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DEAR READER:

If you were Jennifer Avery would you have fallen in love with Kent Stafford . . .
particularly 1f you were engaged to be married to his half-brother? That's exactly what
happened to Jennifer less than twenty- four hours after she had prom&sed Link Stafford
she would marry him in June.

And that very afternoon, at a luncheon party, she had hstened to her friends discuss
the notorious Kent Stafford in terms that were far from complimentary. He had signed
his adopted father’s name to a check for five thousand dollars . . . He'd had to leave
town .. There had been girl trouble . .. A hit-and-run accident . . . And now that
old Mr. Stafford was dying he had come back secking forgiveness—and a cut in on the

‘will . ..

Jennife- had left the party, her ears ringing and her curiosity aroused. She was a

newcomer to the fashionable suburban town, and had never met. Kent .
Not unti]l that evening, when Link brought him to her house. And she wondered

how within the brief span of one day she could have given her hand to one brother and .

her heart to another. Tall and wide-shouldered he was, with a face that was tco ruggedly
planed, and a mouth too firm and hard-lipped. But it was his eyes that held her spell-
bound . . . his cool gray eyes that had a mocking gleam and seemed to look straight
into her soul.

“Isn’t she just what you would have ordered for me?” Link asked.
“It looks like it.” The gray eyes never wavered. “But I'm not sure you're what 1
would have ordered for her.” - ;

And so we give you the opening of Helen Ahern’s novelette, MARRY ME TONIGHT.

It has glamor and intrigue and tender love scenes. A deeply moving story by one of
your favorite Romance writers.

The February issue also includes cLoups oF sTarbust, Vicki Hille's fascinating novel-
ette, as well as stories by Ruth Scarlett, Grace Mack, Alice Warner and Millie Breece
. . . for your winter reading pleasure. February NEW LOVE out December 31st. Until
then, -

Sincerely yours,
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Lana’s halo was slightly at an angle
on the night she wore the daring’
black dress—and met the man
who wanted to put her back in
heaven.

-

CHAPTER ONE -

Angel’s Last Fling

1
r

ANA WAS EIGHTEEN, blond,

and beautiful. Angelic. With a

halo, she thought, staring hard at
her reflection in the dark-blue mirror back
of the bar. | |

The halo tonight was slightly aslant
for several reasons. The biggest reason
was that she was wearing a brand new
black gown—with sequins—which she
was very sure her fiancé would not like.
It was slightly wicked looking. It did
not in the least resemble the pastel chiffon
thing he had thought she was going to
wear, _

He was late. Half an hour late, to pin
it right down to the very second. Per-
haps he was piqued because she had left
a message that he was to meet her at the
bar of the Studio Club instead of picking

™
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8 _ NEW LOVE MAGAZINE

her up at her grandmother’s as had been
arranged.

She might as well be killed for a sheep
as a lamb. A black sheep—unth sequins,
she thought, as she drew a hankie out of
her evening bag in search of a cigarette.
Her fiancé did not approve of cigarettes.
He thought it spoiled the angelic look.

She found one. She took out a compact
and a hpstick, searching for the elusive
match folder in the bottom of the bag.

Like magic, a lighter appeared before
her and a strong, bronzed, interesting-
looking hand snapped the flame.

A wicked thrill went right down Lana’s
spine. This, she thought, was a pickup.
At a bar. Her fiance, whose name was
Ramon Miguel Vincente Carlos Alvarado
y Cardoza, would die. Why did she have
to be so madly in love with a stuffed shirt?

She looked at the hand and the little
flame for a long moment. She was not a
strong character. If the man turned out

to be interesting, she was as likely as

not to babble her head off till Ramodn
showed up.

She closed her eyes to shut out the
temptation. She thought about Ramon
who was tall and suave, when he wasn’t
being romantic and emotional. Ramodn
was a Nicaraguan. A facinating, thriiling,
man whom she had known for vears, and
whom she loved so much 1t was almost
unendurable sometimes.

But he had the Latin viewpoint about
women. Among the many things Ramon
thought women simply did not do, one was
going into a cocktail lounge alone; and
another was picking up strange men.

She opened her eyes again, slowly.
With her mind made up. But it wouldn’t
hurt just to accept a light, would 1it? The
Studio Club was supposed to be an ex-
clusive place. The ultra in dates was to
go to the Studio Club. There was no
sense in being snobbishly rude.

“Thanks,” Lana said in a very soft,
remote little voice. Then, without looking

at the man, she dropped her lipstick, her
compact, and her handkerchief, one by
one, back into her bag and snapped’ it

shut. - - |
She reached for the cocktail the bar-

tender had set before her a moment ago.

“You know,” a deep, pleasant voice
said, “‘there’s a law around here. It’s
stuffy, of course. But enforceable. No
liguor to minors.”

And the interesting-looking hand lifted
her cocktail just as her fingers were ready
to close over it.

Lana sat there. Something hot and

.dangerous was welling up within her.

She recognized 1t as being a Latin sort
of excitahility that she had caught through
living the last ten years in Nicaragua.
Her mother had married José Martinez
the facinating vice-consul im San Fran-
cisco, and Jose's temperment was infec-
tious. |

She quelled it ruthlessly to lift cool,
amber eyes. -

Thé stranger had red hair. No, not
red; browm. Shot through with a trace
of copper, so that you wanted to keep
looking at it to decide which it was.
Brown, she decided definitely. And then
his head moved a fraction of an inch, and
it was plainly red.

“And brilliant blue eyes that were not

quite laughing at her.

ANA STIFLED A SIGH, her mo-

mentary sense of sophistication shat-
tered completely., She said, “What did
I do wrong?”
“Nothing at aH.”

“I mean, I bought the most svelte .

gown they had in the shop, and I did
my hair differently, and everything. What
tipped you off?”’ ; )

He looked at her hair, which was the
palest gold, and smooth as silkk. He looked
at her evening gown, that was slender and
suave with its sequined bodice and utterly
sinple lines. And then he looked at

Runat &
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I.ana’s motuth, WhICh was softly curved
and very vulnerable.

He said, “You are beautiful.”

“Thank you,” Lana said, staring back
curiously into the br1ght blue ‘eyes.

“But young.”

She sighed. “And there s a law.”

“Yes.”

“Do you enforce 1t 7"

“Strictly speaking, no.
alone ¢’

She grinned a little, It was pure gamin,
a relic of pigtail days on horseback. “Not
at the moment.”

“Waiting for someone?”

“1 am waiting,” she said nicely, “for
Ramédn Miguel Vincente Carlos Alvarado
y Cardoza, who is supposed to have picked
me up here half an hour ago.”

He looked dazed. “Vice-president of
Chile?”

‘“He’s a Nicaraguan. He owns bananas,
quantities of them. But he prefers

Are you

"horses.” Then as his blank look ton-

tinued, she relented. “I call him Ramén.”

He said nothing, but continued to look
at her.

[ana suggested, “Now may I have my
illegal cocktail ?”’

He handed it to her. Their fingers
brushed, and he looked down. He did
not need tweﬁty-t;venty vision to see the
dazzling brilliance of the three-carat dia-
mond she wore.

“Ramon?” he asked.

She nodded. “He’ll be here at any
moment.”’
- His eyes were fiercely blue. “Just
the same, no more hquor for you, junior
Jezebel.”

Ten years of José welled up within her.
“Who says so?”

He turned. *Jerry.”

“Yes, sir,” said the bartender, coming
instantly., |

He said something very rapidly, and -

not in English. Lana’s tawny eyes turned
to yellow flame, but she said nothing.

With a furious restraint, she snubbed out
her cigarette and sipped the cocktail.

“Shane . . .” Another man was there.
A waiter. “Crocker’s here again. Wrth
‘that blonde.”

“Throw him out,” said the man who
was not red-headed.

“What about the blonde?”

“Her, too. But smoothly.”

“Check.”

LLana said with soft anger, “So that's
it. You're Mr. Studio Club.”

“Shane Trevor to you, half pint. Mr.
Trevor. You'd better call your boy friend.

If he’s half an hour late, he may uot

show."
“He always shows.” Her pride was
rankling. “And the next time, remember

that I've lived south of the Border for

ten years before you start slinging Spanish
at a bartender.”

He slipped off the stool, six feet high

¥

_and wide-shouldered and red-headed.

Definitely. His smile was gentle,

“Have you, baby? Then don’t try to
order another drink. And go phone the
boy friend.”

He walked off and left her sitting there

ANA FINISHED her cocktail. Slow-
ly and seethingly. She had been
brought up wrong. She realized it now.
Leaving the States when she was eight,
to live in a land of hot-tempered, trans-
parent,, cards-on-the-table men, had not
trained her to cope with one smiling, red-
headed American.

