

When Love Betrayed!

Based on a True Story

Contents

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One

[image: ]


IAM a phony French girl, and because my role of French mannequin became so real to me, I was willing to cheat not only the government and the country I love, but also the man I love! As Maxine Adair, I was supposed to be an exotic importation direct from Andre Latou's salon in the Cite De Paradis. It had taken me three years to perfect that French accent and that so-called Parisian flair for wearing clothes. Sometimes I found myself forgetting that I was just little Vicki O'Day, born on the lower East side, and that I had never been farther across the Atlantic than Hoboken. 

I suppose that was why the American in me was a bit mixed up on the day when Paul Carties, our New York representative, sent for me to come to his office. It had been Paul who had brought me over from Lanaker's on Fifth Avenue to Latou's swank salon. Paul had trained me into becoming one of New York's most glamorous models. He who had suggested and polished that French accent, had done over my hair, my face and my figure, and had brought out every last ounce of any charm I might possess. 

It can't be too absurd, then, that although Paul, in reality might have been just an excitable, not too scrupulous French couturier, I had come to believe myself in love with him. To me, he was all of romance and glamor embodied in a darkly handsome charm, and although his love-making had seemed to be more for the mannequin than for the girl, I was so infatuated that I wasn't able to see any other man. 

As I came into his office, Paul turned from the window, and I saw that his eyes were smoldering with resentment. 

"Take a look at that!" he cried. 

I moved quickly to his side and stood looking out at the glittering autumn splendor of Fifty-seventh Street. 

" 'KEN CASTLE, INCORPORATED,' " he read from the new sign emblazoned on the recently remodeled shop across the street. 

"ALL-AMERICAN DESIGNS.' Imagine that now, ballyhooing a thing like that right here on Fifty-seventh Street!"

I didn't dare remind him that after all, this did happen to be the little old U. S. A., and I couldn't help thinking of how many Paris labels we had pulled off imported flops to switch over on gowns that had been created right here in our own work room by Jeanne, our head designer. 

"If Park Avenue falls for that stuff," he declared, "we're what you call-sunk. Run over there, you and Valerie, and tell me what you see." In the main salon I found a group of mannequins also looking out at the new Ken Castle sign. 

"Ridiculous." The voice, husky and contemptuous, came from Celeste, our only real Parisian mannequin. She never quite got over her scornful resentment of my own pretenses, and curled her glittering, ruby-red claws every time I took a customer away from her. She was much more than just an ordinary mannequin. Paul sent her to Paris four times a year, and it was she who brought back our most exclusive designs. "Ridiculous or not," I shrugged, "take a look at the chauffeured limousines pulling up for the grand opening. Come on, Valerie, Paul wants us to go over there and tell him what we see."

And what we saw was a bit breathtaking even for blasé Fifty-seventh Street. It wasn't just ex-show girls and glamor queens Ken Castle had parading there in front of a silver curtain, but a group of society's loveliest debutantes. After we got over the shock of the glorified models, we were able to give attention to the designs themselves. Valerie and I both knew style and how it should be worn, and we realized just what we were looking at. "I don't believe it," Valerie gasped. "There aren't that many gorgeous gowns in the world!" "And look at the slogan," I whispered. A glittering banner stretched across the silver backdrop, with the words "STYLED AND MADE IN THE U. S. A." on it. After the incredible parade was over a man stepped to the center of the stage-a very young man, sleek, smiling and unmistakably American. "Just a few words to remind you," he began, "that this United States of ours spends twelve billion dollars every year on style. Twelve billion, remember, so why should America divide that neat little sum with foreign trade? We are showing exclusive designs which no couturier in Paris could duplicate for less than twice the amount you will pay right here in New York. It's fashionable to be thrifty, and ultra-smart to be American!" 

"My gosh!" Valerie whispered as we finally went outside. "He's got something there, and did you see those dames lapping it up?" 

"Do you suppose that was Ken Castle, himself?" I asked. "No, that was just the advertising chap who's been putting on all the ballyhoo, but he sure has 'em hypnotized." 

"I'll bet Jeanne's worried," I said, and ran upstairs to tell our head designer the bad news. Valiant Jeanne Mignard! There were over two hundred pounds of her now, and she no longer appeared in the front salon, but what a heart she had for beauty! Only a few of us here on the inside knew how often Latou and Paul reaped the credit for one of Jeanne's own designs. 

