladies are willing—'

‘The police,' she interrupted, glaring at hifolls! You know what

that word means, and you know the trouble you'lhlder keeping me
on this yacht against my will. If you turn arountbtldet me off | won't

say a word to anyone.' The man just stood therelesréd and she
raised her voice until she was almost shoutinge Thssillia - Iwas a

passenger on the cruise. The purser will be toldnvhdon't come
aboard, and he'll tell the captain, who will gettouch with the

police—

'‘But theCassilliabelongs to my master,' interrupted the man. 'He v
have told the captain you will not be coming backHe' broke off,
grinning at her. 'The captain will understand. Besj' the man addec
in his broken English, 'your luggage is in the oalhich | have to
show you. And my master say | must tell you thathlaee your
passport and he will give you back later on.'



CHAPTER SIX

THE yacht put in at a little bay just to the east @r&klion, a lonely
bay which Alaine knew at once had been purposelyseh in
preference to the busy harbour where she would Heack an
opportunity of enlisting help. Kostos, the man wiaa spoken to her
on thelLeto,literally handed her over to a uniformed chauffedno,
judging by the bored expression on his face, had beaiting there for
some considerable time.

She glanced around as she got into the car. Nmakeg a run for it,
not with two men here and not another soul in siddgsides, it
wouldn't be a sensible thing to do, as Cimon hadplssport. Also,
she had no wish to get him into trouble despitegtieat inconvenience
to which he had put her. On the voyage from Rhaleshad gone
over the position again and again, and of one thirywas sure: she
would far rather this had happened to her thanstelle, because for
Estelle there would have been no escape; she waoaNg been
subjected to whatever punishment Cimon had in miidine now
had Cimon's name and description and she coultgndister on her
guard, although Alaine rather thought that Cimomldaow abandon
any idea of revenge.

She had no need to ask herself why she wishediétddim from
exposure. Hate him a little she most certainly that, her love was
greater by far. He wasnot worthy of her love, blihaugh this
knowledge was there, with her all the time, it conbt kill her love -
unfortunately, since she would have bdan happier were she as
heart-free as shevas whenfirst embarking on theCassillia and
looking forwardto awonderful holiday. What a fiasco! She wouls
now have to be flown home because she had no inteaticgjoining
the ship after what had happened, and with evemlmee of the crew
from the captain downwards thinking she had gorfewdth the
wealthy owner of the ship.



'l expected Mr Duris to meet me himself,’ she sapening a
conversation with the chauffeur. She was sittingd him but could

see his face in the driving mirror, a good-lookiogal face,

tawny-skinned and a trifle greasy. His hair wasckland curly, his
moustache sprinkled with grey. There was a flashodd teeth as he
said,

‘Mr Cimon has not returned from Rodos, madam. hepl®ned me

this morning and told me to meet thetoand take you to his home
He will have returned by the time we arrive thefdé English was
good, and his respectful manner towards her wassiehg after the
leers of Kostos, and his freely-spoken innuenddaswhad tried her
temper to the utmost. She could have struck hitmags and finally

she had kept to her cabin, knowing he would ne®aee thtrude into

her privacy there.

'‘Have we far to go?' Strange how she had fallemtims state of calm
after those terror-stricken moments before leartiegeal reason for
her abduction. Now she knew she had nothing to. f€ace
enlightened, Cimon would be all apologetic and derghing in his
power to ensure that she had an easy passage home.

'It is quite a journey, madam. You see, tleto usually goes to Mr.

Cimon's private beach, but it has to go into Heoskfor some minor

repair and so we drive.' He made a gesture withdnsl. 'The scenery
Is very good, madam, and perhaps you will not firejourney so long

if you take note of it.'

She relaxed, sitting back in her seat, and lookealigh the window.
On first leaving the small bay they had driven iHt@raklion, through
narrow winding streets reminiscent otasbahso oriental was their
bustling appearance, but now they were travellihgough a
mountainous region brilliant with exotic springwlers. They passed
through a village where some sort of celebratiors waking place.
What it was Alaine did not know and she never batido ask, but



she was rather startled to see wild fierce-lookimgn clad in purple
bloomers and fringed headdresses clustered togethitre village

square, in which stood the gleaming white Orthodwrch. In their

belts the men carried evil-looking curved scimitargh ornately-

jewelled handles. So these were the men of Creés with dark

emotions and intense hatreds, men whose blood &éeawl $hed over
and over again in defence of their homeland, taegbf which Homo:
had once said, 'Amidst the wine-dark sea lies Ceetair rich isle ...’

The islanders were steeped in age-old traditidres; tvere merciless
and tough, possessed of loyalties so strong tegtdbuld be carried to
their deaths by them - and of course there welie féigds.

Cimon Duris was a Cretan. Would she have beconfaesally with
him had she known? She did not think so, but it teas late for
regrets. She had foolishly given her heart to dnthese men who
were 'prouder, taller, fiercer, straighter' thainosther Greeks, a man
whose sensitive and uncompromising pride had spurma to this
unlawful act of abducting her, believing she waswoman who had
brought disgrace to his family.

These thoughts engrossed Alaine as the chauffeuredrer through
the mountains where bloomed dainty rock-roses, #@nythe and
saxifrage, with spurts of pink and white where kbeely oleanders
fringed a mountain pool. Another village was reaklzesleepy village
where men lounged at tables in fhlateia,set out under mulberry anc
tamarisk trees and other trees shading the sqliaeemen drankuzo
and playedavla, or clicked their worry beads. A Greek peasant witl
donkey stopped at thmafeneiontethered the animal, took somethin
from one of the panniers and disappeared insidevihe-draped
building. Another man came into view, dragging al@nlovely white
kid; in his hand was a knife and, struck with sudderror, Alaine
turned her head and stared out of the other window.

On leaving the village far behind there was yetl@otransformation
of scenery as they entered an idyllic landscapierested highlands



where the indigenous ilex grew in abundance ambegpines and
chestnuts and, of course, the olives, their sigrey leaves catching
the sunlight as a faint breeze fluttered througirtbranches. Winding
about, the car crossed a fearsome gorge beforeenmbiag to lush
undulating country bright with asphodels and vyellayaisies,
blooming along with the pink-clothed almond treesnda
sweet-smelling oleander bushes. A surf- fringedcheeame into
view. The chauffeur told Alaine that they were magthe end of their
journey.

‘The town you see down there is Sphakia; we areomthe south of
the island, as you will have gathered.' Presemlyuined his head anc
Alaine's glance moved from the little town nestlioig the shores of
the Libyan Sea, to the majestic blue and white msanstanding high
above them on a wooded rise. 'This is the houddroCimon. Over
there you have a view of a fortress built by thendteans. We have
many such castles on our island.'

The car rolled to a standstill, and the brakes vegngied. The door
was opened for Alaine and she got out, and only,tivhile she stood
on the wide forecourt looking up at the grandeat tlwas Cimon's
home, did she experience a return of her initiat.f&et how foolish.
A very short while from now her explanation woulavie been given
and received - and what then? She closed her gyl toecause of
the pain behind them brought about the knowledge@mon had no
feelings whatsoever for the girl whose name wasnglavarsland.

She opened her eyes as the chauffeur touchedhderating that she
should precede him up to the wide white steps fepddo a patio
overhung with vines and bougainvillea and on whiamerous other
flowers bloomed in brown earthenware pots of araetitve village

design.

A dusky maid opened the front door, smiled and ésiex to enter.

‘Mr. Cimon is expecting you, madam. If you will certhis way?'



Excellent English again; Alaine wondered how the lyad learned it
so well. 'In here, madam." Another door opened Alaihe found
herself face to face with the man who was waitiagptonounce
sentence on Estelle Marsland.

He had been sitting down, but as Alaine entereedised his long lithe
body from the chair and stood looking across ataseshe stood just
inside the door, inwardly gasping at his expresdsionthis man with

the satanic countenance bore no resemblance whatstmethe man

who had swum with her every morning and danced hathat night,

the man whose smile of welcome, appearing the mostes came
into view, had sent her heart racing and her sps@aring into the
clouds. This was not the tender gentle lover who lheld her and
kissed her under a velvet Aegean sky, who had ehespin tones
caressing as the softest summer bre&e, fengari kay sis einay
auraya.'You're so adorable in the moonlight.

Cimon was the first to speak, in tones so cold sts actually
flinched.

'By now you know who | am?

She nodded.

'Sulas's uncle, yes.

'So you also know why you are here?'

She swallowed. What had appeared so very simphe while ago

now seemed so difficult that she floundered, seagcfor the right

words, trepidation sweeping over her as she pidthre anger when
the truth ware made known to him. That he woul@d@la good deal of
the blame on her she did not for one moment ddabtshe had

deliberately masqueraded as her sister.



'It's not - not as you th-think,' she began, whenmnterrupted her, his
tones harsh-edged and merciless.

‘Afraid, eh? People always are when the reckonomges along. They
then wish with all their hearts that they'd actdtecently. But it's too
late, Estelle Mars- land - too late even for a méanercy. You not
only deliberately robbed my nephew, driving him & most
disgraceful act, but you humiliated him by havinge®f your lovers
eject him in the most ignominious manner. Such Hrorg to a
member of my family is a folly for which you areigg to pay dear.'
His contemptuous eyes flickered over Alaine andoalgh she opened
her mouth to speak her throat had gone so drywibads just would
not come. 'l might as well inform you that lessgsults to a Cretan
family have often led to disaster, since we exteaither forgiveness
nor even clemency for injuries received. Revengadspensable to
the retention of our self-respect.’

Alaine was still speechless, looking into Cimoreskdcountenance,
her mind almost totally absorbed by an overwhelmiabef that
Estelle had not fallen victim to this man's pagesik for vengeance,
Cimon was pulling gently on a bell-rope. In theedit dispassionate
tones of a judge she was told that she would be kepolitary
confinement until it pleased Cimon to release her.

‘Solitary confinement?' She was both intrigued diveérted for the
moment, desiring to know more before disillusionimig.

'In a room I've had prepared for you - in a buidgpwich once housed
prisoners in its dungeons.' A faint humourless srtouched his lips
and Alaine shuddered. She sent up a little prajénankfulness for
her sister's escape. Solitary confinement, for\eacrous girl like
Estelle, a girl who loved life as she did! Cimoeiges were directed
towards the window and she turned her head. Throftscarlet
hibiscus and purple bougainvillea caught her immuediattention,
with a row of majestic plane trees rising at thediad of a sweeping



lawn. But it was the castle at which Cimon was logk In the
dazzling glare of the sun it appeared almost gooiesBeyond it the
shoreline curved away behind the contorted wall aiffs
superimposed on one another, their folds providiviglence of the
gigantic upheaval that gave them birth.

'‘Does that belong to you?' she asked, and he notld@magination

Alaine could see her sister undergoing the punishhin@mon had

planned for her. How terrified she would have beethe night time,

with every whisper of the breeze sounding likertiean of the ghost
of some unfortunate prisoner of long, long ago.

Alaine realized that Cimon was staring at her imeg@uzzlement and
she allowed herself a smile. He was obviously etipgther to evince
fear, to be all set for a plea for mercy.

'l don't think you fully appreciate the severity yafur sentence,' he
began. 'You could be there for six months, or éwexive, depending
on how | feel as the time elapses. As | feel attmdoment | could leave
you there for ever, but | expect that eventualbhall consider your
punishment has fitted the crime and release youl Bssure you that
your life for the next few months is going to be wapleasant that
you'll probably wish, over and over again, that yegre dead.'
Dispassionate tones. The man had no feelings at alk no
imagination.

And yet, looking at the position from his pointwoéw, Alaine could
understand how he felt. Also, it was custom he folswing, custom
stronger than any law. She stared at him, wonddrow she could
still care - but she did, despite the remotenesdiiof, the icy
detachment and the eagle-like mask that hid théeteress she had
known, a tenderness which, along with his genegrosias accounted
for only by the fact of his fervent wish to gainrheomplete
confidence. Lying dormant beneath this cover was éhil intent of



his to punish the girl who had played such a ddbtarick on his
nephew.

'l do appreciate the severity of the punishmentSHe broke off,
moving further into the room as the door swung idsaand a
manservant appeared in answer to the ringing ab¢fie

With a mere glance at the man Cimon returned kesitaon to Alaine,
telling her to continue with what she was saying.

'| am rather puzzled as to how you think you canayeay with this
punishment. Do you suppose a girl could disappedm@ one make
inquiries about her?'

'Who is there to make inquiries about a girl likeeuy' he responded
with a swift rake of contempt. 'One or other of ytmvers? | think not.
Women like you are enjoyed for the moment and toegotten. You
have no relatives; Sulas told me that.’

Alaine said nothing, recalling that Estelle had afa/ said she never
owned to having relatives as it was so much simglesay she was
alone in the world - and much more profitable beeamen were sorry
for her.

Cimon was speaking, telling Alaine that she wabdadtaken to her
‘prison’ at once by the man who was waiting.

'He will serve you all the while,' he added. 'Y dowd will be brought
to you by him - and you will see no one else at all

This naturally spurred Alaine into action, but evas words of
explanation rose to her lips Cimon was speakingnadas voice
edged with puzzlement as he said,



‘Aren't you afraid?' and she sensed also a tra@@wiration in his
tones, as if he admired her courage, even thouglwsls his enemy,
and his victim.

'‘No—' She managed a thin sort of smile. 'I'm nadidf but my lack of
fear doesn't stem from bravery, Cimon. You see’wogot the wrong
sister. Estelle does have relatives. She and idargical twins. I'm

Alaine.' Her smile still fluttered, but suddenlypfe on her lips as all
she saw was a bronze mask. No surprise, no arlgerRlaine,' she

repeated, fear descending on her like a deluge.

‘Alaine? That's a pretty name. So you're an idahtiwin—' He
laughed then, a laugh of sheer amusement. 'And rghation do you
expect to that?' His eyes flickered for one briebnment to the
manservant waiting there, his face impassive, &iglh to his sides as
he Stood, almost to attention.

'‘Cimon,' she faltered, taking a step forward, knggherself a little
closer to him. 'Cimon ... | am Alaine. Estelle tolé about Sulas, and -
and | didn't approve of the way she treated hihre' &tended her hanc
in a small, involuntary gesture, half helpless,f taldtreating. 'She
couldn't go on the cruise, so she gave me thettickiaine spoke
hurriedly and jerkily, desperation in her tonesdwese through her
mind flashed the fact that he had her passpostellg's passport. ‘She
d-did g-give me the t-ticket, Cimon; you must bedie me!
Instinctively her eyes moved to the man by the daod then to the
window and the great fortress rising darkly agathst clear Aegean
sky.

‘She gave you the ticket, did she? And her pasgport

‘Yes! Yes, her passport as well! Oh, you must lBelime— Stop
looking at me like that! I'm telling you the trutlBhe was trembling
with fear now, and acting in the manner for whiehhad been waiting
so long, in puzzlement. Tears filmed her eyes,hetcy found no



place in his. 'You can't put me in there! | wond! grou'll be
prosecuted,' she cried, clenching her fists asdblosv creased with
impatience.

'So at last you are afraid,’ he sneered. 'lt wapad try, Estelle
Marsland, but so weak it's laughable. Identicahsyieh? Well, there
really wasn't anything else you could think up, Wwese?' He nodded
to the man who came forward. Alaine's eyes dilate¥er had she
thought to be so filled with terror.