Resigned, she went to phone Ramén,
who had promised to pick her up at her
grandmothef’s before she had decided to
wart for him here. But he was not at
the hotel. And a call to her grandmother’s
house revealed .that both of her grand-
parents had gone to an impromptu party
at a neighbor’s.

“Oh, yes, Miss Lana,” Dinah said in
her rich Alabama voice, “Mr. Alvarado
called. He said to tell you he would be

e e it il . o ot W e
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10 NEW LOVE MAGAZINE

late. He’s gone to see a horse.”
“Did you tell him where I am?”
“No, Miss Lana, he hung up too quick.
But when he comes I will.”
So she ealled the hotel again. Her
mother answered. |
“Oh, Lana, darling, why do you do
things kke this? If you’d stayed at
Father’s as you were supposed to—"
“Don’t scold, Cita, it’s perfectly all
right. He'll be here soon . . .”
“Darling, I simply won't have you
hanging around some low dive! I'll send
José for you—" -
“The Studio Club is not a lew dive.
It’s terrifically elegant, truly it is! All
the best people come here . . .7

But her arguments were useless. Cita

—she had come by the knickname because
José, fascinated at finding himself married
to a beautiful woman with an eight-year-
old daughter, had started calling her
mamancita—had turned the phone over
to her husband.

José was expressive. He was voluble.

He was concerned. No child of his, he"

said, was going to hang around a night
club alone. If Ramon was nat there in
fifteen minutes, he was coming after her.

“All right,” Lana capitulated. *‘Look,
José, let’s put it this way. If Ramon
doesn’t come in fifteen minutes, I'll phone
you. But .if he does, I shan’t bother, be-

cause we’ll be busy and he hates to wait. -

Is that all right?” |
That was, said a mollified José, all
right. - |

She sat at the bar and had another cig- '

arette, mentally daring Shane Trevor to
throw her out. Jerry, the bartender, of-
fered her ginger ale, disguised in a cocktail
glass, but she spurned it.

“How long do you stay open?”

“Two o’clock, miss.”

“Where does Shane Trevor work?”

He nodded toward the foyer. ‘““He has
an office upstairs.”

“Really? Well—after all I suppose the

Studio Club 1s a business in a way.”

“In a big way,” Jerry grinned.
“Honest, I'd bargain to die ten years
soaner, for a good-sized piece of . the
Studio Chub.” -

A slender, dark-haired man walked
through the door. Alone. Lana turned
eagerly, but it was not Ramén. She felt
neglected and worried, and all the fun
had gone out of the evening.

She might as well call José to come
and get her. Disconsolately she went out
to the discreetly concealed telephone booth
in the foyer. But the booth was occupied,
and another man was waiting to use it.

Well, she thought, there was always
the office. If Shane Trevor is so anxious
to have me taken care of, he’ll let me use
his telephone. o

She did-not ask anyone where the
ofice might be. Jerry had said it was
upstairs, hadn’t he? So she went up,
without giving any of his employees a
chance to let him know she was coming.

And that was how she happeaed in on

something that could really be called a -
scene. | '

She walked into an office that was beau- -
titully furnished in a restrained sort of
way, but empty. The carpet, pale gray
and very thick, muffled her footsteps.

HE DOOR TO ANOTHER office

stood open. And beyond it, framed
in the doorway like a picture, stood Shane
Trevor.

With a woman in his arms.

She was dark as might. She was crying.
She was chinging to him. And she was
so lovely in a mature, husky-voiced way
that Lana realized why he had so easily
spotted her as being under voting age.

But as she stood there, watching wide-

- eyed with no intention whatever of eaves-

dropping, she realized that the woman was
not, after all, quite in his arms. She was
standing very close and she was clinging
to his lapels and crying.
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But she was not in his arms.

““Shane, I can’t go on like this,” she
was saying huskily, miserably. - “I just
can’t!”’

“You had no business coming here.”
It was low and furious. ‘

“I was wrong, darling—so terribly
wrong ! He's horrible—and I love you so
much—" .

“Oh, sure,” he said, bitterly. “I know
how you love me. You wanted respec-
tability, didn’t you? Well, you've got it,
Estelle. You've got it . . .”

Now she was in his arms.
was kissing her.

Lana knew she should not be watching.
It was something terrible and personal—
like staring at death or birth of grief or
passion. You did not stand there watch-
ing a thing like that. And yet when she
wanted to nove, not a muscle would stir.

A door behind her closed, very softly.
She turned. A. man stood there, a little
man with glittering eyes and rage on his
tace. He did not see her at all but was
staring at the picture framed by the door-
way.

The little man walked past her, shoving
her aside as he would a piece of furniture,
without realizing she was not just a piece
of furniture in his way.

" “Tstelle,” he said, in the tightest,
hardest voice she ever heard.

Shane lifted his head. There was a
bright smudge of lipstick across his mouth.
There was the stillest sort of moment, and
then things happened quite suddenly.

He gave Estelle a shove that sent her
stumbling out of Lana’s vision. The little
man leaped at him with a blow of pure
rage. And people were there, appearing
abruptly out of nowhere to grasp the little
man firmly, holding -him there as he
raged and swore.

Shane said scornfully, “Get this pip-
squeak out of here before he gets hurt.

And he

And find Al. If he’d been on-the job,

none of these people would have got in.

'!J‘

Now clear out, the whole lot of you

Lana shrank against the wall, wide-
eyed lest they throw her out, too. But
they did not come out that way. She
heard a door close, at}d then there was
a moment of silence. It lengthened. She
heard a little metallic click and wondered
what it was. Then another click. A ciga-
rette lighter, going on and then off.

I.ana drew a slow breath and stood mn
the doorway. L

He was leaning against one corner of
the desk, staring moodily at the floor,
smoking. At the soft whisper of her skirt,
he lifted his eyes slowly. They wandered
over her as if she were some strange
female from Zululand.

“Where the hell,” he asked rudely,
“did you come from?”

She' swallowed. “I was here before.”

He stared at her. His eyes were fiercely
blue. His hair was fire red, until he
moved, then 1t instantly was brown again.
She snapped open her evening bag, hating
herselt. -Hating him, too. Taking her
handkerchief, she walked over to him and
wiped off Estelle’s lipstick. All of it.

He stood quite still, watting.

She said, “You might at least have hit
him back.” |

“Why ?”

“All right. Be smugly superior. Just
because you're bigger than he is.”

“He had a right to hit me. “That was
his wife.”

HE STOOD THERE. It was not

until he reached down to pick up her
handkerchief that she realized it had
slipped from her numb fingers.

He looked at it curiously. Black, it
was, to match her gown. A three-inch
square of silk set in a ten-inch square of
sheer lace. The scent of 1t drifted between
them.

She said huskily, “Now I've heard
everything.”

“Sure.” It was bitter. “Why don’t

R L e ] e —_— - -
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12 NEW LOVE MAGCAZINE

you go home where you belong? I don't
like the idea of children hanging around
my club.”

“Don’t worry. I will.”

He picked up the telephone and dialed.
“Carl? Did Bennett and his wife go out
vet? Iine. If they ever get past your
door again, it's your job. Just bear that
in mind!”

A man came in. A very large man with
a lot of muscles. His name, it seemed,
was Al And from the decisive words
that Shane ripped at him, Lana learned
that he was supposed to stay in the outer
ofhice, keeping people like Estelle and
Bennett away from Shane. Or else what
the devil did he think he was being paid
for? .

“What about this dame * Al asked,
casting a jaundiced eye at lana:

“She’s okay. Get out. And close the
door.”

Lana said numbly, “Maybe it seems
trivial, now. But all I came up here for
was to use your phone. The booth down-
statrs was sbusy. I wanted to tell José to
come and get me.’

“José? I thought it was Ramon Carlos,
et cetera.’

“José,” she. said, ”happens to be my
step-father.” And she added nastily,
“He’s outraged at my hanging around a
dive alone.”

“No cracks. What'’s the boy friend’s
natme again? The one ‘he really uses.”

" “Ramon Alvardo.”

“Has he a reservation?” At her nod,
he picked up the phone to dial again.

“Harry. When Ramon Alvarado comes
in, call me.’

Lana asked, “What do I do?”

“You sit down, wait for the boy friend,
and keep your mouth shut.”

“Here?"” |

“Here.”” He tossed a magazine at her.
“Between articles you can ponder what
makes women so preverse that they all
ought to be shot at sunrise.”

Iof here.

'CHAPTER TWO -

Never Trust a Redhead

7ITHOUT WAITING to see what

she did about it, he seated himself

behind the desk and drew a sheaf of papers
toward him.

Lana stared down at the magazine. It
was a very good one, thick, glossy, heavy.
She looked from it to Shane Trevor, who
had forgotten she was alive. Then her
gaze wandered slowly about the room.

It was large. The panelled walls were
soft green, the carpeting was deeper
green. There was a fireplace at one side
of the room with a huge sofa before it.
But it was Shane’s desk, large and gleam-
ing that dominated the room.