If it was Paul who had made me glamorous, it was Jeanne who had loved and mothered me ever since I had come to work here, who had shifted most of my burdens on her own broad shoulders, and had taught me how one woman's loyalty can stand between a girl and a whole world's heartbreak. I had no family of my own, and she kept me from making too much of a fool of myself over Paul Carties. Jeanne knew how I felt about him and tried to make me call my infatuation by its right name. "Mon Dieu!" she spat out when I told her of the Castle opening. "Do you know who young Castle's mother was? She came out of the sweat shops to open-how do you call it-a hole-in the-wall on East Fourteenth Street. But I don't like the look of it, ma Cherie." 

We tried to come back at that spectacular opening by staging our own opening, with extra stress on the "subtle nuance of the Parisian mode." It was then we had to face the fact that what Latou's lacked to put Jeanne's ideas across was cash. The firm of Latou had been darned near broke ever since this "Wear-America-First" campaign had started. It didn't help any at our opening when we saw the fair-haired campaigner, Castle's publicity man, looking on from the back of the salon. We knew what a poor show we were putting on compared to the glittering fanfare of the Castle display. Later that evening when Valerie and I were walking gloomily toward the apartment we shared, we had a sense of being followed. Just before we entered the lobby I wheeled sharply and came face to face with the Castle publicity man. He looked down into my angry eyes with what I'm sure he thought was an engaging grin. "Good evening," he began. "Do I imagine it," I cut him short, with my best French accent, "or have you been following us?" "Sure, why not? That's as good a way as any to see how a girl wears her clothes and carries her lovely little chassis. Just a matter of business, you know. I noticed you at our opening and again in the Latou salon. You happen to be the best model I've seen in New York." "So what?" I snapped. Valerie tugged at my sleeve but I paid no attention and she walked alone into the lobby. "We're going to need some new models," he went on, "and if you came over with us you could can that phony French accent. That ought to be a relief to a swell American kid like you. And you do realize, don't you, that Latou and his tricks are pretty well washed up?" The angry color flew to my cheeks and I swept past him into the lobby without a backward glance. It was right then that a fierce resentment against the whole Castle outfit flamed into life, bolstered by an even more fierce loyalty toward Paul Carties. Washed up, were we? We'd show him! And a "phony French accent" he had called this veneer of mine which Paul had so carefully built up. 

The resentment was still smoldering when Paul called me to his office again next morning. He was pacing the floor, his dark eyes haggard from lack of sleep. "We can't meet the Castle prices," he stormed, "and he's underselling us with better designs. Something has to be done." Не wheeled me around to face him, both hands gripping my shoulders. "What would it mean to you, ma petite, if the firm of Latou went to the wall, and our work together had to end?" I drew a sharp breath, and the touch of his hands sent the quick blood racing to my heart. 

"I wouldn't dare to think," I choked. 

"It hasn't been just a-job-to me. You know that." "I've thought sometimes," he went on, and drew me still closer, "that you, perhaps more than any of the others, have really loved me." 

"You know that I have, Paul," I declared. 

"And I owe everything in the world to you." 

I felt his hands tremble and he bent his head until his lips rested on mine. There was a faint smell of perfume in his hair and a trace of powder on his cheeks. I had dreamed that someday Paul might kiss me, yet when he did here in his office, I had a feeling of disappointment I couldn't quell. It was to have been such a different kiss, sweeping me off my feet, changing the world. I even had dreamed that someday he might ask me to share not only his work, but his whole life, that he would no longer see me just as a glorified mannequin he had created, but as a woman-beloved. In a way I can't explain, Paul did not seem really to be kissing me-the woman. Somehow it was still just the mannequin who must be made to feel, even more than she ever had before that she was one of his own creations. 

"Someone has to help me," he went on desperately, "and I wish it could be you." 

"There isn't anything you could ask, Paul," I cried out eagerly, "that I wouldn't try to do. You must know that." 

"I wonder-" He broke off and lifted my chin to look more deeply into my eyes. "Suppose I told you that I had decided to send you to Paris in Celeste's place?" "But Paul," I gasped, "I've always wanted to do that more than anything else in the world, and you never would let me-" 

"But this is-different. What I'm asking you to do will take a lot of trusting. Are you clever enough to do as you're told, and not ask too many questions, and keep your mouth shut if you find out too much?" 

I couldn't help the shiver of apprehension which ran through me, but quickly I raised my head. "I know I'll try to do whatever you ask me, Paul." 

He winced a little at that. "It's bad business, Chere, and one of these days I may seem to have let you down. But Ken Castle and the other New York stylists are making it impossible for me to afford the high duty on imported models. Yet Jeanne and I both need fresh inspiration, and we've got to get some new, original designs over here-the best way we can get -or close up." 

"You mean," I gasped, "we've got to smuggle the
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