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LOVE'S LABRINYTH

Jessica Hart



"I haven't seen anything of the nice girl you claorbe. How are you going
to persuade me?" Lefteris Markakis despised Engisls, and now

Courtney had stepped into his vendetta by intentbrgntertain tourists at
the Villa Athina -- which just happened to be owigd_efteris's arch rival,

but sited on Lefteris's land! Courtney didn't wemtieave Crete, but then
Lefteris came up with a surprising offer. Could sheandle being

housekeeper to this arrogant, infuriating but ummldi attractive man?
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CHAPTER ONE

THE car had slewed to a standstill at the edge ofstydwad, high in the
foothills of the White Mountains. Courtney blew tiwesps of light brown
hair off her forehead as she stood looking downthat deflated tyre in
despair. A puncture was all she needed!

The car had an oddly dejected look as it sank doveme corner. Courtney
knew exactly how it felt. She was hot and tired #&mse from clinging to

the steering-wheel as if sheer effort of will wemough to get her up the
mountainside.

Helplessly, she glanced up and down the roadlouty zigzagged emptily
up the hill and disappeared over the shoulder.c8hn&l hear the local bus
laboriously rounding the bend below her. There n@asise expecting any
help there. The driver had taken a perverse pleasure in luimipeaiong
ahead of her for the last forty minutes, moving o the middle of the
road whenever there was a slightest chance thansgiig be able to pass,
and in the end it had only been sheer desperdtairhaid given her the nerve
to risk putting her foot down. Much good it had dadmer! It was coming
towards her now, gathering speed after the torthairpin bend. Churning
up dust from the side of the road, it swept pastth a derisive blast of its
horn, and Courtney was left coughing and splutteiinits wake.

She sighed. Rubbing the dust from her eyes, shestbaround her. The

White Mountains certainly lived up to their name&eR in May, their jagged

peaks were still covered in snow, and below, thre bemestone crags were
bleached by the fierce Cretan light. High aboveplgasant coastal plain,
this was wild country, a land of myth and savagesfam. To Courtney, her
eyes accustomed to the soft green of England,atdstape had a harsh,
intractable beauty that appalled and fascinatedahéhne same time. The
light had an intense, timeless quality, and it wasy to imagine Crete's
high-booted brigands striding over these hills @arsh of freedom or

revenge.

It was very quiet up here. Courtney could hear beessing over the thyme
bushes and, far above her now, the sound of thatuhdous changing gear
as it rounded yet another bend in the road. Shequides alone, except for a



few goats browsing on the other side of the roldirtbells clanking in a
desultory way as they moved between the clumpag@é &ind holly- oak.
One of them stopped eating long enough to lifhéad and stare across at
her with uncomfortably intelligent eyes before @turn to its nibbling,
patently unimpressed.

Courtney was used to that sort of look. It was ttke one her parents had
given her when she had announced her intentioakaid a job in Crete for

the summer. In fact, she couldn't remember a timhernmanyone had been
anything other than unimpressed. She had growmapwikg that she wasn't
an impressive sort of person, certainly not whangared to her sister. Her
hair was an indeterminate shade of brown, her eyetreamy shade

somewhere between grey and blue. She had long amgptad that she

wasn't very clever, or very practical, or very adtive. She wasn't very
anything. She was just Courtney.

'I'm not looking my best," she excused hersellaud to the goat. 'lI've had a
hard day.' She had been travelling since six dictbat morning, and just
about everything that could go wromgd gone wrong. Her parents had
refused to say goodbye, the taxi hadn't turnedha@otrain had broken down,
the plane had been delayed and when she finallyedrin Heraklion she
had been shown a ramshackle car and told to dowvarfother four hours
along hair-raising roads in exactly the oppositeeation to the one she
wanted to go. And now a puncture!

After all that, it wasn't surprising that she lodka mess, she thought,
glancing ruefully down at her sweat-shirt and shotvoth limp and
irretrievably crumpled now. She had been glad ofshesatshirt on the air-
conditioned plane, but it had been far too hohim ¢ar, and she plucked at
the neck in a vain attempt to cool herself dowre Sbuld feel the sweat
trickling down her spine, and knew that if she ledkn the mirror her face
would be bright red, the wispy fringe sticking ddyno her forehead. Any
minute now, she would expire!

If only she had something on underneath, she caioigly take it off, but
she had always loathed wearing a bra, and she bauditly turn up topless to
her new job. Sheould change into something cooler, though, Courtney



suddenly realised. It wasn't as if there was anyonend to notice. Goats
didn't count.

There was a white sleeveless vest lying near ihetder case. She took it
out and laid it on the seat, ready to grab quidkigcessary. It would be just
her luck if a car appeared just as she was in tdleof changing, but when
she glanced up and down the road it was deserted.

The goat ignored her as she pulled her sweatskertlzer head with a sigh
of relief. Typical, Courtney thought with a wry deniShe could strip off all
her clothes and run around stark naked, and shédvatill go on being
ignored! She just didn't seem to be the kind of ggople—or goats
—noticed. She had a quiet, heart-shaped face with fones and big,
dreamy eyes. Not a face that anyone ever lookemktat, unless she smiled,
when people would blink and wonder why they hadenewoticed her
before.

She tried a smile on the goat, but it didn't haweeftfect. 'Be like that, then,'
she said, offended, and stuck out her tongue.

The slight breeze was bliss against her bare akith,she forgot the goat as
she stood for a moment, the sweatshirt clutchdetachest, looking down

the deserted valley and letting the sun glanceh&ffsmooth length of her

back. It felt so good that she was reluctant teecanp again, but at last she
dropped the sweatshirt and pulled on the vest.als light and cool and

comfortable, and she felt a little more capableaokling the tyre.

Hoisting the spare wheel out of the boot, Courtigdtyher spirits rise. This

was what she had come to Crete to do, to provesimatcould cope by
herself. Her parents were convinced that she wobeldome in a week, but
she would show them that she wasn't as hopelesvagone thought!

Changing the wheel was just the first challenge.

Fired with enthusiasm, Courtney bounced the wheetementally on the

ground, discovered that it was as flat, if nottégtthan the one with the
puncture and felt her confidence evaporate in disaseshe looked from one
wheel to the other and realised that she was sfutkt was what came of
being confident and enthusiastic! Tears of tiredrasd frustration pricked



her eyes and, unable for the moment to think ofrang more useful to do,
she kicked the wheel.

'Stupid, beastly, bloody car!’

'Kicking won't fix it," said a contemptuous voicehind her, and Courtney
spun round, shock catching the breath in her thevat alarm widening her
eyes.

A man was standing among the spiky maquis bushesanthe hillside rose
above the road. Appearing as if out of nowherewhe a dark, dramatic
figure. He carried a shotgun, cocked towards tloeige, and a knife was
stuck casually into his waistband. In his blacktsdund trousers tucked into
high boots, he was the embodiment of all the stastee had read about the
famous Cretan brigands, renowned as much for tlexioism as for their
ferocity and passion. All that was missing wasdhgki, the black kerchief
traditionally worn by Cretan men, the knots onfifirege symbolising tears
of mourning.

'‘Wher. , .wha. . .who are you?' Courtney stutteead] took a hasty step
backwards as he jumped lightly down on to the roeside her. He had a
dark, harsh- featured face with a hawk nose angthdeiss mouth, and an
aura of untamed toughness that made the hairemisiee back of her neck.
He seemed part of the wild, desolate mountains @adrtney's heart
thumped nervously. She thought he looked dark amgerous.

'My name is Lefteris Markakis,' the man said. Tl@ne meant nothing to
Courtney, but there was something so arrogant aheuvay he spoke that
she half wondered if she was supposed to recognise

She swallowed. Growing up in a safe, middle-clasglish world, she had
never had to face anything remotely menacing befanel now she felt
rather as if she had suddenly come face to fack aitiger. This man
—Lefteris Markakis —had the same quality of coiledwer, the same
dangerous presence.

'‘What are you doing with that gun?' she asked nmsiyo Her heart was
hammering against her ribs. Belatedly, she realibad he had spoken



perfect English with only the barest trace of aceat. It should have been
reassuring, she supposed, but his eyes were ddrkligparaging as they
looked her up and down, and she was left feelinghamg but reassured.
'‘And how do you speak such good English?' she adubed tense to

appreciate how irrelevant her question was.

Lefteris Markakis obviously did. 'l do a lot of basss in English,’ he said
with a sort of disdainful indifference that seentedyo naturally with his
arrogant expression. '‘And as for my gun,' he wentgéancing down at it,
'I've been out hunting —without much success, ascgm see.' A mocking
gleam lit his dark brown eyes. 'There is no neelde@larmeddespinis.|
may not care for English girls, but | don't makieadit of shooting them."

'How did you know | was English?' Courtney demandedfled by the
faintly contemptuous amusement in his eyes.

Lefteris nodded his head to where the goat wagistgron its hind legs to
nibble the lower branches of a thorn tree. 'l hgandtalking to that goat,' he
said, his tone leaving her in no doubt that hefbadd it hard to believe that
anyone could be so ridiculous.

Courtney flushed and shot an accusing look at tda¢ gs if it Were all its
fault that she had been caught acting like an ithetore she realised that if
he had heard her talking to the goat he must ase been her take off her
sweatshirt. Her flush deepened. 'You shouldn't larept up on me like
that!'

'‘Don't worry," said Lefteris with a sardonic lodkn not interested in your
body, delectable though it is. | knew you were kstgleven before you
opened your mouth. Only an English girl would stoiip in full view of
anyone passing and flaunt her body for the higbielster!"

'l wasn't flaunting myself!" Courtney protested idussly, squirming
inwardly at the idea of his eyes resting on henjpétbw dared he talk to her
like that? 'l was merely changing my top becausad hot. That's hardly
making a public spectacle of myself!



'It looked like it to me. | was walking across thikside here when | saw you
pull off your top and | was presented with a temgtiiew of your bare back
for some time. It was so perfectly done that | sa® you must have known
| was there," he said, not bothering to disguiseshorn.

'Of course | didn't!" said Courtney, scarlet withmrrassment. 'l thought |
was alone. | wouldn't have taken affythingif I'd known there was anyone
watching me.'

Lefteris Markakis was unimpressed by her vehemeéiben why did you
stand there for so long before you put on that pkitop?' His eyes rested on
her vest for a moment before travelling with anultisg lack of concern
down her slender legs. 'l don't know why you batkdeiTops like that are
meant to reveal as much as they are to concealt éney? Or is that why
you chose it?'

Horribly aware of her body burning beneath his g&murtney snatched up
her sweatshirt and clutched it protectively in frofher. 'l wasot,' she said
again, her voice shaking with anger and humiliatit¥that other reason
would | have for changing?'