‘You can't! I'm not Estelle - Oh, how can | conwngou?' Her
confidence - how misplaced it had been. She hatl helself that
Cimon would be camite, oncehis anger abated, and that he wou
arrange her passage home. The man was standing, elagting

further instructions. Again Cimon nodded, and hd gaietly,

‘Take her away.'

She backed from the man and he followed. A man sirae tall as
Cimon, but much wider. She continued to back awayall hope had
fled as she looked from one to the other of these.favery vestige of
colour had left her face and her legs seemed #e ey would soon
cease to support her. She thought of her auntpfdithx. The shock;
what would it do to her aunt? Supposing ... supypsi Alaine could
not allow her thoughts to dwell on the possibitifher aunt dying and
Jinx being taken into a home. Trembling hands \e&tended; Alaine
spoke in a voice scarcely above a whisper, becshesenerely voiced
her thoughts.

'If only I'd g-got my own p-passport ... | couldveaproved my
identity." She shook her head, aware of the matingaagain, and she
wondered if he had received some sign from Cimancelling out the
order just given. One hand dropped to her sidepther went to her
heart, pressing against it in an effort to calmwiilsl throbbing. 'l live
with my-my aunt and she's ill. The shock c-couldAgine looked up



at Cimon; his face was just a blur because of émmst '| am" Alaine,
b-but | can't pr-prove it to you.' He was regardng intently through
narrowed eyes; they moved after a moment to thel hlhat was
pressed to her heart.

‘Leave us,' he commanded curtly, and with a sn@al the servant
withdrew, closing the door softly behind him. Alairstared in
disbelief. Had she by some miracle broken throuigho@'s iron-hard
determination to ignore her frantic pleadings?

‘Do you believe me?' She brushed a hand over lesrayd across het
cheeks, removing her tears. He said nothing, botirneed to look at
her. She recalled his puzzlement on the ship. et now knew the
reason for that puzzlement; it was because shadtaatted as Estelle
would have done - or rather, as Cimon obviouslyeeigd her to. He
had not expected blushes, or to see her overcortie shiyness
resulting from his words of flattery or endearmekg.Alaine watched
him now she did wonder if he were also recallirgizzlement when
on the ship. If so then his own doubts would letndngth to Alaine's
assertion that this was a case of mistaken ideMitih a deceptively
slow and languid movement he was at a desk andjirapet, he
brought forth an enlarged snapshot.

'Is that you?' he asked, and she shook her head Haven't looked at
it,’” he added sharply. 'This dress—' He tappedpibtire with his
finger. "You wore it the day we went to Mykonos.'

'It's my sister's,' she informed him, fear risiggia.

'‘She gave you the ticket, her passport, and cldtt&septical tones
and Alaine's spirits sank even lower. Then Cimod,sslowly and

with his accent slightly more pronounced than ustalu and your -
er - sister are identical twins, eh—?"'

‘Yes,' with swift eagerness, 'Truthfully!



He regarded her through half-closed eyes.

'‘And do you happen to have identical birthmarksst' pllse leapt and
the weight lifted completely from her heart.

'‘No - | haven't a birthmark! Oh, why didn't | thimk that!" But she
went hot suddenly as she received the full implocadf his question.
He did know of the birthmark, so either he had dbemphotographs or
Sulas had told him about them. Well, that wasréllyemportant.
What was important was that she had now convindgewgthat she
was in fact Alaine and not Estelle. But had she%Was he looking
like that? 'l don't have a birthmark,' she beganejoeat, and thai
stopped, her eyes widening. 'You - you believe stesaid through
lips which felt dry and tight.

His head lilted, as she had seen it tilt on othmraeions. It was a
mannerism that latterly had thrilled her, sinceaemed teasingly to
admonish her for some small thing she had donegvron

‘Do you really expect me to take your word?' Oremdifted as slowly
he shook his head. All harshness had left him,amu by faint
humour. But she sensed that she was by no meangetaHe wanted
to have positive proof that she did not have énbigrk.

'l can't let you see it," she faltered.
'It? | thought you said you hadn't one.’
She averted her head.

You know what | m-mean.' - " A small silence ahdr, 'Well, Estelle
or Alaine, or whatever your name is, do you proganpoint or do |
ring the bell again?'

She raised her head, revealing her burning cheeks.



'I'm speaking the truth,’ she began, but alreadyvag shaking his
head.

' Proof,' he said firmly and briefly. 'l - —' Sheas plunged into the
very depths of embarrassment, while there at thke bBher mind was
the sure conviction that no amount of argument @asulfice as proof
of her sincerity. 'can't!’

'‘Don't be so damned ridiculous. You wouldn't be ftre# woman I'd
seen with her shoulder strap down.' His eye glinbedseemed not to
notice the increased flood of colour his words pemtluced. 'I'm just
about at the end of my patience! All this prevaraaconvinces me
that you are Estelle Marsland, but | shall sooalolutely sure." And
before she realized what he intended Cimon haggtaker and she
was firmly held while the zip fastener down thetrof her blouse was
slid open.

'‘Let me go!" But her struggles were in vain, anémy case she was
now resigned to the inevitable. 'l hate you,' shespered even as
Cimon was making his apology, seeming to be & ldddzed now that
he had in fact proved that a mistake had been nlaslish | could kill
you! | almost wish | were a member of a Cretan fgnso that we
could drag you into one of your blood feuds!

'I'm sorry," he repeated, watching as she drevhezip. 'Believe me,
I'm sincerely sorry. | should not have done thahduld have believed
you.'

Tears gathered in her eyes again, and escapedhen theeks.

'If ever | have an opportunity of paying you backall - with interest!'
Stupid words, bom of anger and humiliation... aniéep hurt because
of the way she felt about him, her love turninghtdred in that one
small moment. 'lt seems impossible that | shallehan opportunity,
but one never knows.' For some reason Keith's innagebefore her



eyes. He too had humiliated her, promising to méey merely in
order to gain her confidence so that she would e&ehild. She had
sworn then to be revenged on some man - any mamdsw all she
wanted was to be revenged on one man, in paymettiddwo hurts,
and that man was Cimon Duiris.

He stood there, gazing down at her, clearly put mutwhat had
occurred. Then she saw the swift change of exmme'sshe dropping
of a mask that revealed a switch of mood from ¢ooitrto anger, and
Alaine steeled herself for the impact of it.

You told me you were a model. That's obviously tna?'
‘No.'

His lips snapped together.

'You also said you knew many men. Was that a b@'to
Alaine averted her head.

‘Yes, it was.'

An awful silence followed and after what seemedirgerminable
period of unspoken censure Alaine ventured to tasdead. His eyes
were glinting and darkly accusing, but at least thmerciless
implacability of a few moments ago was lacking.

'l don't know why | said that about men,' she faltie twisting her
hands together nervously. 'l expect it was justn@ich your own
mood.’

The black eyes narrowed, but she met their penejrataze. This
Cimon she held in awe but not in " fear; it was dtleer - the cold
unemotional Cimon - who had sent sheer terror ingpthrough her
whole body.



'l could strangle you,' he declared softly at I&3liberately indulging
in all that deceit, taking on an unnecessary pose—'

'It wasn't unnecessary,' she was driven to intért8prely you're not
blaming me for the fact that your intended miscleht awry.'

'‘Be careful,’ he warned softly. "You're not outlahger yet.' But there
was anger only in that threat and she sensed ¢hiadust be smarting
inwardly at having made such an appalling blunéifer.pointed to a
chair. 'Sit down and tell me the whole story,' benmanded, still in
those softly dangerous tones. 'What were the cistamees of this
switch-over? Why didn't Estelle take the cruise?'

Alaine explained, noting his darkling frown wherestentioned the
passport.

'‘Didn't you know that such an action was illegal?’
She nodded.

'Yes, | did, but | felt it would be a waste of mgrfer me to have one
of my own. You see, there isn't much likelihoodnoy ever going
abroad again.’

‘You certainly take risks, don't you?' A glowerilogpk accompanied
the words and Alaine was stung to retort,

‘There was not much risk with the passport, anbiaghe other - the
mischief you were bent upon - how was | to know thalas's uncle
would be on the ship?'

‘No, | give you that,' he conceded with an unexgecoftening of
manner. 'Did your sister tell you all about heraaffnvith Sulas?' he
then asked after a small pause. 'Did she give yguralication as to
just how badly she had treated him?



Alaine was reluctant to talk about Estelle, nowt texaerything had
been cleared up, but on reading Cimon's expresgienwas not so
imprudent as to hedge; he was in a reasonable fohmmend and she
meant to keep him that way.

‘She told me everything, and - and showed me tegepits Sulas had
given her.’

A return of his previous anger was portrayed in tiate drifts
creeping under the deep mahogany of his skin. @defdiled in her
endeavours, it seemed, and such was the nervoarsnath of her
recent terrifying experience that tears rose syitilher eyes. He saw
them, yet for a long- moment he merely stared witjpze dark and
impersonal as the distant cliffs she could sedlwre, high above the
unfolding coastline. Filtering sunbeams caught tears and his
expression underwent an immediate change. Alainshied a hand
across her eyes and he said, with what seemedatio lnecharacteristic
shade of emotion,

‘Tears are quite unnecessary, Alaine. You haveimptio fear from

me—' He stopped as she brushed her eyes agaihemdgsked if she
had a handkerchief. She shook her head, amazelisaprosaic

guestion, then became more amazed as, taking mshandkerchief
from his pocket, he leant forward and droppedtd imer lap.

‘Mine are all in my suitcase.' She sent him a gaoicinquiry after
drying her eyes.

'‘Both your suitcases are over at the castle.' Ide amd rang the bell,
ordering the man, when he entered, to go over and kthem to the
house. 'Put them in the best guestroom,' he adaiedly amused by
Alaine's start of surprise.

'I'm not staying in this house,' she declared ertnpdily. 'l want to go
home - now!'



'‘Home?' he repeated, frowning. "You're returnintheoship, surely?’

Alaine shook her head, saying she just wanted tbagoe. A stir of
memory brought back that night when Estelle haemiver the ticket
and lent her the clothes. A holiday at last! Howited she had been,
especially when Aunt Sue had made everything egsnbouraging
her and offering without hesitation to look aitenx] Tears filled
Alaine's eyes again and she used the handkerohigpe them away.

'It was my first holiday for six years,' she quier'l couldn't believe it
when Estelle gave me the ticket - and you've sgatlall for me. |
wish | could pay you back!" she flashed, repeatiitat she had
already said.

Cimon's face was a mask, but behind his eyes sharlglread
contrition and self-blame. So he was not quite steeling as she
Imagined, it seemed. Walking across the elegantigi$hed room, he
took possession of a wide upholstered window-seat.

‘Tell me about yourself,' he invited. 'You mentidnan aunt with
whom you live. Have you any other relatives - ofifi@n this sister?'

‘No - just my aunt.’
'You live alone with her, then?"

The merest hesitation and then Alaine nodded had.h&he saw no
reason why she should talk to this man about Jinx.

'Yes, | live alone with Aunt Sue.'
‘She's ill, you said?’

'‘She has arthritis and | think she has somethisg wtong with her.
She hasn't told me, because she knows I'd worty, fleel that she is
having trouble with her heart.’



His eyes flickered strangely.

‘You'd worry ..." He considered this before addmglistinct sneer of
contempt curving his mouth, 'So you and your sigteridentical only
in looks. She would not worry about anyone. In fabe disowns all
her relatives, apparently, as she told Sulas slseemarely alone in the
world.'

'It's her own business,' Alaine felt forced to sag then wished she
hadn't because Cimon was quick to agree, sayinglusiness' was
the operative word.

'‘What is your job?' he then asked, a glimmer of ssment resulting
from her sudden flare of colour at his outspokesmegarding her
sister. Alaine lifted both hands to her cheekshmig she did not blush
So easily.

'l work in a shop. I'm a counter assistant.’

‘Then why in the name of heaven did you lie?' émahded after a
small frowning silence. 'l fail to see the needifor

She moistened her lips in a little nervous gesture.

'l shouldn't have lied,’ she admitted. 'l suppos@mted you to think |
had a more glamorous occupation than serving behcwlinter.’

‘You're a stupid fool" he declared wrathfullyviig a complete lie
like that! And the name - you'd no need to callrgelf Estelle!

‘Yes, | did; it was Estelle on the passenger list.'

'‘What's that to do with it? Many people have naotegr than those
which might appear on a passenger list - given sarf® talking

about. | must admit | was extremely puzzled in ymcause you
appeared to be so different from what | expecteduld not conceive



of a mistake being made - naturally the idea oh$wmnever for a
moment entered my head, and wouldn't have donelmaeisulas not
told me that Estelle had no relatives. Howevespite of my not being
able to guess at a mistake | was so perplexed tskted you about
your job.' He shook his head exasperatedly. ‘Do ryaumally lie so

easily - and for no valid reason?'

Indignation flashed into her eyes; she had no idea attractive she
appeared in this state of rising anger and so udden flickering of
Cimon's eyes completely passed her by.

'‘Are you trying to find excuses for your conduact?e asked fiercely.
‘You had no right to be planning that fiendish glinent in the first
place. If you'd kept out of it you wouldn't haveeheput to all this
trouble, and neither would !

Icy detachment spread over him and for one fleetmgment the
savage looked out of his eyes.

'l told you - revenge is indispensable to the rab@n of our
self-respect.’

Alaine said nothing and he went on to ask if shreedywith her sister's
life, and the way she treated boys like Sulas.

'I've already said | don't agree with her way," sfrainded him. 'But
that doesn't mean that | want her to be punishéer All, she's my
sister.'

'‘Am | right in concluding that you have very littie do with her?'
'l visit her about four or five times a year.'

'‘And she? Does she come to visit you and and hePau



Reluctantly Alaine shook her head; she failed eotke point of all this
guestioning.

'No; Estelle never visits us.'

He leant back, his face taut but faintly troubladd once again she
reached the conclusion that he was not so unfeafirige appeared or
the surface. Behind him tall plane trees formedads for the far
lawn, and in a hedge closer to flaring pomegrahktesoms splashed
the green foliage with brilliant orange and red.eT$apphire sky
looked metallic through the haze of pure golderighh

‘Your present plans,' he said, at last broachiegstibject nearest hel
conscious thought. 'l see no reason why you shtilddrback to the
ship. It will be back at Piraeus the day after toroew and you can pick
it up there. I'll arrange for a flight for you, afa a taxi anything else
you want at the other end—'

‘Thank you," she cut in with frigid sarcasm. 'Yeuar too generous!

Strangely his manner remained calm. -'I do singeegologize,
Alaine. | know just how you feel, and | understayair anger and
indignation.

But,' he added in a voice suddenly edged with mess, 'you have the
one supreme consolation of having saved your sisteake you the
promise that, with your departure from Crete, thele business will
be finished with.’

She sat looking down at her hands. Her feelingisatfed were still
strong, but fighting them was the love which hadrbso swiftly born
during those idyllic days on board tlassillia. She had no wish to
care for him; on the contrary, she wanted to hate.hand to have her
revenge for what he had done to her.



‘Are you waiting for me to thank you?' she quenwith the same
sarcasm, as she noted his rather questioning gaze.

He shook his head. Was there a hint of regret & abtion? she
wondered, catching her breath at the idea of tssipility.

'‘No, Alaine, I'm not. And as I've just said, | fulinderstand how you
are feeling at the present time. I'm sorry you waghtened like that,
very sorry indeed.' He stopped and gave a smaktiep sigh. 'But
you do have yourself to blame, in some small waly.tiAat stupid
masquerading - and the lies about your work andutabten.' He
looked at her and added, an odd inflection in &t ‘Don't you have
a boy-friend?'