She sat on the sofa and looked at the
magazine. Joseé by now would have as-
sumed that she was with Ramoén. That
was going to take some explaining to-
mortow, when Ramoén and José ex-
changed viewpoints. She ought to make
that telephone call right now, and get out
She looked at Shane, her hps
parting to tell him so.

He had run his fingers half way through
his hair, his forehead 1n -hts palm, his
elbow on the desk, and he was staring
blindly at the papers without having any
idea what they were. Under his tan there
was a queer, white, sick look.

'Lana sat very still and said nothing.

I love Ramon, too, she thought, fright-
ened. That's exactly the way I'd feel 1f
anything happened between Ramon and

me. 'Darling, smpetuous, mtolerant Rao-

mon, with his fantastic tdeals . . .

She could not remember when she had
first started loving him. Because ever
since José had stopped being vice-consul
in San Francisco and had taken them to
live in Nicaragua, there had been Ramon,
the son of a close friend of José’s. Ramon,
being insufferable toward the little Yanqus
girl who did not realize how properly
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brought up girls should behave. Ramon,
scolding her and then apologizing pro-
fusely when she wept. Ramon, a big
brother, an impossible censor, wildly out-
raged when she went back to San Fran-
cisco to attend a private girls’ school.

A slim dark man who, when she came
home from school, had fallen quite
abruptly in love with her one moonlight
night at a party . . . |

They had come on this trip to the

States so that her grandparents, Cita’s:

imother and father, could meet him before
Lana married him. It had been worth it,
for they approved whole-heartedly of the
match. In a few days now, she and
Ramoén and José and Cita would be going
back home, where Lana would marry
Ramoén and try terribly hard to be ex-
actly the sort of girl he wanted.

She should not, she thought penitently,

have bought this gown. He would not

like it, and what Ramodn wanted was
really the most important thing in the
world, even if she did have moments qf
rebellion. And if he didn’t want her to
smoke, she wouldn’t. And she would be-

have decorously and try to remember how
a wife in Nicaragua was supposed to act,

even though it was hard because she was

an American girl.

It was a beautiful dream, one she had
for quite a while. There always seemed
to be quite a gap between the dream-Lana
and the real-L.ana. The angel who was
exactly what Ramon wanted, and the way-
ward imp with her unruly independence.

1--'“

AMON’S HAND was on her shoul-
der. His voice was soft. “Hey,
Jezebel . . .” | |
She turned her cheek drowsily toward
the hand before she realized that # had
not been Ramén’s voice after all, nor had
the words been anything he would ever say
to her. |
Her wide, fringed amber eyes opened
sleepily, to behold an utter stranger . . .

And then she remembered. The Studio
Club. The redhead who was not quite
a redhead. Shane Trevor.,

She sat up, confused, wondering how

she had happened to fall asleep.

“Time to go home,” Shane said.
“Where do you live?”

“Hotel Williston.”
“Oh?” It slid up a couple notches.

- The Williston was the best hotel in town.

She said, “My name is Lana Gordon
Martinez. Gordon was my father’s name,
Martinez my adopted name. So would
you please stop calling me Jezebel?”

He grinned a little. “Okay, Lana.”

“Miss Martinez, to you, Mr. Trevor,
if you don’t mind !”’ . .

He rose, then bowed. “Sefiorita Mat-
tinez. I'll take you home:”

The night club seemed very large and
silent as they went down stairs. De-
serted, save for a few lingering employees.

“Lock up, Al. I'm taking Nicaragua
home.” )

“Okay, Shane , . .”

His car was big, but not too big. Good,
without being ostentatious. Lana bounced

on the cushions tentatively, forgetting to .

be sophisticated.
- “Nice,” she said. | .
He eyed her. “You seem frisky enough,

‘for such a sleepyhead. How about a

swim P>’

She blinked. “A swim?”

““Sure. A nice, warm pool, underwater
hghts, a pot of hot coffee. I live in the
country, you know.”

“How far,” she asked cautiously, “in
the country?”

“Just a few miles.”

She shouldn’t. If she had thought about
Ramon even once, she wouldn’t have.
But at the moment a swim sounded
heavenly, and there was something ad-
venturous about the idea of a swim at
three in the morning with a dubious
character like Shane Trevor. Inm, she
thought deliciously, a pool with under-
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water lights. It sounded almost as wicked
as a black gown with sequins.
So she went, |

HE POOL WAS ENORMOUS. It

2 shimmered greenly with its mysterious
highting, and all a’i'om}d' it was a tiled
terrace, with a long, deep loggia along one
side. Lana, wearing a borrowed yellow
two-piece suit from the random selection
in the bathhouse, thought it was all quite
enchanting.

She sat at one end of the pool, dabbling
her toes, loving the cool night air on her
skin. | |

‘““Come on in,” Shane said, hauling him-
self up, dripping wet, to sit near her.

“I shall. I'm just savoring it, first.”

- He watched her. “Even in a bathing
cap,” he said slowly, “you are quite
fetching.”

IIAm I ?!l

“But there seems to be a shghtly
devilish tilt to your left eyebrow. Did

you ever notice it?”’
&t NO_ - 4

He reached one .long arm over to a

glass and iron table. “Cigarette ?”
“I mustn’t.” .

“Why ?”

“Ramon.”

“Oh . . .” There was a small silence.
She thought, startled, W hatever am I do-
ing in a place like this with a man lLike
this? DI’'d better get out of here.

““Race you to the other end,” Shane
.gaid abruptly and shoved her into the
water. He won, easily. It was a very
long pool and Lana had not swum that
far for quite a while. She was glad, when
. she arrived, for his proffered hand that
. drew her out."

She sat on the tiles, breathless. “That
was a dirty trick.”

“T'm full of them. Never trust a red-
head.” |

‘““Are you a redhead?”

“Haven'’t you decided yet?"”

The luminous green pool cast an eerie

- light over his features. She could see his

smile. In the half light his hair seemed
very black, dripping water, and the hard-
ness of his body was glistening.

 She sat there staring at him. And after
a while her heart began to thud senseless-
ly, and the cool, fresh mght air became
stifling. But she could not move. She did
not want to move, even though she knew
what was going to happen. |

She saw his smile fade away. There
was a waiting, electric tenseness between
them. She wondered wildly just what had
started it. Nothing they had said, surely.
Nothing they had done . .

She was in his arms, knowing that she
herself had made the first move, and yet
realizing that in the same split instant
Shane’s hands had reached out to draw
her there. It was a crazy, ruthless, un-
thinking thing, bigger than they were,
twisting them heedlessly to its will.

““Shane . . .”” she whispered. “Shane!”’

In the gloom his mouth was a straight
dark line. And his eyes . Shane’s
bright blue eyes were not blue at all now,
but narrowed, darkling gleams in  the
fantastic light from the pool. They stared
down into hers as if he were hypnotized.

“Shane . . .” It was a lost breath of
sound, as her shaken fingers reached up
to touch his cheeks. “Don’t look at me
like that . , .” |

AND THEN she was drawing his face
nearer, and he was kissing her.
Strongly. With a sheer blind passion that
shook her very soul and sent her heart
spinning from one side to the other.
She had asked for it. And she was
glad. o

Because no one had ever kissed her
like this before, nor ever would. It was
not a casual kiss nor even a nice one, but
it was terribly, urgently real. With a
stark simplicity that threw out all' the

~ polite little rules and conventions. -
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He let her go and got to his feet. Lana
closed her eyes, not seeing the pool or him
or anything, though she knew he was
standing there, staring down at her.

And then he walked away . . .

She- slipped numbly into the water and
swam off. Somewhere, anywhere. Swim-
ming furiously to break the shameless
languor that had held her spellbound.
Wanting to get a million nules away
where she could hate herself thoroughly
without feeling this mad desire to be in
his arms again.

~ At the other end of the pool she climbed -

the ladder and pulled on a terry robe
that lay there, drawing the belt tightly,
angrily. | |

She walked over to the low glass table
and casually picked up the package of ciga-
rettes.

Shane was there taking them from her.

“Ramon,” he said, through his teeth.

“Let me alone, Shane.” Her voice was
treacherously thick.

“You're in love with him. You're
engaged to him. This i1s rotten, Lana.”

“Don’t I know 1t?” she said bitterly..

“I shouldn’t have brought you here. I
didn’t think. Estelle—"
~"He didn’t have to say it. She remem-
bered that lost, sick look, and the way
he had said, He had a right to kit me.

Shane said something soft and furious
under his breath. “Lana, I don’t know
how this happened.”

“I do,” she whispered. “It was my
fault. A silly adolescent girl toying with
glamor. Playing with danger. Only . .
I didn’t know how really dangerous you
could be . . .7

“Do you think you’re not?”’ he asked
in low rage. “With that angelic look of
yours, only half hiding the dynamite?
You're trouble, Lana—bad trouble. I'm
going to take you home.”