You might have thought that you'd be more likelyget some assistance,
perhaps,’ he suggested bitingly. 'What man is gtindrive past a girl
wearing virtually nothing and begging for someoadix her car? English
girls don't seem to mind dressing indecently aridriofg up their bodies if
they think they can save themselves some moneyrtumiately for you, |
seem to be the only man around, and | can assurthgbl'm the last person
likely to fall for such obvious attractions, so yoould have saved yourself
the trouble.’

Courtney had been taken aback by the dislike anteogpt in his eyes, but
now her pride was fighting back. Who did Lefterigfidakis think he was?
'‘And | can assurgou' she retorted, 'that | couldn't care less whattnk!

| don't need a man to change the wheel any moreltheed a lecture about
my clothes from a rude, arrogant bully! I'm quitgable of dealing with my
own problems.’



Her face was pale with tiredness, although her tlaith come up and the
blue eyes flashed defiance, but Lefteris was unésged as his gaze swept
from the soft brown hair escaping from its plaitwild disarray to the
crumpled sweatshirt still clutched to her chestl an down slender legs to
her dusty sandals.

'You don't look like a very capable type to me,'shél. 'But no doubt that
appealing air of helpless innocence is carefullyivated?'

Courtney didn't know whether to laugh or explodéhviury. She was used
to people telling her that she wasn't very capablg, no one had ever
suggested that she might be clever enough to-lmgdtodeliberately! 'l was
about to change the wheel myself," she pointectolaly. 'l can't see that
there would have been any point in standing ardwung that some man
would come along and help me — especially not ii'san example of
how friendly the people are round here!".

Lefteris looked at her with hard eyes. 'If you wamtonvince me that you
can look after yourself, let's see you changetivat’

'l can't,’ said Courtney, biting her lip.

'l thought not! Now that you've made your claimifudependence, no doubt
I'm supposed to take pity on you and-offer to cleating wheel for you?'

"You're welcome to try if you think you can do amyg useful with two flat
tyres,' she said tartly and his dark brows drevetiogr in a frown.

"You mean you haven't got a spare?'

'I've got a flat one." Courtney gestured to theelihgng on the ground.
Lefteris laid his gun on the roof of the car andtite examine the tyre. Did
he think she didn't know a flat tyre when she sa@2Courtney wondered

crossly. He had an air of arrogant assurancerttitateéd and intimidated her
at the same time.



‘You certainly won't get very far on that,' he sattaightening. 'lt's very
unwise to set out on lonely roads like these with@wspare," he added
severely. 'Why didn't you check it before you left?

Courtney eyed him with resentment, surprised hen'hatcused her of
puncturing the tyre herself just so that she cauitap some unsuspecting
male into helping her! 'I've come straight from #ggort at Heraklion,' she
explained, conscious of how defensive she soundsteris reminded her a
little of her sister, Gjnny. Life didn't play nadtitle tricks on them; instead
they had it firmly under control. Ginny would neveave been caught
stripping off her clothes. She would have been wgaomething cool and
practical in the first place, and even if stegltaken off her top no one would
have come along to embarrass her. And she woutdiglgrhave checked
her spare wheel. Courtney suppressed a sigh.t'egsimed they would
have checked the car before they gave me the keys.'

'‘Assumptions are dangerous things," said Left&specially in Crete.'

‘It doesn't seem to stop you making an awful lochggumptions about me,’
Courtney pointed out sourly. Slumping against e she mopped her face
with the arm of the sweatshirt and blew at hergeinShe was hot and tired
and fed up and wished he would just go away sosiratcould have a good
cry in private.

‘That's because I've learnt about English girls hlaed way," he said,
retrieving his gun from the car. 'Where were yoadieg?'

‘A village called Agios Giorgios,' she said a &tdullenly. She would have
liked to tell him to mind his own business, butrtheras no point in cutting
off her nose to spite her face. 'Do you know it?"

'Of course.

Of course. He probably knew everything, Courtneyutiht with another
inward sigh. 'ls it near enough to walk?'

'‘No." Lefteris studied the slender, drooping figbsethe car. 'Not for you,
anyway. It's over the top of the hill and at thediad of the next valley. You



don't look as if you could walk as far as the néeind,’ he added
bluntly."She certainly didn't feel as if she cowdlk anywhere. Courtney's
eyes darkened to grey in dismay as she looked dosvmalley to where the
road snaked into the distance, still and utterlpgmShe might be here all
night if she waited for a lift.

'It looks as if I'm going to have to walk anywaghe said, pushing herself
upright with an effort. 'l can't stay here forever.

'My car is parked on a track down there.' Left@iged his head down the
hill as he shifted the gun under his arm. "You'ddseeome with me.'

Hardly the most gracious offer Courtney had eveeireed! 'I'd rather walk,’
she refused, equally rudely. 'I'd hate to think tlodlured you into giving me
a lift after all you've had to say about EnglisHgd

'Oh, don't worry, I'm under no illusions about ydwe said. 'I'm not at all
susceptible to your charms, in spite of your veryting striptease!'

‘Then why bother offering me a lift?’

'If 1 thought there was any alternative to leaviygu here all night, |

wouldn't. As it is, | don't seem to have much ckoiccan hardly abandon
you here, even if you are English, and who knowse®tAer more gullible

fool might come along and give you a lift eventyadind | wouldn't wish an
entanglement with an English girl on anyone. Asteayou come with me

there's no risk of my getting involved with you.'

'‘Charmingly put!" said Courtney, white with ang#&iou can keep your lift,
Mr Markakis. I'd rather walk all night than acceptything from you!'

Stuffing her sweatshirt defiantly back into hertsase, she dragged it out of
the car, snatched the keys out of the ignition,setdff up the road without
a backward glance.

Her suitcase was very heavy and the hill was stegpshe refused to look
back to see what Lefteris was doing. He was unsabifg rude and
unbearably arrogant! How dared he talk to herthiea? Fury carried her the



first hundred yards, but after that she begandg #nd she put her case
down for a rest while she wiped her face with thekbof her hand.

The road was dry and dusty, and on either side ptuai yellow-headed
sage and prickly hollyoak seemed to be flourishingthe barren soll
between the rocky outcrops. She could hear thedidledroning among the
herbs, and there was an occasional faint clank fileengoats who had
moved further down the hill, but otherwise all vlent.

Risking a glance over her shoulder, Courtney save#n looking abandoned
by the roadside below her, but Lefteris had goreehild obviously decided
to leave her to it.

Well, good! The last thing she wanted was to beolzn tohim!

Still, he might have tried a little harder to pexda her. He had seen how
tired she was, and he knew even better than shibaidhe was unlikely to
get another lift. Courtney looked up the hill irsgair. Would she ever make
it to Villa Athina? All she wanted now was for thiky to be over. She
imagined herself arriving at long last at a ne&aw little villa with a
gushing shower and a soft bed. If only she coutdhgwe, everything would
be all right, she told herself. Picking up hersaste once more, she toiled on
up the hill.

Puffing and panting with effort, she had stoppeitéwmore before she
heard the car behind her. She looked round eadehmng that her luck had
changed at last. A very smart four-wheel-drive swepnd the bend below
and roared up the hill towards her, but her fatlenmieen she saw who was
sitting behind the wheel.

The car stopped right beside her. 'You may as gedllin,' said Lefteris,
coming round to pick up her suitcase and thrown ithe back next to her
spare wheel. 'Pride won't be much comfort to yoemwk gets dark and
you're still walking.'

Courtney eyed him with hostility. Look at him, tagicharge of her suitcase
and justassumingthat she would fall on his neck with gratitude! @
other hand, what was the point of plodding on fours when he could get



her there in a few short minutes? Villa Athina atsl comfortable bed
beckoned temptingly as she hesitated, chewingipeAs if to emphasise
the point, her stomach rumbled, reminding hershathadn't eaten since the
-miserly meal on the plane. Someone from Disco@mte might have left
some food at the villa for her. . .

Lefteris was holding open the passenger door withkatourtesy, his eyes
gleaming with sardonic amusement as he watchecde pgottling with
temptation in her expression.

'‘Well?' he said. 'Are you coming or not?'

Temptation won. Courtney cast him a look of disldseshe climbed stiffly
into the car. There was no need for him to lookf &® was enjoying her
humiliation quite so much!

She settled back into her seat with reluctant agpgtien. She didn't know
very much about cars, but this one was obviousty eemfortable, very
powerful and very expensive. Courtney stole a say@nNook at Lefteris as
he got into the driver's seat. He was dressechfontountains, but he was
obviously much more than a simple hunter. She wattevhat sort of
business he was in. Her only clues were that it evédently profitable, at
least to judge by this car, and he clearly didrakenhis money by charm!
She found her eyes resting on the implacable liresanouth and she gave
a small shiver. Whatever he did, she was sure Iseuitarly ruthless about
it.

He started the engine and the big car pulled snhpotlt on to the rough

road. It powered up the hill, swinging easily rodhd tight bends. It was big
enough to push anything out of its way, Courtneyutfht, remembering

how she had crept around every hairpin bend ihdear, her hands slippery
on the steering- wheel, too terrified to overtahe bus. Lefteris drove as if
he owned the road. No doubt the bus driver wouletimoved smartly over

for him!

'I'm Courtney Shelbourne," she introduced herselineardly when he made
no move to break the rather tense silence.



His dark eyes flickered over her. 'How very Englisie mocked. 'Tell me,
are you as English as your name, Courtney Shelledurn

'l suppose that depends on what you think the Emgire like," she said
cautiously, and he gave a harsh laugh.

'My experience of English girls suggests that teeytreacherous,
promiscuous, immoral gold-diggers who are quitenstlass about what
they'll do and who they'll use to get what they twan

'I'm not like that!"" Courtney protested, taken abbyg the bitterness in his
voice.

'‘Oh? Whatare you like, then?"

Courtney shrugged helplessly and stared out ofvthdow. She knew what
her parents would say: shy, stupid, muddled, hggblenadequate. 'There's
nothing special about me. I'm just. . .ordinary.’

She was very conscious of Lefteris beside her. B@ & dark, vibrant

presence that could never, ever be called orditdgydrove with his hands
relaxed on the steering-wheel, but there was ngudisg the latent power
in his body or the strong, striking lines of higéaHis hair was black and
thick and the hawk nose gave him a fierce, proo#t tbat was emphasised
by that ruthless mouth. Courtney jerked her eyeayadust looking at it

gave her a strange feeling in the pit of her stdm&he hoped it was just
hunger.

'Do you really think an ordinary girl would takef dkr clothes in public?' he

asked scathingly. 'A Greek girl certainly wouldibtit you obviously have

different standards of behaviour in England.'Coeytgave an exasperated
sigh. If only she had kept that wretched sweatshirand stayed hot! 'You

obviously have different standards of welcomingsgiers here, too," she
snapped. 'l hope everyone in Agios Giorgios ishfriandly as you!

'What difference will it make to you?' he retort&dou won't be here long
enough for it to matter how friendly people aretehfa few hours, you'll be
like all the others, pining for bars and nightclaosl all the other attractions



you seem to need to make your holiday completévd gou a day before
you turn round and head back for the coast!"