She shook her head.

'l don't go out very much - and that was why I@uakled forward to this
holiday,' she just couldn't help adding, and wadqamdly gratified to
see a sudden frown appear between his eyes.

‘Can | pay for another for you?' Deep sincerity ilaythe offer, but
again she shook her head.

'l want nothing from you,' she told him quietly awith bitterness. 'l
just want you to arrange for me to go home. | hatba money to pay
my own air fare, or | wouldn't even accept thatrirgou.’

A long and uncomfortable silence followed; Alaineuhd herself
screwing up his big handkerchief in her hands, evliilmon seemed
lost in the depths of thought. His dark head watirmd against the
window and, glancing over it, Alaine could not hbljt appreciate the
beauty she encountered there. The sunlight inltiteering leaves of
the trees transformed them into a cascade of galth, shadowed
pools through which loomed the indistinct outlirfetee cliffs.



Cimon spoke at length, asking if his arrangementsed her. She
repeated that she preferred to go home, but it wiasn he said
something about her aunt that she realized how andkvw would be

to explain the curtailed holiday. Alaine had nolwis upset her aunt
with an account of what had taken place, so shetaattly agreed with
Cimon's suggestion that she rejoin the ship aeBgaThere would be
only three more days after that and then she woeilbdack home.

'‘Don't forget to give me my passport - Estelle'sspart,’ she said as
the thought occurred to her.

'‘No, I'll give it to you now.' Rising, he went tbha desk and while he
was there Alaine had her first proper look rourgl tbom. Luxurious

furnishings not in the least oriental in charact¢o. ikons or such

things as votive offerings. On the contrary, thes®e influence was
outstandingly illustrated in the taste and stylehef decor, and in the
delightful modern design of carpets and window deapVith a flash

of memory; die recalled her jokes about findingskeéfra rich man ...

and here was one. She glanced at his back, so Brabskraight, with

an arrogant dark head, tilted slightly now, and &hew he was

looking at the passport in his hand - looking & ghotograph of
Estelle Marsland. He moved and his head came ugdpuabt about it,

there was something singularly attractive even he frrogant

superiority of him.

Turning slowly, he allowed his gaze to settle omr fece; his
expression had softened and she had the odd comvibtat he was
recalling her unhappy comment about looking forwtarthe holiday.
She looked away, because she felt that her eyeddwaweal
something in complete contradiction of what she tedro convey -
her hatred of him and her deep desire to pay hok,lia make him rue
the day he had given her his attention solely ideorto win her
confidence so that she would become his easy ey forgot that it
was all meant for Estelle and in fact it would hawade no impression



on her if she had remembered, simply because ish@asAlaine, who
had been hurt, and not Estelle.

‘There's the passport, Alaine - and another tinteygar own. Apart
from anything that has happened on this occadieran offence to use
another person's passport, even if that other pes@n identical
twin.' He handed it to her and she reached fohbhaedbag which she
had put on the floor beside her chair. But befartipg the passport
away she opened it, and looked long and hard apkotograph.
Estelle had prophesied that they would not alwayaliixe; hard work
and worry would prematurely age Alaine - and Alawoev felt that her
sister was probably right.

‘Tell me,' she said, looking up at Cimon as hedtmoher chair, ‘what
did you think would happen on Estelle's releasa®I$it struck you
that she would denounce you - report your condutité police?"

A faint smile touched his lips - a smile totallywaé of humour.

'On her release she would have received a warniegjnhformed

Alaine in tones that sent a ripple of fear runnaigalong her spine.
'‘She would have been told what to expect shouldsshenuch as
mention what had happened to her. | feel sure shiddhave heeded
that warning, Alaine ... very sure indeed.'

She shivered, wondering if Estelle would fully aggate what she
had escaped, when, on returning her passport, &laformed her of
these momentous happenings.

After putting the passport in her handbag Alaim®gtup.

'What must | do?' she asked, and to her amazenshrddow crossed
his face.

‘There isn't anything you can do except remain henmy guest—'



'‘No,' she interrupted fiercely, her hand clenchomgthe strap of her
bag. 'l want to go somewhere else! If you'll hawetaken to Heraklion
| can stay in an hotel there until you arrangefligat for me.'

Again a shadow crossed his face. Could he posbmlglistressed at
her wishing for a swift escape from his - compaiy® idea was
absurd ... and yet it persisted in spite of alliddss efforts to throw it
off.

'It's understandable that a couple of days in msphgamy is not
over-attractive to you," he admitted in quiet unfeshable tones.
'‘Nevertheless, you will have to endure them, sini@gause | must
extend hospitality to you. This is an unalterabled€k custom- No,
Alaine, don't interrupt with that sarcastic remanlat is so plainly
hovering on your tongue. Sarcasm is out of plag®inbecause you're
not the kind of girl who normally uses it.' He padsa moment, to
receive unsmilingly the startled little gasp sh&egat this accurate
comment on her character. 'l own that | desera#,iand that is why |
must make amends. Not only do | wish you to be oesty Alaine, but
| also want you to know that if at some future dade find yourself in
need of help, then you have only to contact methatihelp will be
forthcoming. You must also leave me your addrétslooked at her.
'Have | your solemn promise that you will rememiteer offer I've just
made - and not be too proud, or too stubborn,ke &vantage of it?'

Instinctively she opened her mouth to reject th&erpfbut then

desisted, for what reason she could not tell, doely she would never
require this man's help. And yet she said, as &yolyg some inner
force of which she was scarcely aware,

‘Yes, Cimon, you have my promise,' and he smildgeatn a way that
seemed to spread warmth and vitality throughoutteie body, and
his voice was oddly gentle as, ringing the bellsasl,



‘A maid will show you your room, Alaine. You'll fth there's
everything you need. It has its own bathroom amdithicony has a
pretty view. | hope you'll be comfortable. Dinnergerved at nine,
usually, but perhaps you'd prefer it earlier?'

She shook her head, dazed by his disarming manhiehvinad the

effect of halting the words of protest that ha@miso her lips. He was
clearly very conscious of the enormity of the etmerhad committed
and was anxious to make some sort of reparation.

'‘No, nine o'clock will suit me fine,' she hearddedf say as the trim,
dark-skinned Cretan maid entered the room. The méxite she was
being taken through a beautifully-proportioned tkdhked by high
arches built in the Turkish style. Wide stairs fhdeer and she
ascended them. The maid, whose name was Kyriangigibpened a
bedroom door and stepped aside for Alaine to enter.

'Please ring if you want anything. The bell is deghe bed, madam.’

‘Thank you." Alaine forced a smile as she moveth&irinto the room

and glanced around. Satin-effect wallpaper in gichwing rose; white

carpet and curtains. An enormous bed with a bediytémbroidered

coverlet; white' and gold furniture. The door cldsend Alaine sank
down on the bed, allowing her mind to dwell onthdit had happened
to her since she left home ... was it only ten days? So much had
taken place that it seemed like an eternity. Aumé¢ 3inx seemed
almost to be strangers, and Estelle was a meresinidug only person
with any reality was Cimon Duris, the man of dualgonality, the

Cretan with his own laws who, even when forcedgdolegize, after

receiving cogent evidence of his blunder, had madag retain his

pride and superiority of bearing.



CHAPTER SEVEN

No sooner had the taxi pulled up than Jinx wasethgnooting from
the house, her freckled face aglow, her hazel siygsng a welcome.

‘Mummy! You've been gone a long time! | didn't likevithout you,
and Aunt Sue didn't either!"

'‘My pet ..." Alaine lifted her up and kissed her,iablus of the smiling
taxi driver standing there, patiently waiting fas Imoney. 'Have you
been a good little girl for Aunt Sue?’

'‘Awful good. Ask her!'

Alaine paid the man and he drove away. Pickingempshitcases, she
went up the steps into the house, experiencing atemotion at the
way Jinx had greeted her. The child had missedihdrso had Aunt
Sue, apparently. 'l should have stayed at home thigm," thought
Alaine. Yes, she should have stayed where there laws and
affection - and safety. How was she to assumerigatidront her aunt
would be waiting to see? She must, Alaine decidbd; must convey
an eagerness to relate all that had happened.dauacmust be given
where even a mention of Cimon Duris was omittetthoaigh his name
would be poised on her lips the whole time, anditnsge hovering
before her eyes. As she entered the sitting-rooerevher aunt was
waiting to greet her the first thing that struclaidle was the palenes:
of her, and the skin on her face seemed to hawsklso that it was
tight and transparent, and fine blue veins had aggeunderneath it.
Alaine caught her breath and said,

‘Auntie darling, are you all right?’

'Of course, my love. Come and sit here, and tellathabout it." Her
eyes searched; Alaine thought it must be quite teyeer ability to
deceive the old lady, and yet she seemed to becthdhy some



impalpable power,; for miraculously she manageddavince her
aunt that she had had a wonderful time on the eansl that she felt a
great deal better for it.

'I'm so glad, dear.' Again that searching gazerbefunt Sue said,
‘You didn't meet anyone - special, apparently?'

Alaine shook her head, taking Jinx on her knedashild indicated
that this was where she wanted to be.

'No one special,’ she answered with forced humBut.inevitably
Cimon's face rose up before her. 'Sorry to disagpgu.' A laugh
hung suspended as pain clawed at Alaine's heartthiea it fell,
tinkling and convincing as it rang round the room.

Jinx had been listening quietly as Alaine talkedudlihe cruise and
now, with her arms wound tightly round Alaine's keand her

freckled cheek pressed to hers, she asked abmat ttee people with
whom Alaine had said she kept company.

'‘What were their names?' she added, plargingther damp kiss on
Alaine's cheek.

‘The lady's name was Donna and her husband's wasTbe other
young man's name was Hal.'

'Hal?' frowned Jinx. 'l don't like that name. I'mever heard of it
before. Why didn't you get a nice man with a naike Darryl?'

Affectionately Alaine held Jinx away and lookedhat, taking in the
scratch on her forehead which she had previoustgani owing to its
being covered by the child's hair.

‘There wasn't a Darryl about,' she laughed, and #sked about the
scratch. Aunt Sue broke in before Jinx could reply.



'Fighting again, naturally. | don't know why yolkBA small pause.
Jinx slid off Alaine's knee and sat on the floemgKing down at her
hands. A sudden jerk of Alaine's heart was accormegdoy a frown.
‘You've an irate father to face,’ Aunt Sue reluttjarcontinued.
‘Suzanne Haggerty's father said Jinx nearly kiBedanne.’

'‘Nearly—?' Alaine stared. 'What's he talking abdbitizanne's twice
the size of Jinx.'

'‘Perhaps, but she's only half the aggressiveniess tdll your mother
what you did to Suzanne.'

Jinx swallowed convulsively ... a circumstance tinamnediately set
Alaine's nerves tingling, for the simple reasort trexy rarely indeed
was Jinx in any way subdued, no matter for whachie she was
being admonished.

'‘Well, it was her own fault,’ Jinx said at lastdefensive tones. 'She
said that her mummy said to her daddy that my mumagyno good,

because she had got me without having a husbamel.g&nced up;

Alaine's colour had receded a little. Most of tlegghbours knew how
Jinx came to be with Alaine, but the Haggertys haaved into the

district only a couple of months ago, and Mrs. Hatghad obviously

got the story all wrong. 'l clouted—' Jinx brakedldegan again on
seeing her mother's sudden dark frown. 'l hit reetot of times, and |

kicked her as well.' The hazel eyes, so oftenduldughter, were like

something seething in a cauldron and the tiny fistse clenched. 'l

told her I'd bash her head in if her mummy saabgin!'

'‘But she didn't understand what it was all abdlaine spoke to her
aunt, her brow creased in puzzlement.

‘All that seemed to trouble Jinx was that someaack daid you were
no good. Obviously she didn't understand, but yoavkJinx. She gets
into these blazing tempers if anyone dares sayrd against you.'



Alaine gave a deep sigh.

'It's gratifying, but what are we to do with heBMe directed a stem
look at the child, sitting there on the floor, @degged, and decidedly
grubby in appearance. 'You said you'd been gooénwlasked you
just now. Is that being good - fighting with othite girls?'

Jinx shook her head, one finger drawing a line dotlve shape of the
sole of her shoe.

'‘She shouldn't have said it,' she murmured sulitibength.
‘Suzanne didn't say it; her mummy did.’
‘Yes, but | couldn't hit her mummy, could I? SatlSuzanne instead.’

You had no right to hit Suzanne,' Alaine scoldeakply. 'lIt wasn't her
fault if her mummy said something you didn't like.'

'‘And now her daddy's comirgere, and he's goirig tell Mummy off
for something that isnter fault,’ put in Aunt Sue.

'If he shouts at my mummy I'll hit Suzanne again—"'

"You'll do no such thing!" Alaine pointed to theodo'Go and stay in
your bedroom; you're a very naughty girl. How coylou hurt
Suzanne like that?'

Two big tears rolled down the chubby cheeks as shioad up.

'l was only sticking up for you. It's right thatiyshould stick up for
your mummy." Slowly she moved to the door, butdyers were alert
for the effect of her words on Alaine. Alaine inglg looked away and
Jinx went out of the room. A second later she retdr "You said
you'd bring me a present back from your holidayg began, when
Aunt Sue interrupted with,



‘Do you deserve a present - causing your mummiyialitrouble? Do
as you're told and go to your bedroom at once!'

'Is my pr-present in one of your c-cases?' Teanspid freely now, as
Jinx pointed to the suitcases where Alaine hadheftn, in the hall.

'Yes, Jinx." Despite all attempts to remain steraidd found herself
softening. But she would not allow the child to eam not after Aunt
Sue had given her an order. '"You can have it atite® when you
come downstairs again.'

‘Something must be done with that child,’ declafeoht Sue the
moment the door had closed behind Jinx.

This can't go on, Alaine.'

'I'll try to be more firm with her. When is Mr. Hggrty coming to see
me?'

‘This evening. | told him to come tomorrow, as ywouldn't be
pleased at having him come when you'd just returinech your
holiday, but he was in a rare temper and said lklenloaintention of
putting the matter off any longer than was necgssaismall pause. 'l
tried to pacify him, my dear, so that you wouldméve all this the
moment you got back, but it was no use. He wantedee Jinx's
mother, he said.’

'Oh, well, he can't eat me,' sighed Alaine, hertspin her feet. Life
seemed to hold nothing and she did wonder whyalighould happen
to her. To add to her dejection there was Aunt Sim®, was unwell,
no; matter what she herself said to the contramnakked change had
taken place during this past fortnight and morenteaer Alaine
wished she had not gone on that fateful cruise.



'l wish you had found yourself a nice young manmg' old lady was
saying, her face twisting as she moved on the colatltike to see you
with a husband before - before anything happemnsetd

Alaine shook her head in a little gesture of destp@n and hurt.
'‘Don't talk like that, Auntie. Is your pain veryad?'

'It does happen to be one of my more uncomfortalalgs,” she
admitted. 'But it isn't quite so bad as it ofterBat to get back to you,
dear. I've decided you shall get out more, and tlae@pportunity of
meeting a young man. You're very attractive - Negrd| wort have
you interrupting. I've a little more jewellegnd the same man callec
the other day and made me a very fair offer fdrptomised to let him
know, and this | intend doing. You're to have theney to buy
yourself some pretty clothes and to go out, to darand the like.'