“Shane . . .”

But he turned blindly and walked away
from her.

CHAPTER THREE

f
“I Hate Him!”

HERE HAD TO BE a moment of
reckoning. She knew that. She stayed
in bed as long as she dared the next
morning, trying to think of something to
tell her parents. To tell her fiance.- |

Ramon—she thought desolately. She
despised herselfi -and despised Shane
Trevor, too. Ramon, who was impetuous
and romantic;- and who loved her very
much, even if he did criticize her dread-
tfully. How- could she ever face him and
tell him what had happened?

A kiss, that was all. You could reduce
it to just those two words. A kiss—irom
a man she had not known before last
mght. A big red-headed guy who owned
a night club. The Studio Club.

Any man might resent a thing like
that, but somehow you could explain it.
You could sidy, “You didn’t show up,
darling and I blew my top. I went off
with this man and we had a swim and
he kissed me. That was all.” And if
the man knew Lana at all, he would know
she wasn't lving.

Any man, that is, but Ramon.

Ramén had a lot of inflexible rules
about women. Another man’s kissing his
fiancée was virtually a challenge to his
honor. Besides, proper fiancées did not

do things like that. It was disgraceful.
Unthinkable.

If she wanted to keep Ramén, she
would have to gloss it over a bit. She
loathed glossing things. When she was
little, she had tried keeping minor
iniquities from Cita and José, but in the
end her innate honesty had charged
through like a wild colt broken loose. She
hated hes, hated living with them.

Did she want Ramon that much’?

Dressing with a dreadful slowness to
avoid facing the people she loved, Lana
knew that she did love Ramoén that much.
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Mavbe he was stufty and narrow about a
few things. Maybe she.was going to have
trouble all her hie being the sort of girl
he wanted. But she was going to try
desperately. Because the whimsy and
romance and enchantment that made up
the rest of Ramon more than offset his
faults. |

He was pacing the sitting room of- the
hotel suite when she came out. Cita and
José, finishing a late breakfast by the win-
dow, were trying to soothe him between
sips of coffee and bites of muffin.

José, who was sometimes very calm,
said, “Certainly, Ramoén, you are ex-
agoerating. Nothing dreadful could have
happened to Lana. She ts in her room,
sleeping peacefully.” |

And Cita. who was not quite so calin,
murmured, “Anyway, we’'ll hear where
she was when she comes out.”

“But I tell you I didn’t go near her
grandfather’'s place! This man told me
about the white stallion, and it was the

only chance I had to go, so I left a message
with that maid, Dinah. She never told

me—"" He stopped abruptly. “Lanal”

HE STOOD IN THE doorway.

slender and pale in a pink linen frock
that made her look much more angelic
than she ever would be. Pale hair brushed
her shoulders in soft tendrils, and tawny
eyes looked wide and apprehensive.

She expected him to start scolding her
instantly, but he did not. He came to
her and took both her hands in tus.

“Lana,” he said, softly. “My dear-
est . . .” And he tucked a kiss into her
palm and turned her fingers tightly over
it, so the twinkling splendor of their
engagement ring could stand guard.

“I'm sorry,” Ramoén said gently., “I
shouldn’t have don$ it. But there was
this white stallion. I've been so worried
about vou, Lana!”

“Oh, Ramén!” She slipped her arms
around his neck and cried. much more

"Never, Ramén . .

ready to leap out the window.

bitterly than the occasion warranted. He
patted her shoulder and whispered things
and kissed the place on her temple where
the golden tendrils began.

“Ramon, 1 love you,” she sobbed, “I
truly do, and I'll never, never again do
a single thing you don’t want me ‘to.

She had promised that several times
before. She knew it and so did he. But

‘he tipped her face up and kissed her

gently and led her over to a window seat
that looked out over the little lake in the
park.

“Now,” he said, wiping her tears with
his ‘handKerchief, “I shall tell you about
the white stallion.”

Ramon loved horses. And white -stal-
lions were extremely rare. This one he
had heard of entirely by accident. Tt was
for sale but was being shipped out of the
state that very night by its owner. He
hadn't had time to do more than phone a
message to her grandfather’s house for
her ; there hadn’t been even time to insist
that he speak to Lana herself. So some-
how he had missed the vital fact that Lana
was not there,

“I didn’t know until I came here this
morning that anything was wrong. I was
[ was
frantic.” Ramodn spoke extravagantly
sometimes. ’

“Lana,” he said, and she knew it was
coming. The sixty-four dollar question.
“Where were you, beloved? What were

~you doing? Why didn’t you come home

instantly 7"

Lana looked at him. Then she turned
her head to look at José and Cita, who
were finishing thetr breakfast, eating quite
slowly so it wouldn’t be obvious that they
were chaperoning her. Not that anyone
did not know 1it, but Cita was half of a
mind that this chaperonage stuff was
overdone, anyway. S0 she pretended, in-
stead of admitting 1it. J

L.ana’s gaze fell to her hands, lying so
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himp and still beneath his. She whispered,
“Oh, Ramoén . . .”

“Surely,” he said gently, “it can’t be
so bad as that. Come, now, it 1s quite
simple, ‘I'm sure. You said you would
phone José mn fifteen minutes if I did
not arrive. Why didn’t you phone him?”

“You are not going to like this, Ra-
moén.”’

“No?” His gentleness was slightly
tempered, she realized, with wariness,
now.

“Well . . .” Lana swallowed. “I met
a man.”’

A pause. “A man, Lana?”

“Yes.”” And then at his stillness, she
ad-libbed wildly. “Oh, he was a perfectly
respectable man, Ramon., Truly he was!
I mean, his family are quite prominent,
and everything, His name is—1s Reynolds
St. Alban—" Now where in heaven's
sake, she thought dully, did I get that one?
It sounded utterly melodramatic. But
respectable. Oh, certainly respectable!

“Yes.” He said it rather flatly. “Then

what?” | .
“Oh, Ramén . . .” Tears were in her

eyes again. “I’ll never be the kind of
girl you want me to be!”

“Let me be the judge of that, guerida.

The rest of it, please?”

She thought about telling him of the
swimming episode, then hastily discarded
it as being out of the question. No girl
in her right mind would go to a man’s
country place for a swim. At three in the
norning.

. Had she been in her right mind?

She whispered, “Darling, there wasn’t
anything else. Not really. We—we stayed
there at the Studio Club and danced and
had supper and—they have a marvellous
ficor show. Ramon, it was wonderful—"

“Yes. And what time did you come
inr”’ -

“I don’t know. Quite late. We stayed
almost unti they closed.”

She paused, feeling desperate. The

Studio Club had closed at two. Supposing

Cita and José had lain awake to hear her
come in? Supposing one of them had
dlready told Ramoén that it had been
nearly five when she tiptoed to her room?

Cita murmured, “You certainly must
have, darling. 1 was never so worried.
I lay awake for hours—I think it must
have been nearly one before I dropped off.
And José was still sitting up in bed, pre-
tending to read a book.”

José said, “It 1s nonsense. 1 was never
worried for a moment. The book was
most 1nteresting, but 1—1I fell asleep over
it,”

Ramoén looked at Lana for a-long tune.
Then he smoothed back his hair carefully
and rose. He walked halfway across the
room. [ana held her breath, waiting.
Then he turned abruptly . . . and the
storm broke.

HIS lWAS, he said, the most mad-

dening thing she had ever done.
Would she never learn? Must she always
behave like a-—a wild little donkey? Pick-
ing up a strange man-—in a night club,
of all places! Spending the entire evening
with him! '

“Yes, Ramén,” Lana whispered
humbly, but he did not hear her.

When it was all said, and he had
apologized, he held her close and gave her
a forgivinig kiss that lasted much longer
than a really on-her-toes chaperon should
have permitted.

Then he took José to see the white
stallion, whose owner, tempted by the
fantastic offer Ramoén had submitted, had
not shipped him out of the state after all.

Cita said reflectively, “Well, cupcake,

he swallowed it. But you’d better not let

that happen again. Or—" She shrugged
expressively, “no Ramon!”

Lana wanted to tell her. All the lies
were swelling up in her like poison, and
she wanted to get rid of them. Cita had
always been helpful and understanding.
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But when her lips were parted to
actually say it, something hot and cold
and terrible washed through her, just as
it had when Shane had kissed her. And
she knew that she could not tell Cita.

BY WAY of apology for his neglect

last night and his scolding this morn-
ing, Ramén took them all dancing that
night. To the Studio Club.

Lana did not wear her new black gown.
She never, never again would do any-
thing in defiance of Ramén. Because he
was sweet and forgiving, even if he did
scold her merailessly ; ever since she could
remember, he had scolded her and for-
given her for things. But he loved her
and she loved him, and they would be
very happy all their lives.