'I'm not on holiday," said Courtney in a frosty @i 'I've come to work in
Agios Giorgios. I'll be here all summer, cooking Wlla parties.'

At least she had the satisfaction of surprising. s straight dark brows
shot up.Villa parties? In Agios Giorgios? It's miles off the touristak&

'It's being promoted as a place for people who waget away from it all.’
Courtney looked out over the empty hills and reéidcthat they would
certainly be coming to the right place. 'The whmd@t is that there won't be
any other tourists around. Our guests will be peapho want to walk or
paint or look for wild flowers without worrying abbshopping or cooking
in such an isolated place. That's what I'll be ¢hfar." She hoped she
sounded more confident than she felt. She coul# esthat was one thing
shecould do—but she was nervous about having to act adyaljobtess.
Her parents' dinner parties always left her tongeg-and stammering.

'It sounds very unlikely," said Lefteris caustigalle glanced at her and then
at the wild hills, and shook his head. 'l don't gim& that Agios Giorgios is
quite what you had in mind when you decided to cam€rete for the
summer?"

'‘No." Courtney brooded, remembering her dismay asdvery Crete's
representative in Heraklion had handed her thekegs. 'You're to go to
Villa Athina in Agios Giorgios," he had said, shogiher a map and
pointing to the end of a long, very wiggly line ¢i#ag up into the White
Mountains.

'‘But that's over in the west!" Courtney had pratestThey promised me at
the interview that | would definitely be sent twila near Knossos! This
Agios Giorgios is at the other end of the island!

The rep had shrugged. 'Sorry, love. There's nothoan do about it. All |

know is that I've got instructions to send you aare. The villa is owned
by one of Discovery Crete's partners, so if a gajed Nikos Papadakis
turns up, make sure you're nice to him!" He hadsti@ll his papers back in



the file and tossed Courtney the map. 'Agios Gawgsn't actually marked
on the map, but if you follow that road you can'sésrt." He had smiled with
grim humour. 'lt's the end of the road.'

It was also miles from all the Minoan sites thau@oey had come so far to
see. She sighed. 'l thought I'd be going to a villaastern Crete," she told
Lefteris.

‘That would make more sense," he agreed. 'You Wodany bright lights
in Agios Giorgios. The resorts on the east haverfare opportunities for a
girl like you.' His eyes swept disparagingly over west and shorts once
more. 'At least you'd be dressed more appropridtele. In Agios Giorgios
we prefer women to dress with a little more modésty

Courtney flushed and folded her arms defensivefyant of her. She hoped
the other inhabitants of Agios Giorgios weren'ti@slerant as Lefteris
Markakis. His disgust was somewhat ironic, she ghowryly. Ginny had
always despaired over her old-fashioned dress sansesing her of being
dowdy and unadventurous. It just went to show #egt could never win!
She glanced down at herself, wondering what LeftBrund to object to.
Her top was sleeveless, it was true, but it wadlip@mdecent, and her shorts
were made of a soft, loose cotton that came altodstr knees. They looked
shorter now that she was sitting down, exposingeatgr length of thigh
than she would have liked, and she tugged at theraitiously.

They had reached the shoulder of the hill at 2stirtney didn't like to think
how long it would have taken her to walk with hase. Perhaps it was
worth putting up with Lefteris's snide comments $ach an easy ride, she
decided. Instead of leading on up the hill, astsdehalf expected, the road
ran down into a valley, wedged, green and lushwéen the barren hills and
the soaring heights of the White Mountains, whéeedarkly dotted pines
soon gave way to gaunt grey rock and snow.

Below them, the road swept around the curve of#hley. At the far end, a
gorge petered out into a riverbed overhung witbdrd& he river divided two
villages, one perched high among the pines, theralinging to the sunny
hillside, overlooking a spread of olive groves andes and apparently
ignoring the bleak hillside that loomed behind it.



That's Agios Giorgios,' said Lefteris, an unexpéctete of affection in his
voice, and Courtney glanced at him sharply, womgdesuddenly if there
might not, after all, be a much warmer and nicenrhaneath that harsh
veneer. The next moment, she decided that she éewl miistaken as his
brows drew together once more in a suspicious frown

'l don't know anyone in Agios Giorgios who's ldtause for the summer,' he
said thoughtfully. 'Are you sure you've come tofiigat place?’

'Of course I'm sure!" said Courtney indignantlyd De think she had driven

all this way just for the fun of it? She dug in hag for the instructions the

rep had given her. 'I've even got a map of thegél Look, it says here:

Villa Athina, Agios —' She broke off with a stardlery as Lefteris stamped

on the brakes and the big car practially stood®onase. 'What's the matter?’
she gasped as she was jolted back into her seat.

He didn't answer, but snatched the paper fromihgefs, staring down at it
unbelievingly before crushing ft in his hand witlviaious exclamation in
Greek. Courtney was glad she didn't understanihé.blazing anger in his
eyes was clear enough and she quailed as he tomieer.

'Is this a joke?'

‘A j-joke?' she stammered. 'Of course not! Why artheshould it be a joke?"

'It's certainly not a very funny one," he said dyinThe paper had crumpled

into a little ball in his hand, but he retrievetbitspread it out on the steering-
wheel as he frowned down at it. 'Discovery Créte fead the heading in an

ominously cold voice. 'Who are they?'

'It's the company I'm working for," she said hegitg completely unnerved
by his strange reaction. 'What is it? What's wrong?

'Villa Athina is set right in the middle of my preqy, that's what's wrong!'
he snarled.

She gaped at him. 'But it can't be your house¢libigs to —'



‘Nikos Papadakis,' Lefteris finished for her. '"Yidelongs to him.' There
was no inflexion at all in his voice, but somethimgthe way he stared
through the window as he said the name sent adiwh Courtney's spine.
His fingers were gripping the steering-wheel sdnttig that the knuckles
showed white, and she edged away from the mendts axpression.

'l don't understand,’ she said helplessly. 'Dida‘tell you that he was going
to let the house?'

He turned in his seat to look at her with savageerapt. 'Nikos Papadakis
has the best of reasons for not telling me, asmyast know."l don't know
what you're talking about!

'Really? Don't you think that innocent air is ratbgerdone? You seem to
know all about Nikos owning the house and | fintlatd to believe that he
would pass up the chance of letting you in on iktie [joke. What would be

the point of it otherwise? He must have known #easoon as | found out
that | had an English girl planted on my doorstepotto mention the

prospect of endless parties of tourists trampirsg pey terrace every day —I
would put a stop to the whole thing, which is jw$iat |amgoing to do.'

'Put a stop to it?' Courtney echoed, completelfidthby now. 'What do you
mean?"

'l mean that neither you nor anybody else will persling the summer on
my property.'

'‘But you've just admitted that the house doestdirigeto you,' she protested.
"You shouldn't have sold it if you didn't want angoelse to use it.’

'l didn't sell it. One of your compatriots was resgible for that. She was
another innocent-looking English girl with a heaftpure steel, another of
Nikos's little accomplices who didn't care whom bBhet so long as she got
what she wanted.' Lefteris tossed the paper disrelgsnto her lap and put
the car into gear once more. 'Well, it's not gaimdhappen again. I'm not
going to have another English girl flaunting hefrsal front of me all
summer.’



'l wouldn't worry about that," snapped CourtneyouYe the last man I'd
want to flaunt myself at! Otherwise, you'll justvieato get used to me, I'm
afraid. I'm not going to be intimidated out of &.jdhe villa is booked solid
until October, and | intend to stay until the lgaests have left.’

'l wouldn't count on it," he said, a tight look abbis mouth. 'If you think I'm
going to let you and Nikos traipse through my gisiall summer, you've
another think coming!

"You won't be able to do anything about it," shented with a bravado she
was far from feeling. 'I'm here now.’

‘Not for long, Courtney Shelbourne’ said Leftensimously as he swung the
car round a hairpin bend. 'Not for long.’



CHAPTER TWO

COURTNEY glared mutinously through the window as they svgeptn the
hill and through the olive groves. The trees wemarlpd and black, the
undersides of their leaves rippling silver-whitetle breeze, and the grass
below blurred with wild flowers, but she was blital the beauty of the
scene.

The arrogance of the man was unbelievable! Diceh#yrexpect her to turn
round and meekly go home just because he didn't imarwalking through
his garden? And all because she was English! Heoheibusly had a bad
experience with an English girl before now, but Wes any reason to take it
out on her? she thought resentfully. It had takést af courage for her to
come to Crete for this job, but she might have kmdkat things wouldn't
turn out as she had hoped. She had had a pleasage iof a summer in a
quiet little villa with a sunny terrace and jolhypspitable neighbours, but the
dream faded rapidly as she glanced at the mangitim-faced beside her.
Lefteris Markakis clearly had no intention of bewither jolly or hospitable.
Courtney sighed. It was just her luck to land hiéisethe middle of some
vendetta!

She fully expected him to turf her out of the cdrew they got to Agios

Giorgios, but instead he drove through the villagel stopped outside a
cluttered workshop. Several motorbikes in varidages of stripping stood
propped in the road, and a mechanic with the rededdures and curly hair
of a Greek statue was tinkering with the engina béttered van.

'I'll explain,’ said Lefteris curtly, getting ouf the car. 'You stay there.' He
lifted the spare wheel out of the back as the m@cheame towards him,

wiping his hands on an oily rag and they plungetb ian animated

discussion.

Ignoring his instruction, Courtney got out of ttee,adetermined to assert her
independence. She was quite capable of organisirtgef own spare wheel
to be fixed! She pulled her phrase book out ofdagr and began looking up
the word for puncture, before she realised thavatdd only make herself
look ridiculous. Lefteris was clearly explainingall much more fluently
that she ever could, even in English, and she endesdanding awkwardly



to one side and trying to look assertive — and oobd failing miserably,
she added glumly to herself. It was hard to lookifpee and capable when
your hair was falling out of its plait and you wéoaging for a shower.

The mechanic kept glancing at Courtney and grinrfaig wished she were
wearing her sweatshirt again. She was sure Leftesstelling him all about
how he had found her talking to goats and teariitper clothes. Sticking
her nose in the air, she sought refuge from heragrabsment behind an
expression of intense haughtiness.

'Give Sifis your keys,' commanded Lefteris, turntagher at last. 'I've told
him what's happened. He's going to fix both thedyand he'll bring the car
up to you some time tomorrow.'

'‘Bring the car up to mevhere&' she asked, half relieved at having the
problem sorted out so easily, half resentful atwlag he had taken matters
so entirely out of her hands.

He looked at her as if she was an idiot. 'To VAkhina, of course. That's
where you seemed so determined to stay a few nsimgfe, isn't it?'

'‘Well, yes, but from the way you were carrying othbught you were
prepared to bar the door against me!