Alaine got up and went into the kitchen to makeip of tea, her heart
heavier than ever. There was something so signifisaher aunt's

behaviour and Alaine wondered just what the dde#at told her. For
a moment she pondered over the idea of contadtandactor herself,
but should Aunt Sue come to hear of it she wouldrgry. Aunt Sue

liked her privacy over such things, and Alaine haslver once

infringed upon that privacy.

Estelle sat on the couch and stared at Alainegedeat a chair at the
other side of the room. Alaine had unfolded the letsiory of the

cruise after handing over the passport. She sawsister's face
gradually whiten as she continued with her nareatind now it was
without colour at all.

'‘What an escape I've had!" She spoke at lastnigdarward to take a
cigarette from the box on the table. The lightardtl and smoke rose



and curled. The man ought to be put in prison! [sesed, expecting
some comment, but Alaine remained silent, broodimd¢per own hurt

and deciding that she would be a very long whildinge over the

encounter with Cimon Duris. 'You didn't happenal for the bloke?"

inquired Estelle curiously, wondering at the expi@s on her sister's
face, which was almost as pale as her own.

'‘Don't be silly!" A shaky laugh from Alaine, butestowered her head.
'l don't happen to fall in love so easily as that!

'What was he like?' A little of the colour had meted to Estelle's face,
but she was still far from calm.

'Handsome, and taller than most of the other Gréedawv.' Alaine
spoke cautiously, her head still bent.

Estelle inhaled deeply, her lovely eyes dark antnsn. Alaine
experienced some gratification at her sister'slayspf emotion at
having escaped the punishment planned for her.

'‘He definitely promised to let the matter drop?"

'I've already told you he did.’

'‘Does he appear to be the sort of man who'll keeprard?
'I'm quite sure he'll keep his word.'

A sigh of relief from Estelle. She leant back oa touch in an attitude
of relaxation and stared at the sinuous curl oéldmoke as it rose
thinly from the tip of her cigarette. After a lomdnile she said,

'‘What an opportunity! Were | in your place I'd edipthat situation. I'd
make that fellow pay for his mistake.'

'‘Pay?' Alaine threw her an interrogating glancena?\do you mean?'



'You haven't seen the marvellous piece of luckghtabpped right into
your lap? Alaine, what an idiot you are! If Cimomil® is as rich as
that then he's obviously well known in his own doymand looked up
to. If | were in your place I'd make him compensaie or else ... !
Estelle's eyes glinted; she appeared to be dist@htemote, mentally
calculating. 'He's in big business, that's for sueand if he wanted to
keep the respect of his business associates arfdemds, then he'd
have to pay me a nice little sum in compensationvitat I'd suffered.
Little sum, did | say?' added Estelle through tpse suddenly tight.
'‘No, a large sum - if he wanted to buy my silence.’

Alaine blinked, scarcely able to believe her ears.
‘That would be demanding money with menaces,' aspayl.

'‘No such thing; you'd merely be asking for comp&asafor what

you'd undergone at his hands. If he makes a bluigethat he can't
expect to get away with it scot free! Didn't heeofyou something in
reparation?’

'He did offer to pay for another holiday for meaefused it; | didn't
want anything from him. | just wanted to get away.'

Estelle caught her breath in a long-drawn-out sigixasperation.

‘You're a fool, Alaine! That cruise cost over ftundred pounds. You
could have had that amount at least, it seems. Wfhaarth possessec
you to refuse his offer?'

'‘Pride," answered Alaine briefly, and another sigbaped Estelle.

‘That's as outdated as your idiotic ideas aboudtitiihY ou could have
used that four hundred, if only to buy yourself sodecent clothes.
Mind you, four hundred wouldn't have satisfied i@ .have wanted
five thousand at least as silence money.' She daumskhumour lit her



eyes. 'Just imagine modest little you having tovergou hadn't the
birthmark. I'll bet you blushed!'

Alaine looked at her.

‘It wasn't a very pleasant experience, Estelle, ismdhothing to be
amused about. | wish I'd never gone on the cruise.’

'‘Nonsense. You've the opportunity of collectingeerlittle nest-egqg,
if only you'd exploit the situation."'

Alaine made no answer to that, her one and onlyalbsing to forget
Cimon Duris and to return to the peaceful - if huamd - life she had
known before she had foolishly decided to makeafdkat ticket her
sister had given her.

But she was to dwell incessantly on Estelle's weraisd before very
long. She was also to connect with those wordeWardesire to make
Cimon pay for the trouble and humiliation he hadseal her.

For only a month after her return from the cruisedunt died, and less
than a week later the landlord served Alaine wikige to quit. She
spent a little of the money her aunt had givendmeobtaining advice
from a solicitor, but she only wasted her moneye ®hs not the tenant
and, therefore, she could not expect to remaiharhbuse. She had ¢
full month's notice and after spending the firstelveoff work,
searching for a flat or apartment, she began tbzesghat no one
wanted a child of five in their house. She wasreffiea flat in a large
block, but when she mentioned Jinx the offer wakdavawn.

‘All our tenants are either elderly couples or Engeople,' the
caretaker said. 'They come here becavsguarantee quietness.'

Alaine was forced to return to work, a neighboweagg to take Jinx
in when she came from school, but although Alaitressed the



necessity of being exceptionally good, Jinx sodinrfeo disgrace and
Alaine was told to get someone else to look afézr h

'‘Why doesn't Mrs. Brown want me?' Jinx took holdAddine's hand
and put it to her cheek. 'l didn't do anything.'

‘You were naughty. She didn't want you sliding tlgio her hall—'

'‘But it was so shiny on the floor. It sortrmfdeyou want to slide - like
when we have ice.'

'And did you have to hold your finger under the itaghe bathroom -
and splash all the walls?

'l shouldn't have done that," Jinx owned, but lyesqlistened. 'lt was
nice, though. | couldn't help it. Ooh, it squir@tover the place!

Heaving a deep sigh, Alaine looked at her. Shejinstdcollected her
from Mrs. Brown's, and the woman had expressecetelgut said she
wasn't willing to have the child any more. Alaidargced at the clock.
Half-past six. Jinx had been given her tea, butlsok said she was
hungry again, so Alaine cooked some bacon andaudthey had the
meal together. It was strange without Aunt Sue, aoM that there

was no one to have Jinx Alaine felt she did notvkmehere to turn.

The last straw was when, just after bathing Jirtkgaurtting her to bed,
Alaine answered a knock on the door and was cotddprfor the

second time, with Suzanne Haggerty's father. Hartls&ipped a beat;
she felt she could not endure any more. But sltepsaitely,

'‘Will you come in, Mr. Haggerty?"
He stepped inside, but made no effort to go anyéur

‘That child of yours,' he began in blustering toriésyou don't do
something with her then | will! She's kicked ourz&8nne again today.
I'm seeing the headmaster in the morning, but\as daid -Miss



Marsland - I'll do something with her myselfl Shants a damned
good walloping, and if she had a father she'd dlyget one, but you
obviously let her do exactly as she likes. You'geantrol over her at
all, and I'll tell you this: she'll be a little aninal before she's very
much older—'

‘Criminal? How dare you say a thing like that?'iddawas well on the
way to losing her own temper, owing to the strégsman had put on
the 'Miss'. However, she did not lose her tempeabse she freely
admitted that Jinx had been naughty to kick Suzaga@, and Alaine
apologized for this, saying she would see thadh'tloccur again.

‘And how do you propose to prevent that unbridigte Ibrat from
attacking my daughter?' the man demanded to know.

'I'll give Jinx a good talking to—'

‘Talking!" blazed Mr. Haggerty, going red in thecda 'That's your
failing, woman! It's action that's needed.' He wadj@ forefinger in
Alaine's face. '‘And | myself will act if this happeagain, mark you
that! And he turned and strode through the ddammiing the gate as
he reached the end of the path leading out oretpaivement.

Drained, and so utterly unhappy that she could h#s@t where she
stood, Alaine quietly closed the door and, turniwgnt upstairs to
Jinx. The child was not asleep and after snappmthe light Alaine

stood just inside the door, watching Jinx as sheupablinking in

order to accustom her eyes to the light. Alaind toche freckles, the
ridiculous little snub nose ... and the smile deetion that came
suddenly to the child's lips. Alaine sighed. Shestbthis little scrap,
found beauty in the features which her aunt hasted were not in
any way beautiful - except for the eyes, of couvdaich were large,
and expressive as Alaine's own. Soon, decided élalinx must
gradually be given the truth; she must know she m@sAlaine's

daughter ... but not yet. No, not yet. How mudtetdone - when the



time did arrive? Gradually. But how did one impé#nmat sort of

information gradually? And yet to tell her outrightuld be too great
a shock, decided Alaine. It would be easier wenx Jiot quite so

intelligent, for then facts would sink in more slgyand so the shock
would be lessened.

‘What's the matter, Mummy?' The voice broke intoaiA¢'s
consciousness; she came further into the roomtaod &y the bed.

‘Mr. Haggerty has been to see me again. He sayswgoe kicking
Suzanne. Is this true?’

‘Yes, it is, but she pulled my hair first. It wagfal — and it did hurt! |

had a headache all the time since playtime, so weename out of
school | kicked her. It was because she pulled may, though,

Mummy. | wouldn't kick her for nothing.’

‘Why did she pull your hair?

It wasn't for anything at all. | was playing withames in the
playground and she came up and tugged at my hair.'

Alaine looked searchingly at her. She had nevendalinx out in a lie
and now the child was meeting her gaze unflinclyingl

‘Very well; lie down and I'll tuck you in.'
‘Are you cross with me?'

Alaine shook her head. Suzanne had a father to camdemake
complaints, to stick up for her. Jinx had no onkie did not doubt
that Suzanne had tugged Jinx's hair, even thought Swe had
maintained that Suzanne was not aggressive. Andihadhad a father
he would have met Mr. Haggerty, and probably helddave had
Jinx down, just so the matter could be sorted airtyf As it was,



Alaine had been browbeaten, and so the matter dtdaken sorted out
fairly.

‘No, darling, I'm not angry. But you must try todogood little girl, and
not fight so much with everyone.'

'‘But | had a headache, Mummy. It was hurting alltimg time till we
went home.'

Alaine said nothing, but tucked Jinx in and, begdiown, she kissed
her on the cheek.

'‘Are you sad because of Aunt Sue?' Jinx asked,irigokp into
Alaine's face.

‘Yes, darling, I'm sad because of Aunt Sue.’

'It's lonely without her, isn't it? Never mind, tigh, we'll see her in
heaven. Michael Booth's baby sister died, and Mitkaid he'd see
her in heaven. He said you always do see peopleanen so don't be

sad, Mummy. When you and | go to heaven well atbigether again.’
Yawning, Jinx closed her eyes. Alaine walked todber and put out
the light. Then she went slowly downstairs, wastiedhe dishes and
then sat down before the fire, staring into thenta and thinking of
her sister's words about reparation from Cimon §wf making him

pay for her silence. ... She also thought of hem desire for revenge
which, although having died almost on her leavimgisland of Crete,
seemed to spring to life again now, and even asahthere, lonely
and alone, it grew and grew like some entanglingdaxéat could not
be thrown off. She recalled also Cimon's making premise that,

should she ever require help, she would contact him

Yes, she would contact him. Life was becoming taeimof a burden,
Jinx's behaviour having added further complicatiosmce she,
Alaine, would now have to find a part-time job sota be at home



when Jinx came from school. Alaine could scarceinage as it was
and she foresaw Jinx and herself actually goingghurf even less

money came in than at present. There was the queastiwhere they
would live, and long before the evening had pagdathe had made a
firm decision to demand sufficient from Cimon toabte her to

procure some sort of a home for Jinx and herself.



CHAPTER EIGHT

IMMEDIATELY the letter had been posted Alaine began to h:
tremors of apprehension. Cimon Duris was not then @ be
intimidated, either by her or anyone else. Not 8ta had given any
intimation of what she had in mind. On the contratye had made a
polite request that he should come over to seerégtinding him of
the promise he had exacted from her. But therenagoubt that her
wording was firm, and on reading between the linesnust surely
realize that she had no intention of being puthgffan insignificant
bribe. Probably he would be so furious at this lgutitreat that he
would completely ignore the letter. Should he de then Alaine felt
she would be at her wits' end, since she had eatlightest intention
of going to any extremes in order to obtain momeynfhim. If he did
appear, however, she had every intention of actmghe most
mercenary manner, threatening him with prosecutiwnabducting
her in the way he had.

He arrived just after half past one on the Wedngsé@laine had just

come in from work and was in the. kitchen makingsbé a sandwich
when the front door bell rang. A neighbour, shecbated with a

sudden frown. She had no time for gossip, as tere the bedrooms
to clean, and then there was a little more sortiogof her aunt's
things, many of which Alaine had reluctantly decdideould have to

be thrown away.

Ota seeing Cimon standing there on the step sheedge
uncomprehendingly, her mind trying to grapple wdtites. It was a
mere three days since she sent the air letterpaocbuld he be here
already? Besides, Alaine had expected that, ifithéntend coming to

see her, he would reply to her letter informing aethe time of his

arrival. It was most fortunate that it was Wedngsdfiernoon, she
thought.



Amused by her blank stare, Cimon smiled and satahall in the
sort of tone she would have expected,

'‘No wonder you're surprised, Alaine. Aren't youngpio ask me in?’

'Of c-course.' Still dazed by the inexplicable pponess of his arrival,
she opened the door wider and stepped to one gitleas he could

enter. 'In here.' To her dismay she found hersatfibling and knew it
was owing to the lack of preparation she'd hadHisrvisit of his. She

had intended having a long and repeated reheansal she received
word that he was coming. Now, she had not thedatntlea how to
begin. 'Please sit down." She gestured towardsctihueh and he
walked over to it, his glance embracing everythitige shabby carpet
and faded curtains, the cumbersome Victorian furejthideous as
only furniture of this period could be. He sat dowis eyes settling for
a space on the photograph above Alaine's headytagraph of Aunt

Sue's parents with their younger daughter, a gud Wwad died in her
teens. 'Would you like a cup of tea?' Alaine waddsmly filled with a

sense of inadequacy, wondering just how she wiaké&oeven the first
step towards demanding money with menaces, whichwrat her

intention amounted to. 'l don't expect you've hag hinch? She
thought of the corned beef sandwiches there irkitbben, and had a
shrewd suspicion that he would not be very patbiahose.

'l did stop for something on my way from the aitgone smiled,
leaning back comfortably and crossing one longdegr the other.
Alaine sat down on the edge of a chair and fold&chlands in her lap.
Frowning all at once, Cimon looked at her long dadd before
saying,

‘Aren't you going to ask me why I'm here?

She gave a start.



'l know why you're here,' she returned when shedadldcted herself
sufficiently to be able to speak. What was the ematiith him, asking
a question like that?

'You do?' in a sort of astonished way. 'You expbate to come?'

'l wasn't quite sure you would, but | thought yougimt. What puzzles
me is how you managed it so quickly.'

'‘Quickly?' He was alert, and his eyes were faindyrowed. A deep
line furrowed his brow as if he also were experiegcsome
puzzlement.

'l posted the letter only on Sunday afternoon, sacdhaturally I'm
surprised that you managed to get here by todanyrcase, | thought
you'd send me a reply, saying when you'd be com8ite paused a
moment, wondering if now was the right time to comé, to get the
whole thing out and done with. Cimon had come fodvand was
regarding her with the most odd expression, araaith a measure of
perception. 'l know the air mail is quick these slaghe added, feeling
she must play fear time, affording herself a monwertivo longer in
which to think of how she must begin. 'But surebyyvouldn't receive
any letter before this meaning?’