The black gown she thrust into its store
box and dropped into the nearest street-
corner trash box, so no curious hotel em-
ployee might think it had been thrown
away by accident and return it to her.
Vehemently she wished she could drop a
lot of memories’ into that trash box, too.
But maybe it was a good thing she could

not. .

This way, she had learned a lesson.
Maybe it had been a terrible lesson to have
to learn, but she was grateful for it, be-
cause it had, after all, turned out harm-
lessly. With any man but Shane Trevor
—or maybe even with Shane, if Estelle
hadn’t happened along that very night to
remind him where his heart really be-
longed—her impulsiveness might have led
her to disaster.

She would never see him again, never
speak to him again, never think of him
again.

But she had to go to the Studio Club
that night. There was no way she could
get out of it, without revealing her
passionate distaste. So she protested too
little, lest she protest too much. |

She wore a lovely yellow chiffon gown,
utterly simple and naive, which Ramén

adored. She looked very young and wvul-
nerable.

And Shane Trevor Walked past her as
if he had never seen her before in his
lite. -

She did her best. She smiled a good
deal and was as gay as she could possibly
be, under the circumstances. But Cita,
watching her with a maternal thoughtful-
ness, was suddenly stricken with a violent
headache and had to be taken home. Cita
never had headaches. José was so upset
he insisted that Lana return also in case
Cita should take a turn for the worse.

José was rather emotional, too.

Cita’s headache improved marvellously,
ance she was home. She had a lovely time,
with José holding her hand and fussing
around. Lana, who could not face going
to bed to lie there sleepless, curled up on
the window seat in the yellow gown, and
looked unenthusiastically at the after-
noon paper.

There was nothing much m it. Some
politics, a train wreck, and the picture
of a murderéed man. She was about to.
turn the sheet over when the eyes of the
picture seemed to pounce at hers. She
stared -at the picture blankly, and then
felt a big, empty stillness growing within -
her.

It was the little man. Smiling, yes, in
the photograph, but the eyes were the
same. And he had that same dapper little
mustache.

Estelle’s husband !

SHE LOOKED helplessly at the pic-
ture, not wanting to care. People get
murdered—taxi drivers and doctors and
even famous personages. But you don’t
know them, and you merely wonder a
little and forget 1t But Estelle’s hus-
band! = _ '
Lana closed her eyes, not reading the

-article, She thought, Now he can have

her. And a queer frightened shiver went
through her, as if the thought were-some-
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how macabre. The sort of thing one never
said aloud and was ashamed of even think-
mng. |

The paper slipped from her lap to the
floor. Lapa rose and went over to the
radio. Turning it on, she dialed until she
found a newscast. The announcer had
finished the international news, and was
doing the nationals. A congressional in-
vestigation, the train wreck..

“ . And here at home, authorities
are trying to solve the murder of George
Allen Bennett, millionaire oilman, whose
body was found by servants early this
morning in the library of his Hillcrest
mansion. Mrs. Bennett, who collapsed on
being told of her husband’s death and was
taken to Providence Hospital, said she
heard the fatal shot at approximately
three-fifteen in the morning, but assumed
it to be a backfire from a passing car.
Included in routine questioning was
Shane Trevor, proprietor of the Studio
- Club, fashionable Park Boulevard might
spot, Trevor said both Mr. and Mrs.
Bennett had been at the club last night,
but had left around eleven.”

Lana turned off the radio. She thought,
But why should the police question Shane
about it? What have they found out, that
they should question him?

Just that the Bennetts had gone to the
Studio Club. That was all it could be.
No one knew of Estelle’s being in his
private office . . did they? Or that
the little man had been so furious? Or

that Shane had had them both put out?
- Did they?

Night club men and beautiful women |

and wealthy oilmen. She wanted no part
of 1t. She was just a gir]l who had come up
from Nicaragua with her fiancé and her
parents—a girl who was going to be
married in two or three months.

ANA WENT TO HER ROOM and

-undressed and got into bed. Lying
there in the darkness, she tried not to

think. She willed herself to be still and
sleep. It did not concern her. He had
really been an ugly httle man. And his
wife had been an unpleasant person, too,
double-crossing one man after another.
And Shane, who had admitted he deserved
to be hat . . .

Why had they questioned Shane?

Even though she lay there willing her-
self not to do it, one hand was reaching
for the telephone book by the bed, while
the other groped for the light switch. She
found the number, and dialed the bedside
phone.

“This 1s Lana Martinez calling Shane
Trevor. Tell him it’s urgent.” _

“I'll see if he's around, Miss Martinez,”’
the man said. A/, she thought. But maybe
it was someone else. She waited.

“He’s not in the office right now, Miss
Martinez. Would you like to leave your
number 7"’ -

“No . . .” Ii the phone should ring,

José would_ answer it and wonder about a
strange man calling her.,

ohe waited fifteen minutes, then called
again. Shane was still out. Ten minutes,

- then another call. Sorry, Miss Martinez.

Thirty minutes. Sorry .

She knew then. Shane did not wént to
talk to her.

She could be cold and proud, too. She
lay there, hating him. For eighteen min-

utes. Then she pushed back the covers and
rose. |

CHAPTER FOUR -

Shane Tre:vor’a Blonde

GOLD-DUST silk frock, naive

- enough to disarm even Shane Trevor.,
Little tiptoe-high pumps. And because
she wanted to feel cool and poised and
mayhe even the least bit arrogant, she
slipped on Cita's mink coat, that had been

put in her closet because there was more
room.
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Praying earnestly that José and Cita
would assume that she was asleep, she
snapped off the hght and stole qut.

Before a big apartment house, four -

blocks from the Studio Club, Lana dis-
missed her cab and walked over. It was
‘nearly closing time. She did not enter
the night club but waited in the shadows
behind the building, near his car.

“Shane . . .”

She saw h1m stop dead. And for a
moment had a desolate vision of his walk-
ing away and leaving her there. Then he
turned slowly. Reluctantly.

Lana said miserably, “I had to see
you-Fi . -

He said nothing. As he stared down at
her, his face was in the shadows, hiding
what he thought. |

““Shane,” she whispered.

‘He walked over and opened the car
door. “Get in.”

Driving down a side street, he took her
toward her hotel. In the flicker of passing

street lamps she saw his face, grim, tired,
immobile.

“Let’s have it, Lana.”

“I—I heard it on the radio. Just a
few minutes ago. I didn’t know before,
Shane, please believe me.” |

“So whatr”

“Do you—do you need an ahbi?”

He turned his head then to look at her.
And she knew instantly that the mink
- coat was a mustake. It was the wrong
touch, making her look like an empty-

headed debutante who had gone hunting .

for thrills and now was scared to death of
the results.

He said one word, b1tmg1y “No.”

“Shane . . .” |

“You're a pnceless little foal L.ana.
Stupid. Childish. Keep out of this, or
you'll blow up your nice little life. Don’t
you realize what you’re doing? Or did
you tell Ramon the truth ?”

She was pale. “I Hed. You can hate
me for that, too.”

“I don’t hate you for anything. I don’t
hate you at all. But for heaven’s sake,
Lana, watch you step!”

“I tried to phone you—-"

“But you couldn’t take a hint?” he
lashed. “How do I know they haven't
tapped my phone? How do I know there’s
not a tail on me, right now? I run a mght
club. Or as they might put it m Nica-
ragua, baby, I stink.”

“Shane, don’t be like this!”

“I’'m telling you facts. Stop making
like a little heroine. You've got a hife to
live, too. I'll get out of this.”

“Then,” she whispered, “it 1s serious.”

““Look, baby. For five years I've been
so much in love with Estelle I.didn’t know
what I was domg. But she wouldn’t mar-

~ry me unless I gave up the Studio Club.

I didn’t believe her. I didn’t think any
woman could be that nuts about conven-
tional respectability. -So one day last
month I got a wire saying she had eloped
with Bennett.”

He stopped. There was a silence. Her
hands, clinging tensely to her purse were
trembling, and he saw it. His gleaming
eyes raked over her.

“What the hell do you care?” he asked.

“I don’t,” she whispered.

“I hadn’t seen her since, if that makes
you happier.  Until last night. When

you're in love with a girl and she puts her .

arms around your neck and cries, what
do you do?” He turned a corner and fin-
ished it viciously. “You kiss her! You
ought to know. You've kissed the wrong
guy a time or two in your life, too.”

She was very white, but she said noth-
ing. Because he was right.

Shane said, “I'm sorry. That was a rot-
ten thing to say. I'm a heel, Lana. For-
get me.”’ _

“Shane , . .”

“Promise,” he said.

“Promise -what ¢’

““That you’ll forget me, forget th%?
whole mess. No matter what happens.