He gave an exasperated sigh. 'l certainly intengutoa stop to the idea of
the house being used forvisitors, but | can haty you out with nowhere
to go--'

'Big of you!" she snapped, and his eyes narrowed.
"The house belongs to Nikos Papadakis, so youtagmustil he comes to tell
you you'll have to go. | don't think that will beny long. In the meantime, |

suggest you let Sifis have your keys.'

Courtney handed them over with grudging thanks.u™o being very
helpful for someone determined to get rid of me@mn as possible.’



‘The sooner you have you car, the sooner you e Jehe said bluntly and
got back into the car. 'I'll be even more helpfudl é&ake you right to the villa.
Now that Sifis has seen you, you'll be associatihl nve for as long as you
stay in the village. Unfortunately, that means h'ttabandon you in the
middle of the village.’

'No wonder you wanted me to stay in the car!" she sullenly. 'l suppose
you're just giving me a lift to save your reputaftd

"You should be glad of it,' he said, turning theitign key. ‘It would be a
long trek with a heavy case, but you can get odtveaik if you really want
to.'

Courtney cast him a look of dislike. If she madess, she was sure he was
quite capable of dumping her with her case. 'l magwell make use of
you,' she said haughtily, and his lips tightened.

'l wouldn't expect anything else of an English.girl

He stopped suddenly around the next bend as timeg op behind a bent old
lady, dressed entirely in black with a black keetlwovering her head. She
was stumping down the road after a straggle ofydalstep, but she turned at
the sound of the car and gave a gap- toothed gralmarecognised Lefteris,
who leant out of his window to speak to her.

The old lady had a seamed brown face, and her lelgek were sharp with
interest as they flickered over Courtney. She thikelubly, wheezing and

cackling with laughter, raising her gnarled handslapping them over her
heart in such a dramatic gesture that Courtneyeslisine could understand
what was being said.

Lefteris listened courteously and then, quite ueetgdly, he smiled.
Courtney felt as if her senses had been givenetrél/ing jolt. Unprepared
for the way his smile lit the dark, harsh face withrmth and charm, the
breath caught in her throat, and she had to tadteagp gasp to get herself
breathing again. It was only a smile, for heavealke! Somehow she had
expected him to have a cold, ruthless smile, bwbgn't like that at all. His
cheeks creased with humour, his teeth gleamed tewagy white in his



dark face. She couldn't see what his eyes weregb#eause he was looking
at the old lady; she wondered what it would be ifkee smiled like that at
her.

Chance would be a fine thing, she reminded hersigfhad made it very
clear what he thought of English girls. A smile whs last thing she could
expect from him. Suppressing a tiny sigh, she gézedigh the window at
the sheep, who had wandered off the road into likesoand were happily
browsing knee-deep in flowers, and wondered who wiuat —had given

him such a dislike. There must be some reason whwds so prejudiced. . .

‘Courtney?’

Courtney jerked her attention back to Lefteris wkas looking at her in a
peculiar way. 'This is Dimitra," he said reluctgnénd she had no doubt that
it hadn't been his idea to make the introductiommi®a beamed and
nodded.

'Yiassou,' Courtney greeted her cautiously. It wae of the few Greek
words she knew but it seemed to have the rightcefleimitra seemed
absolutely delighted with her fluency.

'Yiassou!'she beamed. Patting Lefteris's arm, she said samgetwvith a
cackle and stepped back from the window with al fiveve.

'What did she say?' Courtney asked curiously asdhave off.

There was a tiny pause. 'She thinks you're verityprée said eventually,
and Courtney's jaw dropped.

'‘Me? Pretty?' she asked blankly.
'Oh, very good!" he sneered. 'You must have beaetiping that artless look
for months! Next you'll be telling me that no onashever told you that

you're pretty before!

No one ever had. No one had ever noticed her, &dtto her sister. Ginny
was blonde and beautiful with perfect skin, perfiecttures, perfect teeth



and perfect green eyes. Who would spare a glamegadasy hair and a pair
of dreamy eyes when they could be staring at that?

'‘Some people might find your wide-eyed look atixest Lefteris conceded
in a disparaging tone when she said nothing.

"You obviously don't,’ she said, finding her tongaiéast.

He glanced at her and then back at the road riil@dong time ago that the
prettiest faces hide the hardest of hearts,' liecaatly.

A mile or so out of the village, he turned off #a@mac and on to a rough
track which led through more olive groves then wamd up towards the
hills once more. The car lurched slowly over thes until they came to a
halt by a high wall built of dry, honey-colouredse. Courtney was puzzled
until Lefteris opened a heavy wooden gate and gestoer through it.

It was like stepping into an oasis. A long, lowgfit of stone steps curved
through hibiscus and oleander to a long terracdeshay fresh new vines
and bougainvillaea. It was hard to distinguish mo€hhe house behind
them, or through the fruit trees that stretched midvom the terrace.
Courtney recognised oranges and lemons, figs andrals, pomegranates
and mulberries. The effect was lush and green, @ quiet, an
unexpected contrast to the craggy hillside risiagibd.

'It's lovely!" she said, quite forgetting her artaigm as she clasped her
hands together in delight and smiled. This wasféarpetter than the little
villa she had imagined for herself. 'l had no ideaould be like this!

A strangely arrested look had come into Leftergass at her smile, but his
expression hardened again as he looked back aptise. 'l wouldn't have
thought it was your kind of place. | have it on thest authority that it's
unutterably boring here. It's too quiet, too isethttoo far from all the bright
lights,' he said, his face twisting as he rementhere

'‘But it's perfect!" said Courtney, shocked thatareycould dislike such a
beautiful place. 'I'm going to love it.’



‘Not if | can help it," he said flatly. "This is nmpuse. Athina is over there.'

He pointed through the fruit trees to ar old stbhoase which stood at right
angles to his. Compared to Lefteris's lovely hoitskead an unmistakably
neglected air, sad and unwelcoming, and Courtiegdst sank. Was this the
bright little villa she had been dreaming about?

Lefteris was watching the disappointment on hee faith dour satisfaction,
and she made an effort to pull herself togethdr—ler —go and settle in,
then,’ she said, hoping that she sounded moreym#ian she felt.

She bent to pick up her case and set off throughrdes, only to turn as
Lefteris called her name. 'Courtney?"

'Yes?'

'l shouldn't bother unpacking, if | were you.'

Inside, Villa Athina smelt dank and musty, as if ane had opened a
window for years, and the dim glow of erraticallgged electric bulbs only
served to highlight the gloom. Courtney explored tiouse in growing

dismay. The uneven stone floors were so thick ditst that she left a trall
of footsteps as she wandered from one cheerlesstmthe next. The house
had been cleverly extended at the back to inclivderfew bedrooms and a
bathroom, but they all had a forlorn, unlived-iroko and in the end she
carried her suitcase to a small room above thadiarea. It had a heavy
wooden wardrobe that smelt damp, but she hung ugldthes anyway, just
to spite Lefteris, and made up the bed with sontieeramouldy-looking

sheets. The shower, with a little perseverancejymed a miserly trickle of

water and Courtney felt fresher, if not much cleanéen she had finished.

Afterwards, she went to sit in the depressing ldatchand tried not to think
about how hungry she was. She had investigateftittye and every drawer
and cupboard she could find, but no one had thosigatmight welcome
something to eat when she arrived. In fact, if dlitbok as if anyone had
thought about her arriving at all.



She looked at her watch. It was nearly nine o'cl&ie was exhausted, but
now that she had started thinking about food shewkthat she wouldn't
sleep. It was too dark to read, too cold to slit 8he got up and went out on
to the terrace, hoping to take her mind off hemstoh, but it was even worse
out there. The lights from Lefteris's house spilbedl warm and welcoming
through the orange trees, and the appetising saietooking wafted
tantalisingly towards her. Courtney sniffed envigusucky Lefteris, who
had someone to cook him a delicious meal tonight.

Did she dare go over and ask him for somethingt®d e

Once the idea had popped into her head, it was ssiple to dislodge.
Courtney told herself she would rather starve @&l efteris Markakis for
anything, but her stomach kept reminding her hovelmbetter she would
feel once she had eaten. Was her pride so impadder? He could hardly
refuse if she asked for a piece of bread and aoeasof coffee, could he?

Courtney dithered, chewing her thumb, until the Isrok cooking lamb
became too much to bear. Her mind abruptly madesh,ran inside to
change. Mindful of Lefteris's scathing comments wbber unsuitable
clothes, she pulled on a loose, soft green skatt fisll almost to her ankles
and a demure white shirt. Dragging on a dun-colbucardigan, she
splashed water over her face and brushed out heuh@ it bounced in
thick, shiny waves to her shoulders. Ginny woulwh up her hands in
horror at her dowdy appearance, but at least Lefterisgddoardly accuse
her of flaunting herself now!

Squaring her shoulders, she walked back througkraitdrees. At the foot
of the steps up to his terrace, she hesitatedidéyupervous, until a rumble
of hunger propelled her up the steps. The worstlé& do was say no, after
all.

She cleared her throat and knocked at the door.athest lost her nerve
again as she listened to the sound of footsteistheam Lefteris opened the
door. He had changed. Instead of the black brigaodstume, he wore
beautifully tailored trousers and a pale shirt thatde him look urbane and
sophisticated without diminishing his aura of rawsetulinity. Unprepared



for this change of image, Courtney couid only stardim, the carefully
prepared speech drying on her lips.

For a split-second surprise and something elsedlar his eyes as he looked
back at her, and then the more familiar expressfomocking hostility
dropped back into place.

"Well, well," he drawled. 'To what do | owe the gdeire? Or can | guess?'

'l was wondering. . .if it's not too much trouhlewhether you could let me
have something to eat?' Courtney said, stammeriititeaand wishing that
she had decided to stay hungry after all. 'l didnttg anything with me, and
there doesn't seem to be any food in the house.'

'I'm not surprised. No one's been inside it forrgeale frowned, and then
stood back to gesture her inside. 'You'd betterecmmYou've timed it very
well," he said with an edge of sarcasm. 'I'm aboeat myself.'

'l don't want to disturb you,' she said hastilyedRy, if | could just have a
piece of bread, that would be fine.'

'Don't tell me you went to all the trouble of chamggjust for some bread?'

'l didn't want you to think | was trying to seduteut of you," she snapped
back. That surface sophistication was no more Hraair; underneath he
was just as unpleasant as before.

His eyes swept over her, coldly assessing. "Ydalrenore likely to have
success looking as you do now, | can assure you.'

Courtney's temper snapped. She had had enoughftefiteMarkakis! It
was stupid of me to come. | thought you might bspitable enough to let
me have something to eat, but obviously | was wiforgr eyes were a
stormy grey, and her face vivid with unexpectedearags she turned to go,
but he seized her wrist and brought her up short.



His hand was very strong and warm against her $lon.a moment they
both looked down at the brown fingers claspinggeder arm, and then he
released her slowly.