A small hesitation and then, with an odd inflectinrhis voice,

'l was fortunate in getting a plane. Flights, ta@ quick these days. El
- about your letter, Alaine, perhaps you'll tell mwactly what you
meant?’

She swallowed hard. He had not read between tés, linseemed, for
otherwise he would not be adopting this rathemfilg manner with

her. She fervently wished she had used strongaspliy, since it was
much more difficult to begin now that her prelimiies had been
missed by him.



'You - you said that if ever | required help | masintact you. Do
y-you r-remember?

He nodded thoughtfully.
'Certainly. But this letter. Tell me what you meant

'‘Well --' She tailed off, coughing nervously. 'Améntioned, my aunt
has died, and | have to leave this house. Perh@apsign't know the

position here, but houses are never to let; one thug I've had a

month's notice from the landlord - the house wadet to my aunt

many years ago when you could rent property,’' ddecby way of an

explanation as she noted the hint of interrogagiater his eyes. 'l have
to buy a house and - and..." Again she tailedvafhing with all her

heart that she'd had warning of this visit. Tha slould be taken by
surprise had never for one moment enteredniead.'| must - must

have another house,' she managed to add at length.

‘Another house,' he murmured, his eyes opening wedg. '‘Are you
suggesting | put up the money for one?' So strémgéone. Was it
Imagination, or was there a curious hint of disapimeent in his
manner?

Another nervous cough escaped her. But with aifigeglimpse of
what her life must be if she failed to exploit thsguation, Alaine
rallied sufficiently to say yes, that was exacthyhav she was
suggesting.

'l feel I'm entitled to substantial reparation ¥anat | went through at
your hands.'

Cimon leant back, thrusting one hand into his poekeal staring at
Alaine through half-closed eyes. How formidablewses all at once,
she thought, sending up a little prayer for strierigt carry out her
intended course of action.



'‘Are you by any chance threatening me?' he inquinea very soft

tone, and quite unexpectedly anger surged within ke was

adopting an arrogant attitude which she resentdtht\Was the price
of a house to a man with his wealth? He should glag,decided. And
not only for what he had done to her but for whaitkKhad done too.
She had to think of Jinx's future as well as hen@amd she was
determined to make a bid for the money which waieve the

anxiety of that future. With a house of her own gloaild have no rent
to pay and, therefore, she could manage with atjpaetjob, at least
until Jinx became older and did not need her tthbes on her return
from school.

'l suppose it is a threat,’ she agreed, in answvdrist question. 'I'm
telling you what | need - and that is the money dohome." She
stopped, on the point of mentioning Jinx. There was/alid reason
for the hesitation and yet she experienced a stragigctance to tell
him of the child's existence. 'You must have méantake reparation,
otherwise you wouldn't be here.’

A very strange silence followed those last wordsc&again she had
the odd impression that he was experiencing sonmel kof
disappointment. What it was she could not fathoar, mad she any
desire to do so. All she wanted was a settlemeak tlzen for him to
leave, because in spite of the fact that the ungeevenge filled her
mind, it did not do so to the exclusion of all ¢leet quite. She had
cared too deeply for her love to die. It would thetime, or so she
hoped, but at present the pain of loving him wakagging weight
round her heart.

‘Very true, | expect | did mean to make reparatiiie spoke softly,
as if to himself, and she thought a small sigh psdehim and she
frowned because of it, so out of keeping was ihwits character.
'Yes,' he went on after a long silence, 'l suppwsa,way, one could
call it reparation, and yet ...' He threw her angiaand she saw that hi:
eyes had taken on a hard metallic look. "You olslipwant several



thousands of pounds from me? That's what you &g His voice
was crisp and, convinced that he had a much snsalfarin mind, she
said sharply,

'I'm not asking, I'm demanding. | intend to be cemgated for what |
suffered.’

'l fail to see how you can give it that description

'l was frightened, and humiliated. Also, my wholelitiay was
spoiled.

'Your whole holiday?he repeated, watching her closely. She cau
her breath in a little sigh that was almost a solgl her eyes cloudeo
darkly at the poignant memory of that brief inteléLof happiness - the
only happiness she would ever experience with a amshe felt sure
that no one would ever affect her as Cimon hadnduthose
wonderful days aboard tl@assillia.

‘Yes, my whole holiday,' she lied.

'| see --Somehow Alaine gained the impression that her st
produced in him an indecision that was not thererke His black
eyes narrowed as they looked into hers and hidl@wed suddenly.
'Just what are you threatening me witie?wanted to know, his voice
smooth and totally unperturbed. Yet there was amistakeable
guality of danger about his attitude and it wasulgtd fully home to
her that he was a Cretan and, therefore, ruthtegsvihout fear.

'Prosecutionshe managed, and she did wonder how her tone beul
so firm and steady. She sounded every bit as edicgland confident
as Estelle would have been under similar circuncgtsuril expect you
have a certain prestige among your friends andnbssiassociates.
and you would not want to lose it, would you?



'Decidedly not.His eyes widened slightly, giving evidence of son
secret deduction he had reached. He did not leavéohg in doubt
over this as he said, 'l take it that your sistéryou up to this?

She sent him a startled glance. A faint smile caméis lips and
hovered there, and his head was shaking slighdlyf lae were fully
enlightened and his question had been quite unsagces

'l must admit that she and | discussed the mat¢urned Alaine with
a frank gaze, 'but the decision to exact compesrsdtom you was
entirely my own,

'lt was?smoothly and with the merest lift of an eyebrovad're quite
sure about that?'

‘Certainly. I've suffered at your hands and I'med®ined to have
compensation.

'So it would appear that you are little better th&stelle?
Curiously-toned, his voice; he watched her withrtadges, his smile
deepening as her head jerked. The gesture wasuimaoy, a clear
protest made without thinking; perception was ewabel by a further
widening of her companion's eyes. She frowned idlyabecoming
more and more surprised by the way Cimon was aciihg whole
situation might have been one huge joke from whiehderived
considerable amusement. Anger, contempt, and a tégee of
hauteur she most certainly would have expected,thiat state of
amused equanimity was most disconcerting - far raoréhan a show
of fury would have been. She was nonplussed, apposed her
expression revealed this to him. Certainly thieivew was not
running along the lines she had designed far ie &tticed his set
jawline and steeled herself for his flat refusalaie heed of the threat
she had made. It was weak anyway, she had to owomatering over
it for a second or two. For she had no idea hogotabout prosecuting
him. A lawyer would be required and she certairdg hot the money



for one. Tell me, Alaine," Cimon inquired softlylast, 'just how much
had you in mind?'

She looked suspiciously at him, wondering if he avenjoying
himself at her expense, playing a cat and mouses gaith her. Her
chin lifted and a sparkle entered her eye. Mosttessfully she
assumed her former mercenary attitude as shevaaygmuch in the
manner of her sister,

'It's up to you to make me an offer. You know hetit@an | what your
reputation is worth.'

His lips twitched and she waited in some surprigenthat he had to
say. Little did she know that her surprise wasita to dumbfounded
amazement within the next few seconds.

'‘An offer, en?' The merest pause and then, '‘Myraffemarriage,
Alaine.’

‘Mar—!" She stared at him, open-mouthed. 'Is tbmeessort of a joke?'
she asked frigidly when she had recovered. Marriage® Cimon.
How she would have thrilled to the idea only a skdrile ago! 'If it is
a joke, then itisn't in very good taste. | asked {0 make me an offer;
if it's suitable to me then our business can belaoted without further
waste of your time...." Her words fell to silencetiae smile hovering
on his lips deepened. He commented on the formafityer speech
before repeating, his unemotional tones contragthrgply with the
humour in his eye”,

'l don't make jokes about anything so serious asiagge. That is my
offer. Blackmail | would not have tolerated anywand | don't

believe you had any intention of carrying out ythreat in any case.
Even your clever sister would have found difficedtiin doing so, for
prosecution is not simple when people live in défe countries. Also,
any form of retaliation on your part would have maecostly business,



and obviously you're not in a position to spend eylike that.' He

smiled again and continued, 'These difficulties 's@@xperiencing

will be finished once you agree to marry me.' Smbahe spoke, with

no evidence of emotion other than the lingering sement in his eyes
resulting from her confounded expression.

She shook her head, utterly dazed, and yet asx&mimed his face
she knew without a trace of doubt that he meant Whaaid - he did
want to marry her!

'l don't know wh-what to say,’ she stammered, hercenary role

completely forgotten. 'lIt isn't as if - as if thsranything between us -
any love, | mean.' It wasn't until the words wettened that Alaine
realized she was beseeching him to say one tinyg wat would

refute the statement. How foolish she was - hogorga miracle.

Whatever the reason for his wanting to marry heat tleason had
nothing at all to do with love. His attention oretkhip, his tender
gentle lovemaking and inordinate generosity all poonded to form
the lure meant for Estelle, the girl who, througk hephew, had
brought disgrace to his family. Alaine Marsland maglant nothing to
him . .. and yet he wanted to marry her.

'‘No love?' He gave her a curious look. 'Are yotestou didn't fall in
love with me on the ship?' he inquired baldly, #ldine stiffened.
The utter pomposity of the man! She supposed hisfidence
stemmed from the fact that most women would falbie with him.
Well, she, Alaine, might have foolishly followedetsame pattern, but
she had no intention of putting him in possessiah® fact.

'Fall in love with you?' Her eyes slid over him hvitvell-feigned
contempt and she had the satisfaction of seeingcbiour slightly,
with temper. 'l don't fall in love so easily asttha

His eyes glinted like points of steel; that he wwapied was evident
and he looked very much as if he would throw heeamally cutting



rejoinder, but if that were so he managed to sludikéhe temptation,
staring at her, searchingly ... almost as if heldoead something in
her eyes that would prove that she had told him.&he met his gaze
squarely, all her desire for revenge welling uptlsat it swamped
every other emotion. A small degree of indecisiandghover Cimon
and, baffled by his unfathomable manner that dediedonjecture as
to its cause, Alaine could only wait, not very patly, for him to
speak. This he did presently, by-passing their centmon love and
telling Alaine that he was in deadly earnest alwishing to marry
her. It would have to be at once, as he had busiteeattend to in
Athens and this he could not possibly leave. Hieevavas gently
persuasive; he seemed confident, though, as id¢teeptance were a
foregone conclusion.

'Why do you want me to marry you?" Recalling higgestion on the
ship she said, in a voice so cool and crisp thanprised even her, 'l
expect it's desire?'

A mere flickering of his eyes and then,
'‘Which is as good a reason as any for wanting tongeried.'

'Is it?' with an edge of contempt. "You have nodngego to such
lengths.’

'‘No? You would consider becoming my pillow friend?'

‘Certainly not!" she blazed. 'What | was abouttpwsas that you could
have dozens of women - without marriage.' He'daalyehad dozens,
she suspected, recollecting that Estelle had dmtlarm to be a
womanizer.

'‘Am | to take that as flattery?' he inquired witdnmge amusement. 'If |
could have dozens, then obviously not one of tliwseens is worth
having. Agreed?'



'So you must have someone - decent, is that it?
‘When | marry, yes.'

'‘And your desire for me drives you to marriage® Spoke in tones
scarcely above a whisper, for the most staggedeg had occurred to
her, an idea which would afford her the satisfactdich she craved.
What an opportunity for revenge! - but oh, he caulgrder her as a
result of it! Involuntarily a hand fluttered to hémroat, just as if
already she could feel those long and sinewed fsngaushing the
breath out of her. Cimon frowned and looked intgatongly at her
and she could not help but dwell on his reactioenethe to read her
thoughts. Certainly he would not be looking sossestd with himself,
and so confident. 'Marriage is a rather drastip,stfe said, anxious tc
discard the insistent flow of thought urging her d¢oasp this
opportunity of revenge which Cimon was so innogehdlding out to
her. 'l can't imagine anyone taking it simply floatt reason.'

'For that reason ..." He spoke musingly, lost ingte thought for a
space. 'You've said you won't be my pillow frieed,I've no option.
You see, Alaine, | have never desired a woman satlyras | desire
you. | knew it on the ship and, believing you to Bstelle, | was
optimistic enough to believe you'd be mine straigivay. You can
imagine my surprise on receiving a refusal, buajragelieving you to
be Estelle, | thought you must be playing somelsuijame of your
own and did not press the matter. | now know hoffeint you are
from Estelle, and | came here to ask you to mamy-+h

‘To ask me to marry you?' she interrupted as, sugdperception
dawned. 'You never received my letter!"

He shook his head.

'l left yesterday for Athens, from where | flewEngland. Your letter
had not arrived when | left home.'



She tried to assimilate this. Desire for her haghbgrowing since she
left Crete, obviously, and so he had decided toecamd propose
marriage to her. As she had just remarked, thisavdsastic step to
take, for that reason only. What would happen wtiesire waned?
Alaine lowered her head to hide the smile that todeer lips. Desire
would certainly wane very swiftly if she decidedgo through with
the plan that was growing so vigorously that it lgfle room in her
mind for anything else. Desire. ... For one flegtmoment the word
was a sword blade piercing her heart; she wasladamare, but how
did one prevent oneself from caring? Did Cimon kradhe depth of
that insult? - or perhaps he felt she would beditat. Hate burst
through her like a fire uncontrolled, rising to mia with her love just
as it had on a previous occasion, but this tinspriead so that the love
was lost in the conflagration and the ashes remginiere these of a
smouldering desire for revenge. She wanted notmoige than to hurt
Cimon as he had hurt her. He should pay dear #ritfsult, which
was added to the score already set against him,agathst Keith
Hilary, who had duped her so callously, promisirgrmage and then
going off with someone else, leaving Alaine to cése his child
without any financial help from anyone. Men! AunteSused often to
exclaim, and what a wealth of meaning went intd ¢me small word.
Alaine's eyes moved to Cimon; she noted his fixedard, the
half-smile that spelled confidence, the easy waili which he relaxed
against the back of the couch. So he wanted aechaktvhen it came
to marriage, did he? A rarity these days - andlikisthim to expect to
find one, a man who had probably had a great nurobdovers,
women who perhaps had been chaste until he got diolithem.
Revulsion mingled with her hatred, but she tookectr hide her
expression from him. Such a wonderful opportunityget her own
back, she thought again. What a shock he wouldvwelcé chaste girl,
he was expecting. ..."

Alaine thought for a fleeting space of his dedtat yes, it must surely
die a very swift death once he had been disilllesioabout her.



Automatically her glance strayed to the small shapsticked into the
corner of the frame in which was a larger photolgrap another of
Aunt Sue's dead relatives. Moving, Alaine camehi gideboard; it
was behind the couch and, her eyes all the timtb@back of Cimon's
dark head, she flipped out the snapshot and pugerteath the
embroidered runner. He might not be interested giméo mention it,
but on the other hand he could just inquire as lto ¥he child was.
Jinx would have to be taught to add Marsland torfane. Yes, that
was imperative.