M
1
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She choked. “You're asking me to—
to be a heel, too,—sort of.” |

“I'll deny anything you say, L.ana. Any-
thing. Last night you were at the bar for
a few minutes, your friend didn’t show,
so you left. That's all T know. Go on
back to Mexico or wherever, and marry
your Ramén Miguel Vincente, et cetera.
Wear wild orchids in your hair and eat
bananas three times a day. I'm through
with you.”

He swung in at the curb and reached
past her to open the door. “I don't want
to be seen with you. There's a cab stand
halt a block around the corner. Good-
bye, LLana. You're sweet kid, - but you
came five years too late.”

“Shane . . .”

“Good-bye,” he said again, cutting -

right through her words. .
Then he slammed the car door and
drove off, léaving her standing there.

HIE WAS ANGRY for three days.

Angry and hurt and bewildered. She
thought, All right, Shane, if that’s the way
vou want 1t. And she tried to pretend he
had never existed.

Ramon took her out to see the stallion.
It was large, magnificent. He was buying
it ; and the way he-fussed about over the
plans to get the horse home, one would
have thought 1t was made of diamonds.
Lana tried to offer suggestions about get-
ting 1t home, too, but Ramon only patted
her hand and told her to leave the brain-
work to hin.

Her grandparents gave a small party

for them . .. just a few close friends and
a lot of fun. Lana flung herself hectically

into the gaiety and tried riot to remember

that not far away a lot of gaiety was going
on at a night club, too, with Shane Trevor
wandering about, keeping a vigilant eve
on things.

And there was the radio. She kept it
on most of the time. With those sharp,
dreadful voices sniping at her constantly.

There was a mystertous blonde, it
seemed. A girl who was rumored to have
been in Shane Trevor's private office all
that evening. A girl who had been seen
leaving the Studio Club with him, atter
closing time, A pretty girl in a dark wrap,
who was estunated to be about twenty-
two years old . ..

At least, she thought dully, that sophis-
ticated hairdo and black gown had done
a little good. |

[ don’t know any blonde, Shane Trevor
satd. \

And then the police found out about
the argument he and the httle man had
had. They learned that he and Estelle had
been 1n love for years. They learned
enough so that Shane had better produce
his blonde alibi, but fast.

What blonde? Shane asked with a
shrug. ’

A mght club man. Many night club
men had records, and their employees
were often musclemen and ex-gangsters.
Authortties started checking very thor-
oughly into the past of Shane Trevor.
When Lana heard that she thought, Dear
heaven please, please let 1t be clean . . .
And 1t was. It was spotless, with a college
degree and an excellent war record and a
family tree that was as solidly rooted as
Plymouth Rock.

Everyone was talking about the blonde.
People saw headlines and spoke of it on
street corners. She heard it in the hotel
lobby, in shops, at her grandmother’s.
Cita and José and Ramon discussed it.

“The man is quixotic,” José said.

“Iroolish,” Cita agreed, “but marvel-
ous.’’

Ramon said, “ Perhaps he 1s merely tell-
ing the truth.”

“Well,” Lana murmured, “the Studio
Club certainly was full of blondes, that
evening. It looked like Hollywood on Sat-
urday might.”

“You thtnk there was a blonde?” Ra-
mon asked.
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“Maybe.”

“Then why doesn’t she say anythmg [

Cita said, “Maybe she has a Iife of her
own, Ramén. Maybe she has a husband
or something. If the man can wriggle out
of it, why should she ruin her life?”

Ramon looked blank. “Is that the way
women think?”

“Some women.”

He shook his head, “But the man may
hang!”

“That ts impossible,” stated José calm-
ly. “Wealthy men with clever attorneys
never hang.”

“No,” Cita agreed. “He will get five
or ten years, which will make him eligible
for parole after three years, and eighteen
‘months for good behavior. During the
year or two he spends in prison, he can
write his biography, or something.”
- “You are cymcal, carrissima,” José re-
proved. Then his hand covered hers and

he added softly, in Spanish, “But I love

you very much.”

Ramon looked at I.ana. She wore sheer
silk in frost green. Her hair was palest
gold, curling softly over her shoulders.
Her mouth was a deep, lovely red, but
her skin had an unaccustomed pallor that
had been there for several days.

He spoke gently. “There are a great
many things [ shall never understand
about women, Lana. Do you think, too,
that love 1s greater than honor’” .

“Don’t misquote me, Ramodn,” Cita
protested. “That’s not at all what I said!”

He surrendered with a shrug. “Very
well. But one thing T know. If the blonde
were my wiie, I should beat her and then
. phone the police. Then I should leave

-her.”’

“Because,” LLana said husklly, ““she lied
to you?”’

““No. Because she could stand silent
and watch a man being ruined.” .

LLana sat motionless. But Shane will
deny i, anything I say he will deny. If
I mmvolve myself, I wnll have to fight Shane

every nch of the way, prove irrefutably
every word [ utter . . .

Slowly she lifted her lashes to meet
Ramon’s dark eyes. But already he was
turning away, speaking to José ... It had
been just a remark. An 0pm10n He
suspected nothing at all.

But when they left the coffee shop, they
saw brand new headlines on the news-
papers that said Shane Trevor had been

indicted for the murder of George Allen
Bennett.

6ef ANA ...”
“Yes, Cita?”

“I want you to tell me about it.”

Cita was no dramatic, emotional Latin.
She was sensible. Hard-headed, some-
times. She knew the answers to a lot of
things that plagued Lana, because twenty
years ago she had been very much like
Lana. .

But how could she explam to Cita or fo
anyone about a man, not really red-
headed, who had held her in his arms, and
kissed her until the stars changed their
courses, while he loved another girl and
LLana loved another man? .

She whispered, “There 1s nothing to
tell.”

“All night, cupcake,” Cita said gently.
“If that’s the way you want it. There’s
just one thing I have to say, and then
I'll shut up forever. It's about Ra.mon
- “Ramén ?” l

“Or any man, darling. They have such
lovely ideals. With halos, and everything.
But you know how Ramon feels about
you. No matter what he says, you know
what he’ll really do, if he ever finds out.”

She was dead white. “But Shane—"

“He’ll get out of it. Julius Stern 1s his
lawyer, and he never loses. If he can't
get out of a trial, Stern will whitewash
him so completely the jury will be in
tears.”

“And everyone will belteve Shane did
it, but had a smart lawyer? He didn't do




ANGEL IN SEQUINS 23

it, Cita. He couldn’t have. Believe me!”
“Darling, it’s Shane Trevor or Ramoén.
Make no mistake about it.”
~ Shane or Ramén . . . Shane or Kamon!
The words went round and around 1n her
mind, repeating themselves like a spinning
record. And she knew it was as her moth-
er had said. Shane would get out of 1t
somehow, but if she cleared him, Ramon
would never forgive her for being in-
volved. .

Ramén, she thought unhappily tossing
on her pillow all night. Dark, romantic,
tender. Idealistic, expecting her to be
perfect, scolding her when she wasn’t . ..
loving her whether she: was good or bad.

But he would not love her if he ever
learned she was mixed up with another
man, A lot of things Ramén would take,
~ but not that. He was much too jealous,
too possessive. The only reason she ‘had
been able to get away with that wild talk
about a fictitious Reynolds St. Alban was
that Ramon had felt terribly guilty over
standing her up that night. He had felt
it was chiefly his own fault. But she knew
that he was remembering, wondering—
torn between suspicion and his own sense
of guilt.

Shane, whom she hated. Or Ramon,
whom she loved.

The next morning, the radio was still
talking about Shane’s mysterious blonde.
The newspapers quoted Julius Stern as
saying :

My client is innocent. I am going to find
that girl it T have to go through the city
with a dragnet. ‘

He could do it, she realized. He was

the state’s most outstanding criminal law- .

yer with, it was rumored, a vast net of
spies and hirelings. If she wanted to mar-
ry Ramén, she had better take the next
plane tor home.

All she had to do was to pick up the

X i

Shane would try to force the words
right back into her teeth, but if she said
it to Julius Stern, instead of to Shane . . .
- What if Shane were right? What if he
could get out of this without an alibi and
without a trial? Then no one would be
hurt. She could marry Ramoén; and
eventually Estelle, who surely had learned
a lesson in love, would marry Shane. Why
¢ouldn’t 1t work out that way? Why did

her life have to be smashed to save
Shane’s?

HE WENT DOWN to see him, that

afternoon. Knowing quite well that
he did not want to see her in the least.
Knowing he would be angry at her.
Knowing, even, that it was dangerous.
But she had to go.

She wore soft, cool white with a big °
floppy hat and a wisp of mint-green at her
waist. Wide, tawny eyes, pale gold hair -
sifting across her shoulders. |

Shane’s blonde, whom he loathed . . .

The guard unlocked the cell so she

could go in. And Shane’s bright blue eyes,

looking down at her, were furious.
“You little fool!” he said.

She whispered, “Shane, I had to see
you.”

“That’s what you said the other night.
You don’t have to. You just want to. -
You’'re stupid, brainless, idiotic . . .” He
stopped. |

She was small and still.
just wanted to, then.”