'l haven't refused you anything to eat," he saglehes still narrowed as if in
surprise at her expression. 'You will share my meal

'l don't want to share your meal,’ said Courtnél,csoss and shaken by the
jolt of response at the feel of his hand on her.arm

‘Nevertheless, you will eat with me.' Lefteris wadkto the end of the hall
and shouted something down the corridor. A cheeelsponse floated back.
'Katina will lay the table for two," he said to Gtmey with the arrogant
assurance that so riled her.

She hesitated, half tempted to tell him what hddcdo with his meal, but
the thought of a good meal held her tongue. Judgyrthe appetising smells
coming from the kitchen, it would be hot and delis and there was no
point in starving herself on a point of principating at his table didn't
mean she had iike the man, did it?

When he opened a double door into a sitting-rodm,made up her mind
and walked past him with her head held high. It av&sge room, divided by
a dramatic stone arch, with a beamed ceiling dfabalaid with cool stone
flags. The rough plaster walls were painted a wsdiite, toning with the
long, luxurious sofas that were covered in a méssshions in the palest of
pastels.

Determined to be unimpressed by such obvious amcpatted luxury,
Courtney perched on the edge of one of the sof@dsrid to find something
to dislike about the room. Low wooden Turkish ceffables, antique chests
and massive terracotta pots were effectively jussad with modern
paintings and several spectacular lamps, the wéftdet was one of stylish
elegance. The only thing she disliked in it, Coeytalecided, was the man
now handing her a tiny glass of colourless liquidooked like water, but
smelt like pure alcohol, and when she took a castgip it burned down her
throat like brandy, making her cough.



She looked down at the glass as if it had bittem 'his raki," said Lefteris,
who had been watching her in speculative sileticehbuld warm you up,
not that you seem to need much warming when yoas é&gash like that.
You look quite different when you're angry," he wem almost thoughtfully,
and then addedabruptly, Tell me, why did you detidstay after all?’

'I'm hungry,' said Courtney frankly, and was asthad to see a gleam of
amusement light his face. He didn't actually snbigt, there was a definite
curl to his mouth and a deepening of the creadeisrcheek, and for a
moment she felt strangely breathless. She toog afdier drink.

‘That's honest, at least," he said, but then #etiflg amusement died from
his eyes. 'Or seems so. You look very demure gitiirere, all clean and
well-scrubbed in your soft clothes. Can you reblyas honest and innocent
as you seem?'

'Yes,' she said baldly, annoyed by the way heresegsivered wherever his
eyes rested on her. 'I've told you, I'm just anrag/ girl. I've come out here
to cook because | want to spend the summer in Ofébat could be more
innocent that that?'

'If you were as innocent as you claim to be, youldo't have anything to do
with a man like Nikos Papadakis,’ he said.

Courtney ventured another sip of raki. It was éelyavarming, as he had
said, and made her feel much braver than she wuaartdally. ‘It sounds to
me as if all he's doing is letting out his own heushe pointed out. 'l don't
see how you can object to that.'

‘You've seen for yourself how close the housesTdrere's no way anyone
can get to Villa Athina without walking right pasty terrace, and | don't
intend to have my privacy invaded all summer —ipalarly not by hordes

of English tourists.’

'Why on earth did you sell the villa if you didaant anyone else living so
close to you?"



'l didn't sell it. | gave it away to my brotheréfteris's eyes were suddenly
very hard. 'It was his wife who sold it to Nikosftxe she went back to
England. She was the kind of girl who enjoyed istiyiup trouble. | warned
Christos not to marry an English girl —I had thestbef reasons to distrust
them, after all —but he wouldn't listen.’

His face was bitter and Courtney was relieved wKatma, his big, smiling
housekeeper, announced that dinner was ready, estebired them into a
large dining-room, as simple and stylish as thé aéthe house. Courtney
sat next to Lefteris, at one end of a long refgctable, unable to decide
whether she would have felt more uncomfortable waed at the other end
than in the enforced intimacy of sitting by hisesid

She peeped at him under her lashes, wondering ehydd alone in all this
luxury. He must be in his late thirties, she esteda obviously rich,

obviously successful. It seemed odd that he dichve a wife. It wasn't as if
he was physically repulsive. No, Courtney admitteldctantly to herself.

With that dark, fierce face and commanding presdmecgas dangerously
attractive.

What had he meant when he said he had the besasdms for distrusting
English girls?

She told herself she couldn't care less if he whtddump her with every
other English girl he'd ever met. He was stupidisejydiced and
unreasonable, but it wasn't her problem. At le&st meal was worth
surrendering her pride for, she thought as sheetlighto a plate of vine
leaves, stuffed with rice, raisins and pine kernelad served with
deliciously creamy yoghurt.

'How did you find Villa Athina, apart from empty &od?' asked Lefteris,
maliciously observing how hungrily she ate. 'Nottguvhat you were
expecting?'

'It'll be all right when it's cleaned,' said Cowyn lifting her chin. She was
determined not to let him know how despondent sheé telt as she'd
explored the house.



'l wouldn't bother, if | were you." He poured heglass of wine. 'l meant
what | said about not letting this idea of Nikagisany further. Quite apart
from anything else, it's not a suitable place. Yamd any unsuspecting
tourists Nikos has duped into paying good moneyldvba much better off

in the east. You told me yourself that you'd ratieethere. There's plenty of
nightlife around Agios Nikolaos.'

Courtney laid down her fork. 'l don't want nighlif she said. 'The only
reason | wanted to be in the east is to be nelaeevlinoan sites.'

'Minoan sites?' Lefteris stopped in the act ofridthis glass to his lips and
his dark brows shot up.

'l want to be an archaeologist,’ she confessed.

To her chagrin, his mouth twitched. 'How very ualik' He studied her as if
for the first time, surprise and an unfamiliar gliaf interest in his
expression. The shine of her hair reflected thietlas it fell softly around
her face and her eyes were a peculiarly intensdeskamewhere between
blue and grey as they stared back at him with ria@e a hint of challenge.
'l wouldn't have taken you for an academic type.'

I'm not, really,’” Courtney admitted. 'lI've alwaysanted to study the

Minoans, ever since | first read all those legeabdeut Theseus and the
Minotaur and the labyrinth at Knossos.' She learwérd, unaware of how

enthusiasm lit her face to quiet beauty. 'That'y We come to Crete. I've

applied to do a course that specialises in Minaahsation, but | don't have

any of the right qualifications. I've always beepéless at exams, but I'm
hoping that if | can study as much as | can wHite here, and maybe get
some experience on a dig later on, | might at lgastan interview. | was

told it was worth a try anyway."'

'All the more reason for you to go over to the gasffteris pointed out. His

eyes had held the same sudden arrested look a® bafiol now he looked as
if he was struggling with unwelcome thoughts beneatveneer of cool

indifference. 'That's where all the great Minodessare. You'd be far more
likely to impress your interviewers if you've spsmur time there, rather
than tied to a kitchen miles away in western Crete.



'l know." Courtney sat back, the light draining nfroher face as she
remembered her disappointment when she had foundsithow far away
she was going to be. 'At the interview they prowhise faithfully that I'd be
sent to a villa near Knossos. The idea was thauldcget all the shopping
and preparation done in the mornings and haveftbaons free to explore
the sites. | thought if | hung around enough | migé able to make some
contacts so that | could join a proper dig when@isxovery Crete job was
over. As it was, they sent nieere.| know that it's very beautiful, but the
White Mountains aren't exactly overflowing with Man ruins!

"You should be grateful to me, then," he said.
She stared at him. ‘Grateful! How do you work iha¢ out?’

'When no guests appear, you'll be free to go ampibex Minoan ruins to
your heart's content.'

'l can't afford to do that,” said Courtney, twigtithe glass between her
hands. 'l need this job. I'd been saving up to ctmnérete on my own, but |
didn't have very much put by when | got the chaoceork for Discovery
Crete. It all seemed so perfect." When she hadtbeeadvertisement in the
paper, it had seemed the answer to her prayessy dve me my ticket out
here, and I'll be paid every two weeks. At least place like Agios Giorgios
there won't be much to spend my money on, so |ldho& able to save
enough to stay on for a while when the season’s dvey promised they'd
give me an open-dated ticket back to London.'’

'‘But until they do you've got no money and no tidkeme, is that right?’

Courtney flushed at his tone. He sounded exac#yiigr father, irritated and
incredulous that anyone could be quite so trustlivg. got a little money.’

'Enough for a ticket home?"

'l won't need a ticket home," she snapped, takidefiant gulp of her wine.
She wasn't about to tell Lefteris Markakis just Hithe money she had. She
had enough to stock up with provisions before tret §roup arrived and
that was about all. But Discovery Crete had assheedhat the rep bringing



the group to the villa would provide her with agtpand pay her for the first
two weeks. 'And I'll have plenty of money once beaen paid.'

The second course had turned out to be chunksniif tmoked in a delicate
artichoke sauce. Courtney concentrated on her &b on not thinking
about how little she knew about Discovery Cretee Bhd been so desperate
to get to Crete before she lost her nerve and gakceher parents' far more
sensible suggestions that she supposed she hagtabsted at the first job
that came along.

Lefteris was silent too, as if he was reluctangistruffling some of his ideas,
but when Katina brought in two cups of Greek coffeepushed back his
chair and got to his feet. 'We'll have coffee antdrrace so Katina can clear
up in here.’'

Courtney stood up too, and smiled at Katik#har- istq' she said, proudly
producing one of her few carefully learnt Greek @grThank you, that was
wonderful!" She patted her stomach appreciativeinime satisfaction and
Katina beamed back at her, delighted.

Turning back to Lefteris, Courtney caught him watghher with a strange,
almost puzzled expression in his eyes, but the mexhent it had flickered

and gone. Shrugging, she following him out on te tarrace. She had
always enjoyed her food and she felt immeasuragtiebnow that she had
eaten. Her confidence rose with her spirits. It kda€initely been worth

putting up with his hostility for a meal like th&ll she had to do now was
drink her coffee and leave, and hopefully she wanadble to avoid him for
the rest of the summer. Once he saw how quiet aobtwusive she was, he
would just have to accept the situation.

It was cool outside, but the night was clear aitj abhd the moon shone a
bright silver sliver in the blue- black sky. Cownsat on a carved wooden
bench and listened to the persist&nbk kookof the Scops owl calling

through the darkness. In spite of all her renewedfidence, she was
conscious of the tension trickling back into theasphere.

Lefteris lounged beside her on the bench, holdimg absurdly small
coffee-cup in his strong brown hands. Watching th@ourtney felt her arm



throb where he had held her. She tried to condentraher own cup, but her
eyes kept skittering to his profile, to the throkhis jaw, to the crease in his
cheek and the firm curve of his mouth. It was odd tiamiliar he looked
already.

If she closed her eyes, she was sure that she eisulaise him very clearly,

and yet what did she know about him? Only that befused her. She
couldn't fit the tough mountain man who had appeae suddenly on the
hillside with the sophisticated businessman at homéhese luxurious

surroundings. There was a harshness about himgreefipride and an

arrogant confidence that nettled her but when sheembered his smile, or
the reluctant amusement that had sprung once oe twihis eyes, she found
herself wishing she could know him better.