Crossing over to the window, Alaine stood lookintpithe street. She
heard a voice, gently persuasive while at the siamme fringed with
the confidence she had noticed in his smile. Hawimescent his tone
of that used on the ship when he had suggestethyésher cabin! -
and she turned, her face pale but composed evaghhowardly she
guaked as the scene that must surely be enactedipobefore her.
There would be one terrifying outburst when herledrthat he had
been duped, that instead of marrying a chastehgirhad saddled
himself with one who had a child born out of wedlo®hat a
disgrace for any Greek, but more so for a Cretamo@ Duris would
never be able to live it down. The scene remainefdrb Alaine's
consciousness; she saw his smouldering rage andtkagéthis would
be the one terrible interlude which she would ndeeget as long as
she lived. But after that she would not be troutidgcher husband's
desire; it would be instantly quenched and he &dveould each go
their own way, he taking women as he always hadlevgme would
live more quietly, in the lap of luxury - how oftshe had joked about
getting herself a rich husband! she recalled, and/ rshe had
succeeded. Yes, she would live in. luxury, with ¢tald, the child she
had never for one moment regretted taking. Strggsie would have
endured for Jinx's sake, but the struggles weretodte, not now.
Alaine's only regret was that Cimon would not takg interest in the
child. She felt that he would very soon have mabeidto the kind of
child she, Alaine, desired her to be.



‘Well, Alaine, what is your answer?' Standing up,approached her
and her hands were taken in his, so gently ...gasa sincere lover
would have taken hold of her. She tried to remdwe hurt in her
throat, tried not to think of what might have béaa he fallen in love
on the ship, as she herself had. 'Are you goingdoy me and come
to live in Crete?' So soft the tones, so tenderoatmand quite
unconsciously she experienced a tingling of douhlat defied her
attempts at comprehension. Assuredly there wastbamgeextremely
odd about this whole situation, and especially alinsi proposal of
marriage. She sighed, telling herself she was boipéer head about
trivialities and that the only important thing wiastake full advantage
of this incredible piece of luck that had so unetpdly come her way.

She glanced at the clock; Jinx would be boundinig iless than half
an hour. It would be the end of her plan for reveerigCimon should
meet the child too soon, and Alaine hoped she cgetchim off the
premises within the next quarter of an hour or so.

‘Yes, I'll marry you,' she told him, outwardly assng a sort of quiet
charm, and a resignation. Inwardly, she did wonderCimon's

readiness to forget that she was adopting a punelgenary attitude
over the marriage, agreeing to it solely in oraeattain the comforts
and luxuries which he undoubtedly could providee Shpposed he
was buying her really; yes, that was how he woolis@er it... and he
genuinely believed he had found a bargain!



CHAPTER NINE

Jinx looked down as Alaine indicated the island of €réting there,
like a lovely jewel, anchored in the tranquil Aegezea.

‘Do you think my new daddy will like me?' askedxJfor about the
twentieth time. And, without giving Alaine time tanswer, 'Why
didn't you let me be your bridesmaid? | didn't I&taying with that
other lady - my Aunt Estelle - and | wouldn't halane if I'd known
you were getting married. Why couldn't | be yourdbsmaid?' she
asked again.

'‘Hush, darling,' whispered Alaine, aware of the s@tlglances of the
passengers on the seats nearby. 'lI've alreadydalthat | didn't have
any bridesmaids.' She patted the seat besideSitatoivn and be quiet
for a few minutes. We're almost there now, andetidye a nice big

motor car to meet us.’

‘A motor car!" breathed Jinx. 'Will my new daddydreving it?'

'‘No, pet. He's not at home just at present. Hetbagb away very
hurriedly after we were married, because he hadesbusiness to
attend to, and that's why you haven't met him yetsigh escaped
Alaine. At the time, she was only too relieved wi@&mon told her he
had to be in Athens on the morning following theddiag. He had
wanted her to leave her work immediately and ac@mmhim to
Greece, but she refused to let her employers dosvith@y were
extremely short-staffed; and in any case, shelstdla great deal to dc
in the house before she could leave it. So reldgt&timon had left
his bride of a few hours and they were to meetret€a few days
later. This small respite had seemed heaven-santyith her nerves
tensed owing to the swiftness of the wedding arktiowledge of her
plan beginning to weigh far too heavily upon hdgiAe felt she could
not face up to the scene through which she must Ipafere life fell
into the smooth pattern she had envisaged. Butthatithe scene was



again looming close she was even more tensed upjynizecause
Jinx would now be present at the meeting betweem@iand herself
when, a few hours hence, he returned from Athepsaing his bride
to be waiting for him - alone.

‘Do you think my new daddy will let me sit on hisde?' Jinx sat down
beside Alaine, clasping her hands tightly, and thealasping them
again. Alaine had never seen her so excited Heumt mothing exciting
had ever happened to the child. She had neverlmemon a holiday.

'l don't know, darling. He - he might.' Somehowaike could not see
Cimon totally abandoning the child. There was sateisoftness in his
make-up that could just come out, for there wasl@mying that Jinx
had a charm that was most endearing and on the planha$l already
won everyone's heart.

'It's awful ... waiting. When will he be craningrhe to us?'

To us ... Sudden tears sprang unbidden to Alaggs Mad for no
reason at all die was remembering something Cinaoinwhispered to
her as he placed the ring on her finger.

‘Agapi mou, s'agapo ...'

She had asked him what it meant and he had meralieds
Something to do with his desire, she told hersidraards, for that
was all it could be.

‘Very soon, my pet,' said Alaine in answer to drgestion. 'A few
hours after we arrive he will be there. You seé heming on a boat
because some of his business friends are on itheydtalk together
while they're travelling. He'll be with us at teéae.'



"'l have to be patient, won't 1?' Jinx could rketep still and Alaine
very much suspected that she would dearly lovestpriojumping up
and down, as she invariably did when wishing toregg her feelings.

‘Yes, dear, just for a little while longer."'

The plane was descending and after an initial bampvo a smooth
landing was made. The chauffeur was there; he bokece at the
little girl trotting along beside Alaine, but hisice was expressionless
as he said,

'‘Welcome back, Madam Duris," and he took her lugdgagm her and
put it in the boot of the car.

Jinx sat very still on her seat, staring out ofwhedow, her face pale,
her mouth tight and small.

'‘Darling, aren't you feeling well?'

'Yes ... but ooh, it's terrible to wait! I've gobgy pain in my tummy,
but it isn't a poorly pain - just a pain that makeswant to see my new
daddy.’

Alaine bit her lip. When embarking on her headlongrse of revenge
she had not given much thought to Jinx's feelifigi@ child's future
and her comfort had been important factors loorntange on Alaine's
horizon and had blotted out the pyschological asgeill, even if
Cimon washed his hands of the child she would sgpemnover it.
'‘Children do get over these things," Alaine fourdsklf whispering
fiercely. All the material advantages would makefap any small
disappointment the child might suffer initially was her whole future
with which Alaine was concerned, not the next weekwo.



Cimon arrived just before tea time; Alaine had wikeal her own
things, and those of Jinx. There was no bedroowttadl to Jinx,
naturally, and Alaine thought that at first she lohave the child
sleeping in her bed - the big double bed that wdke room to which
Kyria had taken her, and which Cimon was expediinghare. Later,
when she got to know her way around this big hoAsmne would
choose a nice room for Jinx and have it furnishredtity for her, with
the sort of things a little girl would like to have

Alaine had no idea of her husband's arrival urgilkkhocked on her
bedroom door and walked in. She turned swiftly friwa drawer into
which she was putting the last of Jinx's underwaad, despite the fact
of having steeled herself for this ordeal Alaineknthe colour had
instantly receded from her face and for one wildipatricken
moment she toyed with the idea of telling Cimonttiugh about Jinx.
But she managed to rally, thinking of her revenge, anost of all, of
the fact that desire was all Cimon had considemedsking her to
marry him. She had no wish to be that sort of vlee was not Estelle,
willing to sell her body for material gain.

'So you arrived safely—?' Cimon broke off, staringredulously as
the small whirlwind emerged from the dressing-roamd swept
towards him.

‘Are you my new daddy?' She looked up at the gséamiding there
beside her and added breathlessly, 'Mummy didih'trie you were

gooder-looking than Darryl's new daddy. Ooh, bthihk you're very

nice!" Jinx clapped her hands, sublimely unawarth@thock die was
giving the man as he continued to stare at hex flong moment before
his gaze moved to Alaine. 'Why didn't you tell Mugnto let me be a
bridesmaid? It wasn't fair to make me go to my Aaifistelle instead
of going to the wedding.' The freckled face wasathed in smiles
only seconds after this complaint was voiced, anable to contain
herself any longer Jinx began jumping up and dowrthe carpet,
while Cimon, whose gaze had returned to her, juatchked in



dumbfounded amazement, the dark colour slowly eéngepp under
the tan of his skin. Alaine on the other hand wawhite as her blouse
and a hard ball of fear had risen to block herdahro

'‘What's going on?' He seemed incapable, for theentrof exhibiting
the anger for which Alaine was apprehensively wgitIThis child. ..?"
Cimon turned, to regard his wife in a dazed sorhahner. For certain
he could not take in the evidence of his ears. ¢hikl,' he repeated,
'she isn't yours?'

The movement in Alaine's throat gave evidence ofdiéculty in
articulating words.

‘Yes - sh-she's my daughter.’

'‘My name's Jinx," interposed the child brightlyll samping up and
down even though Alaine motioned her to keep &lithx Hilary!'

‘Hilary?' in sharp tones from Cimon and Alaine maafe almost
imperceptible sign to Jinx who, in the same brigines, added,
‘Marsland. Jinx Hilary Mars- land." She smiled upham, her face
aglow. 'Mummy said | had to add—'

'‘Be quiet, darling - and do stand still.'

Jinx did as she was told, pressing her hands tegatfainst her chest,
a mannerism she had when she was emotionally effdxst anything.
Plainly she was thrilled with her 'daddy’, while halaine could not
even bear to look at him, so satanic had his exmmedecome. She
had not wanted Jinx to be present at the showdbumow she found
herself being inordinately grateful for it. Her basid would never
murder her before the child. A terrible silence Faltén on the room;
the dark colour in Cimon's cheeks portrayed the uddaving fury
within, and even Jinx appeared to be affected ley @bmosphere



because she frowned heavily as she looked from Cimélaine and
back again.

'l don't believe it!" declared Cimon at last. ‘'She't be your child!" But

his mouth was drawn back from his teeth and inbilaek eyes fury

burned. 'Your daughtel’ Nostrils flaring, he took a step in Alaine'
direction and she backed away, towards the wind®ay that again -
say it!'

"Jinx is my daughter—' How calm she sounded! Shstrhe numbed
by fear. 'l was seventeen when she was born—'

'Her father?"

'He's dead.' Alaine went on to say her piece, wthahtime had been
well rehearsed. Cimon had been duped; insteadeotltaste girl he
had 'bought' he was now landed with one who hadild.cAlaine
managed to say that she had never been marriedxte thther, and
she ended by giving Cimon the reason for keeping'sliexistence a
secret. 'l told you I'd pay you back if ever | Hhd chance, and this is
my way of doing so. But you're also paying for whiaix's father did
tome. He promised me marriage and then went off soimeone else,
leaving me with Jinx. Clever as you are, Cimon,'yelbeen duped—
A couple of strides dispensed with the distanceveeh them and
Alaine found her arms gripped so savagely thatcsieel out. 'Don't -
I—" She broke off again, wincing, and in her padhie almost blurted
out the truth. But the words were stemmed jusinmet Tell the truth
and she would not only be denied the satisfactowttich she had
looked forward, but, perhaps even more importasgeeially to a girl
with Alaine's high ideals, was the fact that shaildaot be able to
keep Cimon at a distance. She would become in tefiscpillow
friend, taken for desire alone. No, she told hémghin, she was not
Estelle. And so she bore up stoically in the knalgke that this
terrifying scene must soon pass.



'‘Duped, have 1?' His grip tightened mercilesslysYl admit it, but by
God you'll be sorry!" He was like a savage as lygabé¢o shake her, but
he had reckoned without Jinx who, bewildered anth wwo great

tears rolling down her cheeks, bounded acrossdbm rand began
kicking viciously at Cimon's ankles. Her fingerawked at his slacks
and her teeth tried to bite him through the cloth.

‘You leave my mummy alone!" she shouted, havidgdan her object
of biting him. 'I'll bash your head in if you dotéave go of her. Leave
go! You're a pig and | hate you—'

‘Jinx! Stop it!" Alaine's voice trembled as, reledsshe stood there,
staring at Jinx, still kicking at Cimon's anklese kbok hold of her,
having to drag her from him as she continued tp s slacks.

'You - brat!" he exclaimed, at last holding her ydévam him, a valiant
little scrap, wildly kicking still, but at nothing.

‘That's my mummy and I'm sticking up for her! bish your—'

‘That will do, Jinx." Alaine's voice was scarcelgna than a whisper;
she felt almost sick with the fear possessing hedt with the
uncontrolled beating of her heart against her Bos.it would be over
soon. A scene such as this had been expectedadgheréiced herself
for it. Five minutes from now Cimon would have leér and Jinx, and
from then on he would go his own way, leaving leegd hers. "You
mustn't use such words ..." She tailed off, teanaging to her eyes as
she saw her child crying piteously now and lookipgat the mam who
held her so firmly but without the ruthlessnesshwithich he had so
recently held Alaine.

'‘Mummy s-said | had a n-new daddy and that he"nfight let me sit

on h-his knee |-like Darryl's new daddy—' Jinx gie@, choked by
sobs; her mouth twisted, tears streamed down Bekleéd face and a
small jist found its way to the little turned-up sgobecause it had



started to run. 'l th-thought you'd be a n-nicedyaid me.'Her mouth
twisting again, she shook her head in bewildermsegrching his
face, a trifle unbelievingly. 'lI've been waitingcbua long time since
Mummy told me about you - it was awful - the waitinAnd you

looked nice at first - but why did you shake my nmy? You hurt

her," she told him fiercely, beginning to kick wiidhgain but not being
allowed to get anywhere near her captor's legkill'you stone dead
if you touch her again! And I'll bite your hands—'

Jinx!" But Jinx had been stopped by something rothen Alaine's
voice - by a smart slap on the leg and, on beilgased, she sat on the
floor and stared at the red maris which was rapagilgearing. Dazed
by this treatment she had never known before,ibd her head after
a while and gazed up at Cimon.

'It's only because you're biggern me," she seethed mouth
becoming round and small as it always did wherfurgrwas aroused.
‘But just you wait till I've growed! When I've grewd I'll kill you for
hurting my mummy!" After knuckling her eyes she put a pink
tongue and removed the tears which had trickledndimaher mouth.
'Mummy, | don't want to stay here.' Standing upxJdvent to her and
clung to her skirt, pressing her damp face againdtet's go home
again.Please Mummy. | want to go back to my own house.'

'‘We can't do that, darling.' Alaine embraced het,daring to lift her
face and meet her husband's eyes. 'This is thehmme we've got
now and we must stay here—'

'‘Must you?' harshly from Cimon, whose face hadgalghtly now,
and his hand clenched and unclenched as if in geled some
unbearable hurt within him. 'That might be youradieut it isn't mine.
Neither you nor that unbridled brat of yours isystg in my house.
You'll leave just as soon as | can arrange it!'



But of course that threat was made in the heahefrhoment and
Cimon made no move to carry it oijt. He was marresttl as the days
passed it was soon evident that he meant to agitiesbmistake. And

as Alaine had surmised, he went his own way, |lepkigr to go hers.
He was often away from home for a week or more andhese

occasions Alaine would know a certain peace, degiypleasure from
Jinx who, with the resiliency of childhood, had sdorgotten the

scene which, owing to her intervention, had notnbeearly so

terrifying as Alaine had expected.