“Do you think these cops can’t add?
Do you think that guard can’t think ?”

““Shane, I'm going to tell them.”

“I'll deny it."”

““Go ahead. I'm sure a clever man like
Julius Stern can think up some way to
substantiate it, in spite of your denials. It
isn’t worth' 1t, Shane—my reputation
against your life.”

“Don’t you realize what Estelle said?
She heard that shot at three-fifteen. You

“All right, I

- telephone and say, “Mr. Stern, I am

+ Shane Trevor’s blonde . . .” go telling people you were at my place

f
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that time in the morning, and you know
what they’'ll think. I’ll get- out of this.
Stern’s a magician.”

She was white.
no use.”

“You pick up a guy in a bar. You
spend four hours alone in his private
office. Then he takes you out in the
country, and you don't get home until
nearly five. Good grief, Lana, don’t you
realize how it sounds?”

She closed her eyes against the bril-
fiant rage in his. She said nothing.
Shane’s voice struck at her with a low
tautness. R‘, s '

“Stop looking hike that. So soft. 5o
young. So ... so damned easy to hurt.”

She whispered, “You want to hurt me.
Everything you say and do . . .”

“Maybe I do. Why don’t you go back

“Stop it, Shane. It's

to Nicaragua? Why don’t you let me

alone? I'm not your kind of man. TI'll
mess up your life, spoil all that pretty
innocence. Oh, Lana—"" He stopped, then
turned away toward the window.

It was a very small window, up high,
and barred. A shaft of sunlight came
through and turned his hair to deep cop-
per. He ran his fingers through it with

a tinge of desperation, then rammed his

hands into his pockets.

“Got a cigarette, baby? I’'m out.”

She found one and gave it to him. Her
fingers shook a little as she lighted it.

Shane watched her. His voice was soft
as velvet. |

“It’s biological, Lana. That’s all.”

“Shane . . .”

“You've known this guy all your life.
That’s love. This isn’t.”

Her eyes were misty. “I know that.”

“Then get out. While the getting is
good.”

She shook her head.
with myself.”

He stood there. Things were in his
eyes—opride and anger and tenderness and
something else she could not identify that

“1 couldn’t hive

started her heart swinging from one side
to the other like a pendulum.

Shane’s lips moved. “See what I'mean?
Biology. One little move and you’d be 1n
my arms. I want you there so damn much
I don’t dare to move a muscle. Be a good
kid, will you Lana, and get out of here?
And keep your mouth-shut. If you have
any sense at all, keep your mouth shut!”

“Shane . . .” she whispered numbly.

“Guard!” he called.

SO SHE WENT. Woodenly. As if it

were a little mechanical doll that had
been wound up. '
Biology, he had said. You were a wom-
an and you met a man and your heart
started making a fool of itself. There was

- no logic or intelligence to it. It was pure

instinct, a blind, unreasoning emotion that
did not count the cost or remember com-
mitments.

-~ She would get over it. Maybe she
would never forget it. Maybe she would
always wonder a little why it was Shane
who could do this to her, and not Ramodn.
But she’d get over it.

She said to the guard, when they were
out of Shane’s hearing, “I want to see
the police chief.”

He grinned, his gaze sidling over her.
“We're way ahead of you blondie. The
Chief wants to see you, too!”

She told them everything. About Al,
who had seen them leave the Studio Club.
About a servant at Shane’s country place,
who had seen them. About the Hotel
Williston keeping doormen on a twenty-
four-hour schedule, and the one called Ot-
to, who would remember opening Shane’s
car door at twenty minutes to five in the
morning, for Lana to step out.

Let Shane Trevor deny his way out of
that, if he could! |

She took a cab home, crying a hittle all

~the way. Trying not to. Trying to think

what she was going to tell Ramédn; and
quickly, before the extras hit the street
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corners to scream the identity of Shane's
blonde. From Nicaragua. They wouldn’t
miss an exotic touch like that.

Ramén was not at the hotel. He did
not arrive for two hours, a frantic two
. hours 1in which Lana planned and re-
planned what she would say to him. Re-
porters came to take her picture. And
when Cita flatly refused to permit such a
thing, they fired a barrage of questions
at them, while one stole a photograph of
Lana that was on a table.

It was José who got rid of them. Won-
derful josé, being superbly calm. though
“he had only a hazy grasp of what it was
about or why. He closed the door and
locked it and said.” “Now, young lady?”

And Lana flung herself into his arms
and wept bitterly while she tried to ex-
plain something she could not herself un-
derstand.

Cita satd gloomily.
it to be tied.”

But he was not.

“Ramon will be

WHEN HE CAME, it was quite plain
that he knew all about it. All, at
least, that came out 1n the earliest papers.
But he did not storm, as they expected.
He was too quiet, and very pale under
his brownness. |
Chaperonage or not, Cita and José
faded swiftly when Ramon caime in.
Lana stood by the window. Small,
slender, lost. And .they stared at each
.other across the width of the room.
She whispered, when the silence became

unendurable, “Say it, Ramoén. Anything. .

I have it coming.”

His dark eyes were still as night. Slow-
ly he walked over to her. “There 1s noth-
ing to say, is there, Lana? It 1s done.”

“1 had to tell them, Ramén. I had to.”

“Yes.”” He stared down at her, rather
blindly. And then he lifted his hand to
touch her hair. “Yes, of course.”

" “Ramén.” It was hardly a sound.
“Aren’t you going to say anything?"

“I love you,” Ramon said. “I don't
know what else to say.”

“You mean that you—you're not—
through with me? You want to go ahead
and marry me? Nothing is to be
changed " |

“LEverything has been changed, Lana.
Everything. And it will never be the same
again. But I love you.” His arms closed
around her, rather helplessly. And he
murmured in her hair, “QOuerida, 1 love

r»

you . . .
And that was when LLana knew that she

could never marry him.

She stood there, knowing that nothing
had changed 1n the way she felt about him.
She loved him, she always had, she always
would., She loved José, too. And Cita.
But that was not the way a girl was sup-
posed to marry. |

What was 1t Shane had called it?
Biology. There was no biology whatever
in the way she loved Ramén. He was a
big brother, an adored idol who bullied
her and consoled her and made love to
her without really knowing what love
could be like.

Or maybe he did know. Maybe Ramén
knew, but.l.ana never had. Not until
Shane Trevor had kissed her, one night.

Something between them had been de-
stroyed this aftetnoon. PPart of Ramon’s
love, maybe. Part of his trust in her. And
nearly all of that pretty angel’s halo he
liked to have her wear.

For Ramén knew now that Lana never
would be the girl he wanted her to be.
She might try, but she could not do it.

Lver.
. She drew out of his arms, her eyes

searching his. Then her fingers groped
for the ring he had given her.  Their en-
cagement ring. His hands closed over
hers, stopping her.

““No, Lana!”

“Ramon.” She was crying a little.
“There are things that were not in the
papers. I'm in love with him, [ love you,
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but I'm 1n love with him. Can you undes-
stand that?”

““Shane Trevor?”

“Yes,” she whispered, her chm lifting.
And when she said it there was a soft,
radiant wonder in it. ‘“Yes,
Shane Trevor.”

“I see,” he said.

And maybe he did.

CHAPTER FIVE

Lana Goes to Heaven

O THEY WERE going back to Nica-

ragua. Ramoén was leaving that night
by plane, having made the final arrange-
ments in the ‘atternoon for shipping the
stallion down. The day after tomorrow
Cita and José were taking Lana home
too.

They were kind and understanding. A
little too kind, maybe, but families are
like that. Even her grandparents went
all out, for TACT 1n big letters. Lana
did not care, very much. The part of her
that might have cared telt big and empty
and quite dead.

They let Shane out of jail.
phoned her. Briefly. Just hello, and
thanks, and good-bye. With only one
question that had to be answered . .

“How did Ramon take 1t?”

“Wonderfully,” Lana said. §

So that was that.

José thought they should have a gay
time on their last night in the States. So
they did the town, with an unattached
male cousin of Lana’s who looked really
quite handsome in a tuxedo and was an
exceptionally good dancer. '

He tele-

They did nearly every nmight spot. José
and the cousin avoided any mention of
the Studio Club, but it was Cita who in-
sisted on going there. -

“Maybe,” she said, “I can get a glimpse
of that red-headed man. After all, I
should know what he looks like !”’

Ramén. ]

Very white, Lana said, yes, Cita should
know. —

“I wonder,” murmured her cousin, “ii
he really—"" And then he remembered
and stopped quite abruptly.

José said, “I imagine a great many
people will always wonder ¢f, Robert.
But Lana is not usually a har.”