Without warning, he turned his head and caughsttying him. Courtney
was glad of the darkness that hid her blush, aokield quickly away. 'You
look puzzled,' he said. She could hear the undescupf mockery in his
voice.

'l was just wondering about you,' she said canduifore she could stop
herself. 'What do you do?"

'Don't you mean, how much are you worth?' he asiadhly. 'I'd have
thought you'd have done a bit more research bgmreame out! Or has all
this interest just come on since you've seen insigéouse?’

It just wasn't quite what | expected, that's ali¢ said, hackles rising at his
tone.

'I'm a businessman, since you're so keen to knoowr a company —
several companies in fact.'

'What sort of companies?' she asked, suspectinghithaffhand tone was
deliberately evasive.

He raised a sardonic eyebrow. 'Largely financialt bhave subsidiary
interests in communications, property developmemd &avel. . .and
shipping, of course.’



Courtney looked determinedly unimpressed. Shippaofgzourse! Only a
tycoon could sound so casual about it! He probdialgt expected her to
recognise him name.

'Wishing now that you had tried a little hardeb#nice to me?' he mocked,
misreading her expression. 'You started off vegnpsingly this evening
when you came to the door all wide-eyed and appgalithought then that
you must have known who | was, but you rather $plmithgs by losing your
temper, didn't you? You'll need to be a lot ni¢ert that if you want to get
close to my cheque-book!

'I'm not interested in you or your money,' said @oey, white with anger.
She balanced her coffee- cup carefully on the edglee bench and stood
up. 'I'm grateful for dinner, but | don't see wishbuld waste any time being
nice to someone who has been unfriendly, unpleasenat ridiculously
prejudiced! You may have met one or two Englisksgiou didn't like, but it
doesn't mean we're all like that.'

'‘Doesn't it?' He had risen to his feet with hed s standing unnervingly
close. 'Don't tell me you're going to try and chamgy ideas about the
English?'

Courtney tucked her hair behind her ears in an nswously nervous
gesture. 'l just think it's unfair for you to judges, and all the guests who'll
be coming to stay in Villa Athina, just because @i bitter about someone
who happens to come from the same country.’

'l prefer to base my opinions on what | know forsely," he said. 'So far I've
seen you strip shamelessly in public and wangteadinner by dressing up
nicely. I haven't seen anything of the nice giniyaim to be. How are you
going to persuade me that that's just what you are?

'Perhaps after I've been here for a whole summel e able to see that for
yourself," said Courtney bravely. His closeness making her heart thud
painfully against her ribs, and she took a stefxwacds, only to find herself
caught by the wrist as before and pulled inexorablgk towards him.



'Perhaps it won't take that long," he counterdithdiher face up to his. Her

eyes gleamed wide and frantic in the moonlighthasssared helplessly up at
him, but his expression was unreadable, and theop#dy, his mouth came

down on hers.



CHAPTER THREE

THE ground dropped from beneath Courtney's feet, phgnlger into sheer
sensation, and parting her lips in an involuntagsp of surprise.
Unthinkingly, her fingers curled into the cool awtitof his shirt as if it was
her only anchor to reality. How could she ever hidsaeight of his mouth as
inflexible? It was warm and persuasive, a focuslettrifying excitement.

Beyond struggling, beyond thinking, she clutchedhiat, terrified by the
surge of response that threatened to suck her duwra deep, dangerous
well of feeling, enthralled and intoxicated by aaliing awareness of his
mouth on hers, the hard hands sliding up her aomap her face. His body
was massive, overwhelmingly solid, and she leastinntively into its
secure strength. Her senses burned at his touehw&iited to break away,
but a treacherous desire was swirling through leersy urging her closer,
demanding more.

With a muttered exclamation, Lefteris lifted hisbeand they stared at each
other, both breathing heavily. 'A good try, Cougthée said at last. '‘But |
think it will take more than one kiss to convince that you're not just like
all the rest!

Dazed, uncomprehending, she looked blankly up mat \with wide, dark
eyes, until, abruptly, realisation dawned. He hesddd her to prove some
cheap point and shehehad clung to him like some lovesick idiot! A wave
of humiliation hit her with the force of a blow attte colour surged up her
face. She hardly knew the man, and what she did/lethe didn't like. How
could she have let him kiss her like that? How dalie have kissed him
back? Howcouldshe?

She stepped back as if she had been stung, prdssirftands to her hot
cheeks. 'l —I think I'd better go,' she stammered.

'l think you better had," he said.

He thought it was funny, she realised. She coult llee mockery in his
voice, see the hateful curl of his mouth. It amusiedthat her fragile veneer



of confidence had dissolved at the merest toudhisomouth, that she had
melted into his arms and into his kisses withoutnseh as a struggle.

Courtney hated him then. She opened her mouthaat st him, to explain

that she had been taken unawares, that she wouéd, rever have kissed
him like that if she had had time to think aboutaivwvas happening, but no
words came out. Closing her mouth again, she tookh&r uncertain step
backwards, and then, as if suddenly galvaniseddation, turned and fled
down the steps and back through the trees to fegys# Villa Athina.

Courtney dragged the last mattress out on to tinacee and laid it with the

others to air. In the bright light of day, the ra®hooked even dirtier and
more neglected than they had seemed last nighgtbeast the prospect of
cleaning gave her something to take her mind oftetis Markakis. She

burned with humiliation every time she remembered he had kissed her,
how she had kissed him. Why had he done it? Togiow little an English

girl could affect him, or simply to humiliate herto leaving? If so, he had
miscalculated. Nothing could have been more caledl#o fire her resolve
to stay, if only to prove in her turn how littlehiad meant ther\

Throwing open the shutters in every room, she vedsrohined to turn Villa

Athina into such a wonderful place to stay thaEmgjlish guests would want
to come back year after year to annoy Lefteris.fS8ted a broom and swept
the worst of the dust from the floors and the waraefore struggling outside
with the damp mattresses. They were awkward andyhead she was
red-faced with effort by the time she had finish8te stood wiping her
forehead with the back of her arm and admiringvilbe while she got her
breath back.

The sky was a deep hyacinth-blue, and the lighttmse that she could
almost hold it in her hands. The White Mountainsercsshimmering in the
sunlight, on her right, and a gentle breeze rifledugh the orange trees,
swirling drifts of their sweet, almost cloying s¢¢inrough the bright air.

There was no sign of Lefteris. Courtney had beeowed to find that every
time she carried a mattress out on to the terfaedrad glanced over to his



house. He had been insufferably rude last niglsthéef never saw him again,
it would be much too soon!

She was about to turn away when she caught a maxehreugh the trees,
and her heart leapt, but it wasn't him. It was eangfer, dark and

olive-skinned like Lefteris, but there the resembended. Where Lefteris
was rugged, this man was smooth. He was very hamglsalthough his

features lacked the impact of Lefteris's fiercggnaatic face, and he was
immaculately dressed in a short-sleeved shirt aald pousers. Even his
sunglasses matched.

He took them off as he strolled through the treed @eimbed the steps
towards her. "You must be Courtney,' he said witleasant smile, and held
out his hand. 'Welcome to Discovery Crete. I'm NilRapadakis.'

Hastily, Courtney wiped her dusty fingers on hangand shook his hand,
trying to conceal her surprise. What could therssgay be about this
attractive man to arouse Lefteris to such hatrégst went to prove how
unreasonable he was, she thought darkly, and smaechly back at Nikos,
rather wishing Lefteris would appear to see just kkbarming she could be
when she tried. Besides, Nikos was effectively bess. The rep at
Heraklion airport had specifically told her to heento him.

'I'm afraid | wasn't expecting any visitors yehéssaid, gesturing ruefully
down at her grubby T-shirt and jeans.

'It looks as if you're hard at work already,’ Nilsasd admiringly. 'I'm afraid
the house wasn't quite ready to receive visitolschvis why we asked you
to come out a little earlier.'

'I've got ten days before the first group arri@gurtney said. 'That ought to
give me plenty of time to get everything ready.’

'Excellent. Discovery Crete is obviously very ludkyhave you.'
He stayed about twenty minutes. Courtney wonddrée iwould explain

why Lefteris was so hostile to the idea of the loosing used, but he didn't
mention it, and after a while she began to wont@i¢he whole business



might be a figment of Lefteris's imagination. Carha Nikos gave no sign
that there was anything untoward about the arraegém

She walked back with him to where his car, a glegmed, open-topped
Mercedes, was parked outside the gate. She had reealtulating her
finances. If she was to buy all the cleaning materihat were needed, she
would soon find herself out of pocket, and she vesad if she could ask
tactfully for an advance. She was still decidingvito phrase her request
when Lefteris's big four-wheel-drive swung round tfend and something
indefinable in the atmosphere changed.

It was the first time Courtney had seen him sineeéhld kissed her in the
moonlight, and her heart was thumping so loudlyt 8tee half expected
Nikos to turn and stare at her in astonishment. &sperately wanted to
appear cool and casual, but was very consciousrgjrabby clothes, untidy
hair and the absurdly guilty way she was standiext to Nikos. Lefteris
was quite cool enough for both of them. Hisfacekémbas if it had been
carved out of granite, and his eyes were cold arglacable as they moved
from her to Nikos. Courtney could feel the hostiliinning tense and raw
very close to the surface, and glanced at Nikos eiyles were gleaming with
such malice that she was taken aback.

'What do you think of my scheme?' he asked Leftgiis what Courtney

suspected -was deliberate provocation. He laidanoaer her shoulders in
a casually intimate gesture. 'A beautiful old hoimsthe heart of the Cretan
mountains, with a pretty English girl to cook thendorts of home. The
tourists should come flocking! | don't see howaihdail, especially not with

Courtney as such a charming hostess."

Lefteris's expression was so contemptuous thatt@eyrwho had decided
to move away from Nikos's arm, promptly snuggleasel to Nikos and
simpered up at him. Let Lefteris see how little saeed what he thought!

'‘Any scheme can fail," he said, and his voice wabkad 'and cold as the
mountains. '"You of all people ought to know that.’

A muscle jumped in Nikos's throat. 'My schemes harby ever failed
because of you. You pull the financial strings mburere and everyone



jumps! Well, it's not going to happen this timell&iAthina is mine now,
and not even you can do anything about it.'

'‘Don't count on it," said Lefteris. "You may hawsguaded Linda to sell you
the house, but you don't own the ground arourahd, you never will." His
eyes flicked to Courtney, still standing close tikds. 'Now get off my

property.'

He said it without raising his voice, but the aiasvsuddenly chill with
menace. Courtney swallowed, and stepped away frikasNwho looked
from her to Lefteris and then back again, eyesovaed.