What Cimon might have done to her had they beemealas

something on which Alaine refused to dwell. He nhigave come
very close to murdering her, she thought on a tateasion when, Jinx
having been put to bed, she came out on to thacerand to her
dismay found her husband standing there, lookimgsacto the dark
outline of the fortress, the prison in which he hat@nded confining
Estelle. In profile he looked almost fiendish andew he turned,
having sensed her presence, his face was a malkatefthat sent
guivers along Alaine's spine. She turned to go,Hisitharsh voice
halted her and reluctantly she made a move towandsstopping a
little distance from him, her heart racing abnoignatet aching too,

for this night was typical of those on the shipthsa high round moon
spilling light over the sea down there, spanglingith silver stars far
brighter than those in the purple sky above. Sweetts drifted from
the garden and the hillsides, carried byriedtemithe summer trade
wind breeze on which the ancients relied for tHeciehcy of their

shipping. It rippled through Alaine's hair and fadrer cheeks, cool
and caressing, just as it had on the ship whearsti€imon had stood
on deck in the first hours of the morning, havirapced the earlier
hours away.

'How are you for money?' was the totally unexpecfaestion put to
her when at last her husband seemed able to spéak.t



'l still have a little from the sale of the furméy she faltered,
wondering how she had made the mistake of comirighere. She
usually knew just where Ctnon was and she hadvsalidim to be
working in his study because she had noticed bealight was on.

'I'l make you an allowance. I've some friends aagrto dinner a week
tonight and you'll require a dress. Go into Hexaklfor it. Dendros

will drive you there in the car." A small pause dhdn, in the same
harsh tones, 'lI've informed everyone that youiredaw, so take care
to remember that. Let me down and by God you'dl fiourself crying

out for mercy. You haven't seen the worst of mé yet

Not seen the worst ... Heaven forbid that she ewild, then!

'I'l remember, Cimon." She had an urge to leawe, lliut was half
afraid of doing so because she felt somehow thatcwed give some
sign of dismissal when he no longer desired herpaom.

‘About your - daughter. Have you arranged for begd to school?'

Alaine blinked at him, greatly wondering at thiglden interest in the
child he had hitherto ignored, as he had ignoreddinl whom he
believed to be her mother.

‘Not yet. I've been teaching her myself.'

‘There's a school in Sphakia. You'd better arrdiogener to start.
Dendras will take her each morning and bring hekba

'Is it a Greek school?'
'Of course, but English is taught.'

‘And spoken? | mean, Jinx can't speak any GreaHl.at



'l don't expect she can,' with a trace of sarca8uat.she'll soon learn
it." Cimon looked straight at Alaine. 'If you angkesare to remain here
then she at least will have to learn Greek. It Wwdl Greeks she'll be
mixing with as she grows older; her friends willGeseks.’

'Yes, | suppose they will." Cimon seemed sligh#égsl hostile, she
thought as she stood there, still undecided ale@avirhg him. He was
looking out towards the castle again, the wind iglilack hair, the

moonlight on his face, brittle and metallic so ttre harsh lines were
accentuated .. . and yet the rather startling isgpo@ Alaine had was
that there was a sadness about her husband'sefeatusadness and
strange element of loneliness. Her heart seemeds® a beat as she
continued to stare at him, and for the first tinhe svas aware of
tinglings of regret that she had been so bentwenge, on paying him
out not only for his own wrong but for that of Keialso. What real

good had she done? What had she achieved by henadtrue, she

was taking all and giving nothing; she had the nwn about whom
she had so often joked with her aunt ... but somve¢he whole episode
was beginning to be as gall to her and she knewdahed not ask
herself why this should be so.

On the day of the dinner party Jinx was particylanischievous and
with her customary exuberance she took a flying ieam the third
stair on to a mat on which she then slid all altreghall, landing with
a crash at the front door. The first Alaine knewtto$ was when, on
hearing the scream, she came running from the wigere she had
been browsing through a magazine. Jinx was bleddimy her nose
and head, and her hand was held to her elbow.

‘Jinx darling, what have you done?' Stooping, Addifted her in her
arms and carried her upstairs to the bedroom addhé& down. 'You
silly child! How did you do this to yourself?"

'l was sliding on the mat,' sobbed Jinx. '‘Ooh, mmg ait's burning—'
She broke off and another howl of pain went up.y\&tmould it burn?'



'‘Because you've rubbed it along the floor." Sighiigine went into

the bathroom where a first-aid box was kept indakinet, and after
bathing and dressing the child's injuries she dmearea mild drug and
let her sleep for the rest of the afternoon. Attee Jinx woke up and,
bright-eyed and smiling, she said she was hunggina had sat with
her, reading, and she was relieved to see thathdidxot suffered too
much from the collision with the door.

'‘What am | to do with you?' she asked with a littleful shake of her
head. 'You know, pet, you really will have to mgmair ways. And
about the way you speak - you're not doing as Murtetty you. All
that slang you learned at school in England musbtgmtten, do you
understand?'

'l try not to say it, but it comes out.' The bigesyshone with roguish
laughter, but on noting Alaine's rather unhappyresgion Jinx slid
towards the edge of the bed and threw both her esorsd her neck.
‘Shall | kiss you, Mummy? My mouth's clean - look!'

For answer Alaine kissed her cheek and held heecld was so odd
that she could give such love to someone elseld, dhit from the
moment of setting eyes on Jinx Alaine had adored he

'‘Come,’ she said at length, 'it's tea time, andvgojust said you're
hungry. We'll have it together on the patio - authe sunshine.’

'‘Okay.' Jinx looked at her bandaged arm as shewoof bed, then
went over to the mirror to examine the plaster enfarehead. 'l look
like a wounded soldier, don't 1?'

'You certainly dol'd better dress you-
'‘Because of my bandaged arm? No, it's all righén pirasi!'Skipping

over to the chair where her clothes lay neatlyddldghe lifted them up
and brought them to the bed. Alaine was starirgeatShe said;



'What does that mean?"

‘Then piras?’ Jinx picked up a dainty pink petticoat and s over
her head. 'lt means: it's all right - it doesn'ttera

'Did you learn that at school?'

'l think so." Jinx frowned and fingered her bandabaen for a moment.
'‘Carlos Loukia told it me, I think. He's my frieatischool. We haven't
had a fight yet; he doesn't like fighting, but Angte does. | biffed him
yesterday, jolly hard, because he laughed at ntbdrclass when |
couldn't understand the teacher. I'll bet he wianigh at me again,
because he cried like anything when | biffed him.'

‘Jinx,' said Alaine sternly, watching her puttingleer dress, 'if anyone
comes here complaining about you | shall be vepgxrDaddy won't
like it at all, you know that. So stop this figtgimvith little boys.'

'He isn't my daddy! | don't like him and he doefk& me.' Suddenly
and quite unexpectedly Jinx started - to cry. Anly evhen she began
to speak did Alaine learn that, secretly, the chdd been fretting over
her relationship with Cimon. 'Why doesn't he like,nMummy? |
haven't done anything naughty - except kicking Wwinen he hurt you.
| thought | was going to have a daddy when we chaene to live. But
| haven't got a daddy. He never lets me sit orkhee and he doesn"
take me walks like Darryl's new daddy. He takesr{dar mummy
walks as well. They all go together, down by tiverj and collect wild
flowers and look at birds' nests - oh, and allsoftiovely things.' She
came and stood by Alaine. 'It isn't like | thoughivould be. I'd be
good for a daddy - | told you | would, didn't I?'

'Yes, darling, you did tell me that." Alaine swalled a painful little

lump in her throat. Should she tell Cimon the tratid put an end to
what was becoming an unbearable situation forailcerned? If she
did tell him the truth then she must be preparediim to take her as



his wife, because that would inevitably follow. Aa bit her lip. She

could not be that sort of wife to Cimon, not lovinign as she did. She
would have to give all, simply because she wouldoeoable to resist,
while he, on the other hand, would only take, ueablgive because
all he felt for her was desire for her body. Nothspiritual, no deep
affection ... ingredients essential to fulfilmemt its entirety. No,

decided Alaine, she could not tell Cimon the tratid enter into that
kind of partnership. It must be all or nothing.

'‘Dendras told me that - that Mr. Cimon has a lovsgit, but he never
takes you and me on it, does he? - and I'd liklgoton a boat because
I've never been on one, not once in all my lifeixJubbed a hand
over her damp cheeks, then sniffed loudly. 'Oatedd a hanky!

Alaine got her one and she blew her nose vigorously

"You mustn't call him Mr. Cimon, pet. Try to thiokhim as Daddy....'
She stopped as Jinx shook her head.

'He doesn't want to be my daddy. | wish you hagbtimarried to him.
You could have got married to someone else who/d higed me, and
thrown me up in the air and - and things,' she eéndguely, tears
starting to her eyes again. '‘Can't you leave hioh marry someone
else?'

Alaine shook her head, unable to speak for a loogent.

'‘No, darling, that's impossible. This is our homd ae have to stay in
it. We haven't anywhere else to go.' Alaine wasryegg to admit that
she had made a complete mess of her life by fotigwhat insane
desire for revenge. And yet how could she havesezflCimon's offer
of marriage even had she not been interested eng®? She had nc
course other than to accept his offer. It had sedmeaven-sent at the
time, and Alaine dared not think where she and Jioxld have been
now had she turned down Cimon's offer. She woule lead to apply



for some sort of assistance and then it would couatehat Jinx was
not her daughter. That would have been the end lain&s
guardianship because Jinx would have been takemtigy.

‘Do you think he might like me when I've growed it?'bJinx was
asking hopefully. 'You see, he might not like vétte girls, but he
might like them when they're a bit bigger.'

'I'm sure he'll like you - soon.' Alaine gave aglead shuddering sigh
as she said that. Would Cimon ever take to Jinx® 3kaine, had
believed he would come to take an interest in thiel cout up till now
the only interest shown was when Cimon had madestiggestion
about arrangements for her schooling.

Il smile at him, | think, and see if he smileadk." Jinx became
thoughtfully silent. 'Do you think he would takewand me on his
boat if | asked him nicely? We could go a long sai&nother island,
couldn't we?'

‘Yes, Jinx, we could. But you mustn't ask him teetgou on the boat.
He's very busy, you see, and he doesn't have mmeli Alaine just
could not bear to think of Jinx asking and beirfgsed.

'l wish you'd married another man," sighed Jinpegeting what she
had already said. 'l thought I'd have had a dadayDarryl's." She
stopped all at once and made a swipe at somethirthe air. 'A
mosky! Get it! It's there, high up on the wall!'

Alaine looked at the mosquito but made no attemjailt it.
'l can't squash it on the wall,' she said.

'‘Why not?' Jinx's big eyes sparkled with a sodadfistic anticipation.
‘They're all bloody when you squash them - it'salbse they suck your
blood with a long prob - prob—' Her face screwedand she gave an



exasperated sigh. 'l can't say it, but it's a liimag like a tongue what
bores into you and sucks up your blood. Kill it, teny - quick,
before it bites me!’

Fetching a towel from the bathroom, Alaine managedjyet the
mosquito into it, but even then she could notikiéind, going over to
the open window, she shook the towel, allowingittsect to escape.
Her eyes wandered downwards; Cimon stood theregttiirbelow, on
the verandah, hands thrust into his pockets, hesod. ¢1e was staring
down to the surf- fringed coastline, just out frammich lay the
graceful yacht, the vessel that had played so dramaart in her life’
and in his as things had turned out. Had Alaineendeen taken
aboard that yacht she and Cimon would never haveedabecause
they would have said goodbye, on the flower-bedeédkarbour of
Mandraki in Rhodes. Her eyes returned to the mandatg below.
How long had he been there, silent and alone? $womgetwisted in
her heart because even though she could not séechishe somehow
knew that he was brooding and unhappy.



CHAPTER TEN

ALAINE had bought a white dress for the dinner party,aashe came
from her room Cimon came from his, just a littleywedong the wide
thickly-carpeted corridor. His black eyes flickereder her before
coming to rest on her face. Contempt was there,thait trace of
sadness too - yes, it was unmistakeable now, irshladows thrown
off by the silver-gilt wall lamps. And the lonelisg was also present
How strange, she thought, wondering if, after lai, absences from
home were not spent as she surmised - with womeald fingers in
lots of financial pies, Estelle had remarked omrdew®y that Alaine was
to marry him. She was doing very well for hersglételle could not
help adding, although she deplored the idea ofiagerwhich, she
maintained, was far too restrictive, apart fromfeet of its very rarely
surviving these days now that women were not sslyttiependent on
their husbands.

Perhaps, mused Alaine as she and Cimon starecearmther, there
in the corridor, he was engaged on purely busimedters . . . and yet
she could not see him living the life of a celibadtadn't his man on
board thd_etoimplied that he was more than ordinarily amorous?

He spoke to her, cutting harshly into her musings.
'Dop't forget what | said about your being a widow.

"'l not forget,' she promised, and with a rusHexling which was a
mixture of tenderness and contrition she came ame to the verge
of blurting out the truth. She thought of the odwoas lately when,
having pondered over the circumstances of his cgnower to
England to ask her to marry him, she had beenft the baffling
conviction that there was much more to it than app@é on the
surface. But always she would be brought back eosthrk reality of
his statement that desire for her had been thespalewhich had led to
the proposal of marriage.



'You'd better not,' came Cimon's crisp response tla@ moment was
lost since she could not now bring herself to cesfle truth. 'Let me
down and you'll live to regret it; I've already wed you of that.'

Colour rose because of his antagonism. She saetlgjuand with a
dignity which for no apparent reason brought algtgknt to his eye,

‘Shall we go down? Jinx isn't asleep and she night us talking.'

His antagonism remained during the small lull whiohowed, but
then the mention of the child seemed to produdesage in him and
he unbent sufficiently to ask about her. Alainedtbim of the fall,
omitting to mention the cause, but Cimon wantekhimw exactly how
it happened and Alaine had no option than to teil IHe frowned and
shook his head, staring straight at his wife féoray moment before
informing her bluntly that she had no idea howriadpup a child. Her
colour increased at this criticism even while, papacally, she
experienced a sense of relief that he had notsdhow Jinx was.
Perhaps he would take an interest in the child, ssadthat she was
disciplined a little. This would be a great load éfaine's mind,
because she did want Jinx to grow up nicely, so pleaple would
always like her. They liked her now, of course, asitshe grew older
the same excuses would not be made for her conduct.

'I'm well aware that I'm not firm enough with hehJaine frankly
owned. 'Aunt Sue always said so - but Jinx neadaa—' She broke
off, not having meant to say anything like thatot to Cimon, that
was. She had said it to herself, and more oftem tiod she had agreec
with her aunt about this.

Cimon watched her fluctuating colour in broodingrigtessness for a
space and then, by-passing her involuntary remark,

'Her injuries? Was she hurt very much?'



'It's her head and nose - they were bleeding petfuFhen her arm's
burned, by friction. That seems pretty bad.' To swaprise his face
clouded as she described these injuries and agahdok his head, in
a censorious manner which brought her colour up evare.

‘She should be curbed." A small sigh issuing fraslips filled her
with astonishment and she searched his face, eodeag to read his
expression. It would seem that he had been takiigenof Jinx for
some time, and not entirely ignoring her, as Alavasl surmised.
'These injuries are very bad, you say?