The cousin grew very embarrassed,
made a halting attempt to explain that he
had been thinking of something else en-
tirely, and then ruined it all w1th an
apology. -

Shane did not seem to be around. It
was a good thing. Facing a man who does
not want you is one thing, but when you
realize you are madly in love with him,
it becomes something else. |

It was when she was dancing with

» - Robert that Lana realized how utterly im-

possible 1t would be for her to leave the
country without telling Shane good-bye.

Just to see him again . . . once. And
maybe if she was.very caretul and made
it brief, he would be nice to her. Civil,
anyway. So she would have a few mo-
ments more of him to remember.

She did not try to make an excuse.
She said, “I'm going to say good- bye to
Shane.”

And she went upstairs.

Al was on duty this time, wearing a
custom-cut suit that looked so nice you
hardly noticed all the muscles.

“Oh, hello,” he greeted.
know you?” |

“You ought to,” Lana said.

He grinned and reached for the inter-
com. ‘“‘Shane, your blonde’s here.”

“Don’t I

ED-HEADED . . . terribly. Pure

copper where the light gleamed
against it ; brown mahogany in the shad-
ows. Brilliant blue eyes that said nothing,
but said it vividly. He was seated at the
desk when. she came in. He rose, but did
not leave it.

“Hello, Lana.”

It was even, almost
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expressionless. “I've only a few minutes.
Estelle’s on her way over.”

Estelle. Well, that was the way to do’

it . . . directly, like a slap in the face.
Lana said, “I'm going home in the

morning. I just wanted to say good-bye.”
“In the morning?”

~ “José thinks that the States are getting
too hot for me.”

“I ean see his point. The papers seem
to be particularly intrigued with the Lat-
in-American angte. Step-daughter of a
former vice-consul, and all that. How did
they ever happen to leave Ramon’s name
out of it so completely? That would look
swell in print. Ramdén Miguel Vincente,
el cetera.”

She shook her head. “I don’t know, I
guess 1t was just luck. Luck, and his not
being there when they came around.”

“Lana,” he said, “be truthful. Did you
realize the stink you were letting yourself
in for?”

“Yes,” she said, not quite steadily.

“And still you went ahead.”

“Shane, let's not go into that. I just
came to say good bye . .. and Estelle is
coming . ..” -

“Sure.” He looked down at the desk
betore him, without touching it. Then he
ran tense fingers through his hair,

And then he walked over to her, those

fierce blue eyes staring straight back into
hers.

“So,” he said, “there is a girl in the

%, at your drugstore fountain of counter

world who doesn’t give a hang for con-
ventional respectability.” |

She went white. “But I do, Shane.”

“You kicked it out the door.”

“I'm always kicking it out the door. I
try and try, and something happens. If I
had behaved myself, I never would have
come here that night without Ramon.”

“Wearing,” Shane said, ‘“‘the wicked-
est, sweetest, most enticing little dress I
ever saw on a dame—and believe me, in
my business I've seen plenty.”

“I know. But I threw it away.”

“Ramén ?”’

“Ramén ., .7 she whispered, holding

her left land so he could not see the place

where the ring had been,

The door opened without warning. No
phone calls. No intercom. " And Estelle
stood there. Dark as a dream, lovely as
a vision, in black chiffon that could have

been a poignant mourning, but managed
to be breathtaking instead.

She closed the door softly behind her

and leaned against it. Her dark eyes

moved from Shane to l.ana, and then
back.

She murmured, “So this is your Nica-

raguan blonde?”

“Miss Martinez, Mrs. Bennett,” Shane
said evenly.

““She’s beautiful, Shane. A beauti-
ful alibi. But aren’t you cradle-snatching,
just a little?”

“Maybe. Just a little.”
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“T expected to see you alone.”

“Lana is in this up to her neck.”

“Lana!” Estelle cried scornfully.
“That’s all I've seen in the papers for
two straight days—I.ana, l.ana, Lana!
With her heaven-sent smile and her inno-
cent eyes. I could lie there in that stinking
hospital and rot, for all anyome cared!
Even you, Shane—you didn’t phone me
or come near me—nothing!”

HANE WALKED OVER to her. He
said with a deadly sofiness, “No; I
didn’t, did I? Should I have, Estelle?
You wanted background. Conventional
niceness. That’s what you married—that

and a few million bucks. Now you’ve got
it all, but don’t make any mistake about

the rest of it. You can’t buy me like a-

toy and set me down in your pretty. back-
ground.”

She was crying bitterly, “But I did 1t
for you, Shane! Don’t you understand ?”
 “Estelle,” he said, warningly, “be care-
ful! Lana’s here.”

- “Shane, he was. saying perfectly horri-
ble things to me. Calling me names, and
—and I didn’t know what I was doing.
Shane, I didn’t know! The gun was right
there in his desk drawer, and-—and the
~ way . he went imp—"’

Shane said furiously, “So you lied
about the time! You said it was atter
three. But it was before one. Wasn’t it ¢”

“I had to lie, Shane! It was too soon
after we came into theé house. The serv-

ants would have guessed. But their quar-

ters are in the other end of the house—
they never heard it—"

“Ystelle, when you lied, did you have
any idea of getting even with me? You
didn’t have to say anything. You didn’t
have to establish the time as being after
’'d have left the club. You managed to
get me thrown-into jail and Lana’s name
smeared—an eighteen-year-old kid—"

“Lana!” Estelle screamed it.- “Will
you shut up about Lana?”

“tle word,

‘Shane pushed her away from the door
and opened it. “Al,”’ he said,

Estelle was sobbing now. Clinging to
him and sobbing. Shane’s eyes lited to
ILana’s and held. Cool. Remote.

- “Estelle, listen to me. I haven’t heard
anything, do you understand? Neither
has Lana. But they’ll get you, Estelle,
sooner or later. Because you have no self-

control. You lose your temper, and the
devil take the hindmost.”

“Shane, I love you.” |

“Sure, why not? It’s a very cheap lit-
love. Anyone can throw it
around. Get her a cab, Al. Put her m

it.”’

“Do I send someone with her?”

“No®

“Shane,” Estelle whspered
because of you—"

“It was because of you!” Shane said.
He even smiled when he said it. “Pre-
cious, beautiful, little you, Estelle. You're
the one you love so madly I h0pe you'll
be happy together.”

Al took her out.

There was a silence. It grew longer.
“Well,” Shane said tiredly, “Trevor,
the heel, has done it again.”

She whispered, “Are you supposed to
love a—murderess?”’

“If I loved her, I wouldn’t give a damn
what she was. But I don’t love her. The
mere word gives me acute nausea.”

He leaned on the edge of his desk, star-
ing at the floor.

“Lana—"" ¢

“Yes, Shane she whispered.

His gaze lifted to her. And then, star-
ing, his eyes grew narrower until they
were mere glittering slits. He walked
toward her as if she were not there. Right

past her he went, to the fireplace. She
turned.

“Tt was

FOR A MOMENT nothing seemed

wrong. Until he straightened the pic-
ture over the mantel. But it was tilted so
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imperceptibly that she had already looked
at it several times without noticing 1t.

He crouched down and looked up into
the opening. He stayed there motionless
for so long that Lana went over to sit on
her heels and look, too.

And dangling by a thin wire down the
chimney was a small microphone.

They looked at each other. Bnilhant
blue eyes. Widened tawny eyes.

“Estelle . . ."”” Lana whispered.

And 1n the distance they heard a police
siren.

Shane rose, drawing her to her feet.

She saw his eyes change into some-
thing that was beautiful and breath-tak-
ing, in that split instant before the curtan
dropped. Then he spoke evenly.

“Is Ramon downstairs ?”’

She shook her head numbly.

“Gone home "

She nodded.

“Couldn’t he take it?”

“He—he took it wonderfully. But—"

“But what?” Shane asked.

But I'm wn love with you. And yow're
sick of the very word; i nauseates you.k
But you moy have a few noble wmstncts,
darling. Y ou may propose to me because
of the gossip . . . or becanse of Ramon . . .
and that would hurt worse than anything
you ever have said or done . . .

She could not tell him. She hated lies,
but she had to invent one.

“He bought a horse. He took the boat
down so he could play nursemaid to it.
It’s that kind of a horse. The boat is much
slower than a plane, you know.” |

“And the ring?”’

“It went as security on the horse.

Temporarily. Until he gets home to raise
the rest of the money.”

“I see,” Shane said slowly, looking
down at her.

He let her hands go, and Lana realized
that she was trembling rather badly. She

had to get out of here. Quickly, before

she did something insanely irresponsible,

—like reaching up to draw his face down

to hers in blind recklessness.

She turned and walked away from him,
without looking or caring where she was
going. A window stopped her. A window
that looked out onto a roof deck garden.
She hadn't known there was a roof deck.

Shane was behind her. “It’s a funny
thing. I've never met a girl before who
could make me want to sell the Club.”

Her fingers clenched tensely into her
palms. “Sell 1t?”

““I had an offer this morning. Almost
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