Turning, he took her hand ostentatiously. 'Somehget the feeling I'm not
welcome here,' he said with a brave attempt aticiaoce. 'You're doing a
marvellous job already, Courtney! If you have anglgpems—' he glanced
significantly at Lefteris ' — any at all, come asde me." He pulled a
business card out of his shirt pocket. 'Here's ddress. Come and see me
anyway. You don't have to have a problem. It wiNays be a pleasure to
see you.'

Aware of Lefteris's cold eyes upon her, Courtneyeghlikos a brilliant
smile. 'I'd like that," she said with unnecessaaymth. 'l can't tell you how
much better | feel knowing that I've got a friendrdy’ she added for
Lefteris's benefit. 'I'll come and see you veryrsbo

He watched grimly as she made a great show of waNikos off, but as
soon as the red Mercedes had disappeared roubdridener nerve began to
fail her. Pretending a bravado she was far froririgeshe walked towards
the gate with her head held high.

'l thought you didn't know Nikos?'

'l didn't. I do now." Courtney risked a glance ks passed him. He looked
very hard, very grim and very, very formidable, siern lines of his face set
in intimidating lines. 'l don't know why you're suspicious of him. |
thought he was very nice.’



Lefteris gave a brief, humourless laugWery nice,'he mimicked her
savagely. 'There's nothimyceabout Nikos Papadakis, believe me.’

| prefer to base my opinions on what | know foyself,” Courtney quoted
back his words from last night with a challengingk in her eyes. Their
blue- grey deepened in intensity according to tlewr of the sky. In winter
they took on a grey hue, but now, with the vibr@neek sky reflected in
them, they were blue and bright with defiance.

It didn't take you long to fall for Nikos, did ItRe said harshly. 'There must
be something about him that appeals to Englisk.gitrhaps you recognise
a kindred spirit in him, a rotten core beneathedtgrexterior?’

‘At least he hasn't threatened me with losing nby aid Courtney, nerves
sharpening her voice.

'I'm going to do more than threaten,' Lefteris pised grimly, and walked
on up the steps, leaving Courtney staring angftgr dim.

Courtney smoothed down the last blanket and stamk bo admire the

room. She had worked hard over the last week, andtine house was ready
to receive its first guests. Every room had beeeptvand dusted and
polished, the bedding had been aired until it wash and sweet with
sunshine, and the terrace had been weeded andeogghwith some

geraniums that Dimitra had given her.

Every day, Courtney walked down the rutted tract along the road to
Agios Giorgios, and every day she would meet Dimitmoving her
cosseted goat to a fresh piece of grass outsidédwese. Dimitra clearly
remembered seeing Courtney with Lefteris, for dhags beckoned her in,
beaming with pleasure. Courtney would sit in tha diitle room, looking
out through the door to a sunny courtyard wherddhbens scratched and
burbled, and Dimitra would bring her a glass ofevatith some coffee and
a saucer of sweet biscuits. Then she would siteroed with a sigh, rub her
knees and tell Courtney about her arthritis, ordpo@ much handled
photographs of her grandchildren. Courtney's Greak limited to a few



phrases, but somehow they seemed to understanedechand every day
she would increase her vocabulary or improve henymciation. When she
left, Dimitra would insist on giving her something take with her — a
couple of eggs, or a dish of creamy yoghurt, ofiegs from the geraniums
which Courtney had planted out in some rusty otiveans.

She liked her daily trips to the village. There veasutcher, a small bakery
where the loaves were piled in baskets still waomfthe oven, and a dark,
cavernous shop crowded with sacks of flour, wastpowder, tubs of
margarine and great cans of feta cheese swimmimgjknOutside, a canary
sang in a cage over the door, and a small, eseléction of vegetables were
stacked in wooden crates.

In the centre of the village waskafenion,where the old men sat under a
huge, spreading plane tree and played endless gdrbhaskgammon. Some
would sit facing the street, straight-backed amdnsta cup of coffee and a
glass of water on the table beside them, fingetivear worry beads or
holding knobbly sticks of ash between their kne€ourtney was
intimidated by their harsh old faces, until sheeged them nervously, at
which they all broke into miraculously charming tamsi

'Yiassou!'they called back, and Petros, shuffling betweemthbalancing a
tiny coffee-cup and a wet glass on a minute tig, tveould wipe the tables
and raise his rag to greet her as well.

Nothing ever happened in Agios Giorgios. Courtnegught that was
probably why she liked it so much. Dogs lay pantinghe shade, and
chickens scratched in the road, undisturbed byhamytmore than an
occasional young man on a Vespa. Once she sawthebd another time
there was a pick-up truck parked in the squarebaisk piled high with
artichokes, but that appeared to be the day'stamterent.

Sometimes Courtney would forget that she had eested to be exploring
Minoan ruins in the east. She would walk slowlykoaxthe villa, her arms
full of sweet-smelling bread. The track was dry ahdgty beneath her
sandals, and great, fat bumble bees lumbered athengpppies, so heavy
that when they settled on a petal the flowers wdddl gracefully over
under their weight. There were drifts of tall dagsimingling with the mauve



of wild geraniums, the soft blurry blue scabiousl dhe froth of Queen
Anne's lace, all flourishing on the stony groundwaen the silvery-grey
clumps of false dittany, pungent oregano and agpararowing wild,
prosaic dandelions and thistles and the brighbyeheads of giant fennel,
towering above the rest.

As the days had passed and she heard nothing noonecfther Lefteris or
Nikos, Courtney had begun to relax. Lefteris haenbangry at the thought
of visitors staying so close to his house, butthisats had been no more
than that. What could he do, after all? Courtnegly concern was that she
was running short of money. Lefteris had interrdptigem before she had
had a chance to ask Nikos for an advance, andl¢laming materials had
cost more than she had expected.

Lefteris himself had shown no further interest @r.Hevery time Courtney
went outside and caught herself glancing over tde/éiis terrace, she told
herself she was glad. Too often, she would findéléremembering how he
had kissed her, and a treacherous warmth wouldrudeeap inside her and
tingle slowly along her veins until she sternlynegsed the feeling.

Once when she was taking a break from cleaninghendrrace she had
glimpsed him through the trees, striding towardsgate in a severe suit and
tie, but he didn't so much as glance in her dioectand she had marched
back into the kitchen to relieve her feelings byubbing the wooden table,
without pausing to wonder why she was so crossti#erdime, she saw a
stream of smart men and elegantly dressed womebiclg up the steps to
the terrace and the sound of laughter spillingawar the orange trees had
gone on long into the night. She had tossed anmtktuin bed, pulling the
pillow over her head and then chucking it asiddingathe way she could
imagine him so vividly. He would be moving among guests, negotiating
multi-million-pound deals in huddles with the memdasmiling at all the
beautiful women the way he had never smiled at her.

Now, everything was ready. Courtney gave the blaakknal twitch and
went down to the kitchen where her shopping ligtda the table. She had
planned her menus in great detail, and now all tiatained to do was to
buy all the ingredients. Unfortunately, that meatritip into the market in
Hania.



Courtney quailed at the thought of the drive. Shisl brought the car back,
complete with tyres, but when she had taken itfoua drive it had jerked
along so reluctantly that she had turned roundcaaded it back to the villa,
where it had remained ever since. She would havalkoto Nikos about
getting it checked, but in the meantime there was long, twisting,
hair-raising road to Hania to negotiate.

Picking up the car keys, she weighed them in hadhend took a deep
breath. She might as well get it over with. Sheesgher bag and the list, and
headed purposefully for the gate before she haihace to put it off any

longer.

Lefteris was standing at the bottom of the stagient on checking her list in
case she had forgotten anything, Courtney didriit@dim until she was
right in front of him, and the sight of him stoppledr dead in her tracks,
driving the breath painfully from her lungs. ShelHargotten the sheer
impact of his presence.

His brows rose at her expression, and she swallo\vdiin't see you,' she
explained weakly, hoping that he would think it veasprise that made her
voice so high and thin.

'Off to see your very nice friend Nikos?' he jeemgdncing at the keys she
was clutching in her hand.

'I'm going into Hania to stock up at the markeau@ney cleared her throat
and tried to get her breathing under control. Hghihas well accept that
everything was going to go ahead as planned. if$tegfoup arrive the day
after tomorrow.'

You can save yourself the trip,' he said. "Theyn'®oe coming.'

Courtney stared at him. 'What are you talking ab'out

'Discovery Crete has gone bankrupt. Haven't theynhbe touch with you
yet?'

'l don't believe you,' she said in an uncertairceoil would have heard.' «



He shrugged with infuriating indifference. 'Why dogou go and ask
Nikos? You seem to believe everything he tells you.

'l don't need to ask him," she flared. 'You'redyiMou're just trying to make
me leave before the guests arrive so that the coynpan't have any choice
but to take them somewhere else.' She glared athemface vivid with
anger. 'You needn't think I'm going to fall for@aee tactic like that!"

'I'm not trying to scare you,' he said. 'I'm jusggesting that you don't waste
your money stocking up on a lot of food you're goihg to need.’

"You know what you can do with your advice!" Coestrsaid rudely. 'l don't
believe a word of it.'

'Have it your own way,' he said, unperturbed byfbey. 'But don't blame
me if you end up with a lot of left-overs.'

Courtney cast him a look of loathing and bangedodtite gate. She wasn't
such a fool that she would belive anythimgsaid! To her rage, he came out
to watch her get into the car. Under his sardoyé; ehe fumbled with the
unfamiliar gears and stalled. Blaming it entirely bim, she muttered
venomously under her breath, and finally foundriglkt gear, only to lurch
awkwardly down the track as the engine warmed up.

Rehearsing all the arguments why she shouldn't bedrer checking with
Nikos, she drove through the village and acrosydtiey. At the foot of the
hills, there was a turn-off that led up to theagie where

Nikos lived, perched high above the river. She sldws she reached the
turning. Shouldshe ask Nikos if there was any truth in what Ligtbad
said?

No, she wouldn't give him the satisfaction of guggshat she had so much
as hesitated. Putting down her foot, she sailetitpagurn-off, only to stop
in the middle of the road a few seconds later. &ite biting her lip and
drumming her fingers on the steering-wheel, bere came to a sudden
decision. Reversing carefully back to the signpsist, turned up towards the
village.



At the tinykafenionthey directed her to a big house on the outskirtee
village, where the road petered out. The house wae and resembled
nothing so much as a stranded liner, with a vasade overlooking the
valley. Courtney heard Nikos's voice as soon assped into the house.
He sounded very angry about something, and whewabehown into the
living-room where he banged down the telephone tedstated, hardly
recognising the pleasant man she remembered im#hevolent eyes and
the face dark and twisted with fury.

He obviously wasn't expecting her, but made a besfbort to bring himself
under control as soon as he caught sight of hkeulitg in the doorway.

‘Courtney," he greeted her with a smile that digite reach his eyes. 'What
a pleasant surprise!’

'I've come at a bad time,' she said awkwardlg. juist. . .well, Lefteris told
me that Discovery Crete had gone bankrupt. | disllieve him, of course,
but then | thought I'd better come and see ydiBShe trailed off as she saw
Nikos's expression. 'It's not true?"