'Her head and nose are all right - and she hasniplained much

about her arm, but | have an idea she ingoing tsalbefore very

long." As she continued to look up at him Alaineirfd her heart

lightening somewhat, fahis was the first time he had spoken civill
to her since that afternoon when, convinced tis&nse of satisfaction
would result from allowing her husband to belieeeiad been duped.
she had baldly lied to him, saying Jinx was hers.

‘What have you put on the burn?’

‘Something out of a tube | found in the medicinesthlit relieved it
right away.'

''ve something very excellent for burns. | wishuyb told me.

However, we shall see what happens. She must keokiepchool

tomorrow; we don't want other children bumping agaiher.' They
had moved from Alaine's bedroom door and were stgnat the top
of the wide curving stairway, Cimon tall and immkde in a suit of
light grey mohair, Alaine small and dainty beside land with a stir
of memory recalling the description her aunt haekgito the men of
Crete: '... eagle-like men, prouder, fiercer, tallraighter than all
other Greeks, walking with long strides, movingelikings through
lanes which other men intuitively clear for theinstantly another

switch of memory presented her with scenes onlilpe-ghe envious



glances she had received, the words of Donna asaslheHe's the sort
of man you can't take your eyes off, though, srpleet every single
girl aboard is jealous of the attention he is ggwou.' What a world of
ecstatic illusion had been hers for that briefriot#e, Alaine mused,
familiar pain throbbing in her heart. Cimon the geriover, the
attentive companion, the generous friend who bobghall she could
have desired, and more. This had been hers, antalié treasure the
memory even though, for his part, Cimon had beerc@med with
nothing more than gaining her confidence suffidiend lure her
aboard that yacht.

As the evening progressed Alaine often felt hebhnd's eyes on her
and on those occasions when she had allowed heeypsato lift, and
look into his, she invariably met a brooding expres, and once she
had surprised a movement of his lips, an emotiom@alement which
he seemed quite unable to control. What were bisghts as he starec
at her like this? Was hatred his overwhelming eomstiThe Cretans
hated with consummate strength. What about love®simdered. Did
they love with equal intensity?'

It was just after dinner, when the three couplesevgeated on the
patio having coffee, that Jinx suddenly appeareter frilled nightie,

her face puckered, her eyes swollen from weepihg.\#as holding

her arm and small sobs escaped her as she madeapdo where

Alaine was already rising from her chair with théention of going to

her.

All eyes were turned towards Jinx, and from ther fGueek guests
came sudden smiles for the child. Only Cimon's faas serious and
of course Alaine's.

‘What is it, darling?' inquired Alaine softly. ysur arm hurting?'

The child's face screwed up as she nodded.



'l tried to bear it, Mummy, but | couldn't. You atecross, are you,
because | came down when you had friends?' Invaiiyher glance
flickered round the silent company. It - it huatsful.’

Alayie murmured an apology to the guests and pickexl up in her
arms, but to her utter astonishment Cimon had @wress and before
Alaine realized his intention Jinx was taken froar land, excusing
himself, Cimon carried her into the house and ustdollowed
closely by Alaine, bewildered by her husband's peeted action but
happy also at this unquestionable interest shoviiarchild.

You'll find a white tube in the medicine chestmg bathroom,' he said
briskly to Alaine as she entered her bedroom behimd He had Jinx

sitting on the bed and he was already beginnimgrteve the bandage
Alaine had fixed several hours previously. 'Brihgnill you?'

On her return Alaine stood for a second or twohgydoor. Cimon was
examining the burn, while Jinx, her big eyes operywide indeed,
stared at him with a sort of childish fascinatiang even while Alaine
watched, the small freckled face came closer tooGlsand it would
almost seem that he was to find a damp cheek mrdeshis. But,

glancing up, Jinx saw her mother and she gave hene&ring smile

and said,

‘The bandage was stuck, Mummy, but Mr. - Mr. inx3 gaze
returned to the man who was now holding out a Handhe tube
which Alaine had fetched for him. ‘My ... my daddgk it off without
hurting me.'

Alaine could not speak, for the little scene waswwing that she was
deeply affected by the poignancy of it. Her eyes$ @ienon's as she
handed him the tube; she noted the strange loaate her and the
pulsation of a nerve in his throat.



"The dressings are downstairs,' he told Alainejmgpyhat Kyria
would tell her where to find them. His tones weidisamissal and she
frowned in puzzlement. She did not mind at all godown for the
dressing, just the contrary, but how very odd tBamon should not
have told her to ring for Kyria so that he could/@agiven her the
instructions to bring up the required dressing.

This time Alaine was gone longer and when next ahiered her
bedroom Jinx was actually sitting on Cimon's knd@levhe himself

sat on the bed. Jinx's uninjured arm was woundddisineck and her
small head rested against his chest.

‘She's a fast worker, your daughter.' Unemotiaoa$, so why should
they cause this tingling sensation which was sulgdaffiecting her
nerve-ends?

'She - she always seemed to think it was the tlmingo sit on a man's
knee," murmured Alaine awkwardly, with a forcedlditlaugh. 'It's
been her ambition for a long whiles'

‘And now she's achieved it." Without affording heglance he took the
dressing from Alaine's fingers and with a deft aggtion it was fixed.
‘There, young miss, is that more comfortable?' [geme held her
away so that he could look at her. The big eye®wéwing; a loud
kiss found its mark on Cimon'’s lips.

'Yes, thank you very much.' She threw a glancdaitjgand said, 'I'm
going on my daddy's boat tomorrow for a long g&ié you coming as
well? | don't want to go without my mummy," shedtdCimon,
returning her attention to him. 'You didn't saglife could come with
us?'

'‘We'll talk about it in the morning. For now you't®@ go to sleep,
understand?'



Happily Jinx nodded; already she was blinking itesito keep awake.
Cimon turned to Alaine, telling her to go downstd their guests.

'We shouldn't both have deserted them,' he added, Adaine

immediately left the room after saying goodnighditax. But Jinx did
not answer her, for she was talking to Cimon, astinctively Alaine

remained just outside the door, which she had gubeafter her but
had not closed.

'Yes, I'll go to sleep. I've got to be good nowydrdt 1? - and not say
bash and better'n? You have to be good for dadieause they're
men. Darryl's good for his new daddy, like | justdt you, when

Mummy was downstairs. | told Mummy as well thath&el good for a
daddy, if she got one for me, and | will be goodt you wait and see!'

"You better had be good,' with mock severity thed Far less effect on
Jinx than on Alaine. Jinx merely gave a sleepy kleyavhile Alaine
gave a little astonished gasp, for it was impossitd miss the
gentleness underlying those stern tones. What lead bappening
during her short absences from the room? A mirapfeared to have
been worked in a matter of minutes. '‘Come, youdy, lanto bed!" A
small silence; Alaine surmised that Jinx was bgiaginto bed. In a
short while Cimon said goodnight to the child anthide turned
towards the stairs.

'‘Goodnight, Daddy - Ooh, is nice to have a daddyAgapi, mou,
s'agapo!'added Jinx, and Alaine stopped dead in her traeksry
nerve quivering.Agapi mou, s'agapo... The words Cimon had
whispered to her as he put the wedding ring onfihger. What did
those words mean? A trembling hand went to Alaioké&ek, for she
now knew they had nothing to do with Cimon's def&ireher, as she
had so readily assumed at the time they were ditere

'‘Where did you hear that?' Cimon was demanding, Jamxl gave
another sleepy chuckle.



‘Stavros Demetri said it to me. We're getting nealriwhen we've
growed—' The child broke off; Alaine could almostghe attractive
tilt of her husband's head, denoted admonishmemntan,' corrected
Jinx in a voice that confirmed Alaine's suspicioabout the
admonishment, ‘when we're grown up." A small sieaicd then, 'My
darling, I love you,' rather shyly, yet Alaine wasge Jinx's eyes would
be brimming with mischief. My darling, I love you.. Alaine closed
her eyes tightly, unable to bear her own thougBts.much was
explained now - the loneliness and sadness sheséad in her
husband's eyes, her own perplexity whenever shé dwehe fact of
his coming over to England and offering marriageetyefor desire;
What a fool she had been! Cimon loved her, andralhad done was
to hurt him and allow him to believe that he hadilga his life by
marrying her. He would never forgive her, she todgdself miserably.
He couldn't.

How she got through the rest of the evening sheldvoever know,
and yet when at last the guests had left" she aootldoice what was
in her mind and she bade Cimon a rather stiff gagdrand turned to
leave him, standing there, with his back to thenowendow through
which drifted the nocturnal whirring of cicadasg flamiliar sound that
was all that broke the deep silence of the night.

'You can stay where you are.' Cimon's voice, hadl@mmanding,
halted Alaine and she turned back into the roomeart giving an
uncomfortable jerk. "You and | have a lot to sagach other.'

She blinked, a puzzled frown settling on her brow.
‘Have w-we?'
He wasted no time.

‘What do you mean by telling me that Jinx was y@urs



She started nervously, and coughed to clear heatthr

'You know?' She was only half surprised, recallimg odd looks he
had given her earlier this evening when they wesairs with Jinx.
Something had come out in her absence from the reomething he
wanted to pursue, hence his sending her downgtaitbe dressings
instead of having her ring for the maid to do it.

Cimon's eyes glinted at her question.

‘Do you realize what you escaped?’ For a fleetinghent she saw the
savage Cretan, the ruthless pose, the black noetgiis narrowed in a
menacing kind of way. 'l'd have strangled you hadoeen alone.' He
paused, inviting a comment by his silence, but mdacould find
nothing to say. 'l asked you what you meant byiniglime that
outrageous untruth ?'

She moistened her lips.
'It - it was revenge,' she began, when he inteediper.
'For what?'

'It was because you humiliated me and frightenedAnd | always
said that if ever | could make any other man paywioat Jinx's father
did to me then | would.' Not at all logical; Alaitad no need to note
his expression in order to have this revealed to he

'So | was to pay for that as well, eh?' He shoskhaad as if totally
baffled by her behaviour. 'Tell me about Jinx'shéaf' he invited
unexpectedly. 'How did you come to have the child?'

His voice had taken on a softer tone and, encodragehis, Alaine
left his question in abeyance for the moment, askiow he had
discovered that Jinx was not hers. He had beeningtlinx for some



time, he told her, and gradually he began to feezled by the
complete lack of resemblance.

‘You were noticing her?' Alaine cut in with somesise. 'l felt you
were ignoring her.'

He smiled faintly.

'‘One cannot ignore a child like Jinx, Alaine. | show attractive she
was, and she'll be even more attractive when dlkert her in hand.'

‘You're going to?' Gratefully she looked at hinkibw I've not been
as strict as | should, but Aunt Sue always saidhgsgled a man.'

'She seems to believe that she must be good foam' r€imon

laughed. 'She's a rogue, but a delightful childalbthat.' He went on
to explain that, only yesterday, he had seen Jiitkny her name. She
was talking to herself and saying that she must fooget the

Marsland. 'Well, that proved nothing, but it didciease my
suspicions. Then, this evening while you were inrogm finding the

ointment, | noticed a picture book lying on theléaby the bed. On
opening it while waiting for you | noticed that tMarsland had been
added in a different ink. | questioned Jinx, budigfinished doing so
when you returned with the tube of ointment.'

'So you sent me downstairs for the dressing.’

‘Correct. Jinx was chatting away - by this time &hew we were

going to be friends - and it was not difficult tetgvhat | wanted out of
her. She told me that recently- very recently," ddded rather
grittingly, his eyes never leaving Alaine's fag@u had told her she
must add Marsland to her name.' He was lookinghlstext her and

Alaine averted her head, rather hastily beginnmgxplain how she
came to take Jinx in the first place. When sheagdrup at the end of
her - narrative she half expected to see a tracsoofempt at her



naivety in allowing herself to be deceived, buhty amazement she
encountered a totally different expression, andttimes that Cimon
used were gentle and compassionate.

‘Seventeen. ... Hardly more than a child your&atf.you not think of
handing Jinx over to the authorities, once herefiattad gone off and
left her?'

Alaine shook her head firmly.

'l couldn't. | loved her too much. And although Yoprobably
consider me immodest, | must say that had Jinx lzekpted by
someone she wouldn't have been as happy as sha'svlik me - and
Aunt Sue, of course.' Alaine went on to tell Cimafnher very real
problem when none of the neighbours would have Jinvas by way
of an excuse for her conduct in demanding monawy f@mon, but if
he guessed this he allowed it to pass as he reohdrigby.

‘Naturally Jinx has been happy with you. She's ladkenwved all her
own way.'

'‘Not all,' protested Alaine. 'She isn't too badally.'

Cimon smiled in some amusement and Alaine caughbteath, He
was almost as charming as he was on the ship saloub not quite,
because there was still a look of censure in hes &g he said,

‘Just how long did you think you could continueaeing me?'

‘About Jinx? Not for ever,' she freely admittedd avas dismayed to
note a tightening of her husband's mouth.

'l ought to box your ears for all this damned dditgi You also lied
when you denied falling in love with me on the shiknew very well
you'd fallen in love with me, so when you denietlwas amazed....'
He stopped and a couple of strides brought himtimamiddle of the



room. '‘Come here,' he commanded, but in tones rsitegbat sudden
tears filmed her eyes. She went to him and botthherds were taken
in his. 'Why do you think | went over to Englan#® shook his head
and called her the world's greatest idiot. 'l dv&ed | loved you

almost as soon as you left Crete, but | felt 't @eer it. | can't say
marriage was attractive to me,' he admitted withieful smile. 'But

very soon, Alaine, | knew that | must have you sYeknow what

you're going to say. Well, desire it was - but that sort of desire you
had in mind.’

‘No, | realize that now.' She went on to tell hitmatvshe had overhearc
and after a shy hesitation she whisperédapi mou, s'agapoand
instantly she was caught to him and his lips folnek.

‘My darling ... | love you,' he murmured aftertddi while, and Alaine
said, leaning away from him,

'‘Why didn't you say it in English, Cimon? In fadtyou came over
because you loved me and wanted to marry me, wdytdiou tell me
at once that you cared?"

One black brow lifted.

'‘Before | had time to do so you came out with yauminal demands -
if you remember?' She blushed and looked down stcbat. 'l

eventually sorted it all out to my satisfactionfteadeducing that the
whole idea was Estelle's, and in fact you actusdipitted that you and
she had discussed the matter. | was all set tgdelll loved you, but
then you denied loving me. | felt you were lyingldmew it would be
all right once | brought you home to Crete.' Helsthtenderly at her.
'I'd soon have known that you loved me, wouldmildine?'

Her colour deepened, but she agreed that he wawid Bave been
very sure that she loved him.



'l've been wanting to confess the truth for a whdbe admitted, but
added that so long as she believed his sole interd®r was desire
she could not make her confession. '‘Because, youdee added, 'l
could never be that sort of wife.’'

He ignored this because it was unimportant, shkzeeh since she
never would have been that sort of wife.

There was still a little explaining to do on botldes, but for the
present they wanted only to be close, and for g l@hile they stood
there in the quietness of the room, their arms abaah other. But
eventually Cimon held her away from him and saidhwsome
amusement,

'‘Why haven't you found a room for our daughter kefoow?' and,
without waiting for an answer, "Do you think sheghi be more
comfortable in my bed? It's smaller, you see. Altjilo she might
waken if | move her,' he added on a little anxioate.

‘She won't. Jinx never wakens once she's asleapcaio do anything
with her - like carrying her - like..." Alaine all@d her voice to trail
away into silence, she buried her face in Cimonat,cbecause he
guite openly laughing at her.