'It's true all right,’ he said. 'I've just heardsal.’

Courtney sat down abruptly on a chair. '‘But. . whappened?' she
whispered, appalled at having her worst fears comad.

‘Lefteris Markakis can tell you that better thanah,' said Nikos, with a
vindictive look out of the window towards Agios Egmwos. 'He should
know, after all.’

'What do you mean?' she asked slowly.

Nikos swung round. 'It was Lefteris who pulled timance out of Discovery
Crete.'

'‘But that's impossible!" Courtney was strugglingytasp the fact that there
would be no guests arriving, no job, no summerret€ 'He couldn't have
had any money invested in the company. He'd nexaar beard of it until |
arrived.'



'Lefteris Markakis can do what he likes,' said MNikmtterly. 'He's a much
more powerful man than you realise. Do you know noawny companies he
owns? You don't get to be as rich as he is witbeurtg utterly ruthless about
getting what you want. As soon as he knew the nairttee company, all he
had to do was pick up a phone, speak to a few ctnitathe financial world

who all want to keep on the right side of him, dahg goes one small
company!'

'‘But why?'she cried. 'Oh, | know he didn't like the ideaaifrists walking
through his garden, but we could have worked somgtbut. We wouldn't
have bothered him. He didn't need to bankrupt thelevcompany!'

"You don't understand him at all, do you?' Nikosl seith a bleak laugh.

‘That sophisticated image is just a veneer. Uncdgimiee's still a bandit, just
like his family have always been. You mustn't €heeget that he's a Cretan,
and he's got a Cretan's long memory for-'slights: families have hated
each other for generations. Bankrupting a compasmyihvested in is just
another step in his personal vendetta against ma¢stall. The fact that |

owned Villa Athina was enough for him to be detered to ensure that no
one ever lived there. The whole idea of Discovemgt€was mine. | set it up
with English partners, and as soon as he founddhiathe company was
doomed. He's done it before. This is the third camypof mine that he's
ruined.'

Courtney felt sick. 'Why does he hate you so much?’

'‘Why? What reason does a man like Lefteris Markaked? He cannot bear
to be challenged, or to lose face.'

'So you think that he went to the trouble of bapking Discovery Crete and
putting all its employees out of a job just to gcarpoint off you?' The numb
sense of shock was giving way to a slow burn of,fand her hands were
clenched so tightly that the car keys dug intogam.

'l don't think, | know' said Nikos. 'People mean nothing to Lefteris
Markakis. He's a businessman through and throGgiuftney stared at him
for a moment, then got to her feet and headedhiadbor. "Where are you
going?'



'I'm going to tell him exactly what | think of him!

'Do you think that's wise? He can be a dangeroustmaross, as | know to
my cost.'

'l don't care if it's wise or not,' she said thrioungr teeth. 'I'm going.’

Nikos looked at her speculatively. 'If you're satig I'd better give you a
lift," he said at last, picking some keys up o# thble.

'It's all right. I've got the car.’

He spread his hands in apology. 'I'm afraid I'fd&o keep it here for now.
I'm sure you understand. Now that our bankers athglrawn support, we
have so few assets. . .'

'Of course,' said Courtney, biting her lip. 'I'nrrso | was forgetting that
you've lost far more out of this than | have.' #smbviously not the moment
to mention the money she had spent on cleaningillbeeither.

It was all Lefteris's fault. Her jaw worked withrfuall the way back to
Agios Giorgios as she stored up everything she evealy to him. Nikos
dropped her at the end of the track, and she bagettlygoodbye, too angry
for courtesies.

Everything was quiet and peaceful as she stalketheigteps and into the
house without knocking. In the cool, stone-flaghedl, she hesitated for a
moment while her eyes adjusted to the change fraghtimess to shade, then
drew a sharp breath of satisfaction as Lefterisisevled her across to a
.book-lined study. The door stood ajar, and shéedig open.

He was leaning back in a chair with his feet ondbsk while he talked on
the phone, unaware of her arrival. He wore a dar& shirt and lightweight
trousers, but the casual clothes and relaxed podtdmothing to dispel the
impression of sheathed power. Unlike the other ahthe house, his
office was furnished in an aggressively modernestwith all the latest
technology. There was a battery of computer scresmveral phones, and a
fax machine on the enormous desk, all enablingtbikeep in touch with



his companies around the world. It was the finstetiCourtney had really
appreciated just what a powerful man he must biestiiwas in no mood to
be impressed.

Stepping into the room, she shut the door withasklick. 'l want a word
with you,' she said, too angry to care what hetalider.

He glanced over his shoulder but showed an infagdack of surprise at
her sudden appearance. 'I'll call you back, Jegfsaid into the phone. 'Tell
Rasch that fifteen million isn't enough and letntheweat for a bit." He put
the phone down and took his feet off the desk lgisurely way that made
Courtney want to hit him.

'Is it true?' she demanded, vibrant with fury.
'Is what true?'
‘That you deliberately set out to bankrupt Discgwerete?'

He had stood up to face her but now he proppeddiiragainst his desk and
folded his arms. 'Yes.'

'Yes? Yes.'Courtney wondered if she had heard him propedyiaken
aback by his cool admission of guilt that for agagime she could only echo
him incredulously. 'How dare you?' she managedsit her eyes blue and
stormy.

'l don't know why you're so surprised,' he saidffacently. 'l told you |
wouldn't have you in that house.'

'l didn't think you'd go to the lengths of bankingtthe company!

'How else was | to get you out?' he asked aswkite the most reasonable
thing in the world.

Courtney felt as if she was in danger of explodemgy took several deep
breaths to calm herself down. 'l can't believe gan calmly sit there and
admit to it!" Unable to stand still, she paceddusly around the room. 'l



can't believe you'd go to such lengths just toeyein with Nikos in some
stupid vendetta!'

Lefteris was watching her vivid face with narroweges. ‘It wasn't that
difficult. All 1 had to do was pick up a phone,' lsaid, unconsciously
echoing Nikos's words.

Courtney was not amused. 'How could you be sosselfso. . .so
unspeakably arrogant?' she shouted, swinging raufate him so abruptly
that her plait flicked her on the cheek and shesstiat behind her shoulder
again, blue eyes blazing. 'Hundreds of innocenpleeare going to lose
their one chance of a holiday this year, thankgoto. | don't suppose you
ever gavedhema thought. Oh, no! You're rich enough to swanngfénever
it suits you, so why should you care about allgeeple who can't? Or about
everyone who works for Discovery Crete who are raw of a job —
including me! And all because you can't bear ta\ligbs get the better of
you. | think you're despicable!’



CHAPTER FOUR

LErFTERISlifted one eyebrow, totally unimpressed by heraraknce. 'Why
don't you sit down and we can discuss this ratlg@al

'l don't want to sit down, and | don't feel veryioaal!' she snapped, glaring
accusingly at him.

‘Nevertheless, you can sit and listen to what gjeeto say." There was an
unmistakable note of steel in his voice, and somelourtney found

herself sitting in a chair, glowering mutely upham. 'First,' he said, 'the
chances are that your job wouldn't have lastedtinemer anyway. When |
made some discreet enquiries, | found out that dvexy Crete was

lamentably underfunded and poorly organised. Yoawkrthat yourself.

They sent you off to a dirty, dilapidated houselesiifrom where they'd
promised you'd be, in a car that should never baea allowed on the road.
If you were as ignorant of Nikos's motives as ylaine to be, you'd have to
agree they put you in an impossible position aneeggou absolutely no
back-up. Hardly the actions of a professional amlitable company!

‘Nikos would have come if you hadn't been so hes@ourtney muttered,
skulking down in her chair.

"You're very quick to defend him, aren't you?"' &iel €oldly. 'Once you were
established here, Nikos had no intention of commegar the place.

Discovery Crete is just a ropey operation riggedafpveen him and some
of his more dubious business contacts to humila¢éeand make a quick
killing this summer. They weren't going to carecifstomers complained
about the conditions when they got here; they'cehtaeir money by then
and they weren't worrying about a reputation fottryear. All they wanted

was to make a lot of money with the minimum of gffand for Nikos it had

the added bonus of rubbing my nose in the factitbaiwned Villa Athina.'

He stuck his hands in his pockets and looked domtno Courtney's

determinedly unconvinced face. 'l've got no comgionat all about pulling

the rug out from beneath them. It didn't take muthhey'd been above
board, they'd have been able to raise alternatmamée, but nobody would
touch them.’



'‘No, you'd made sure of that!
‘All | did was exercise a little influence in finaal quarters.’

‘A little influence!" Courtney echoed bitterly. titight be a little influence to
you, but to everyone else it's utter disaster! Yd ever stop to consider
what effect this vendetta of yours would have dreopeople? Did you ever
think about the people who have paid hard-earnetemfor their holiday in
Crete?"

Lefteris gave an exasperated sigh. 'All those wlamlenbookings —and
there weren't nearly as many as you might likénitokt—have been offered
a full and unconditional refund, or an equivaleoliday organised by one of
my own travel companies at no extra cost. Frankly,added, 'they'll get a
much better deal that way —even if they are dew@ar presence as a
charming hostess —and | doubt very much if I'll hexay complaints.’

'‘And what about those of us who've lost our josRirtney demanded, still
mutinous. 'l suppose we've got no reason to compgi#ner?’

'‘Any representatives here will be provided witlickét home. That includes
you, of course.’

'‘But | don't want to go home!" She jumped to het,fenraged by his cool
indifference. 'You know | don't! You let me work nfipgers to the bone
cleaning that house, and all the time you knew tlmat were going to
bankrupt the company!'

Lefteris shrugged. 'l did warn you.'

He hadwarned her. The fact made Courtney even angtdew ‘generous of
you! Do you really expect me to take your ticked & grateful?'

'No," he said cuttingly. 'l don't expect you toawything that sensible, but
the offer is there.'

'I'm going to stay here,’ said Courtney stubboriim. sure Nikos will let me
stay in Villa Athina until | get another job.'



"You've obviously become very friendly with Nikos be sure of that,
Lefteris said with narrowed eyes. 'Just how frigratie you?'

She glared at him. 'I've met him twice,' she stgght-lipped. 'But that was
enough for me to know that he was decent enoughtcmatbandon me
without a job or anywhere to stay —unlike you!

"You should learn to be a little less hasty in ygigements, Courtney,' he
said. 'l was about to offer you an alternative'job.

Courtney opened her mouth to point out that heav@se one to talk about
hasty judgements, suddenly realised what he had aad shut it again. 'A
job?' she repeated stupidly, wondering if she heard him right. 'Why
shouldyouoffer me a job? To ease your conscience?'

'My conscience doesn't need easing,’ he said ifa@ad voice. 'l have

absolutely no regrets about the demise of Discogmste, and if you're
sensible you won't either. You don't have to actiepjob, but | suggest you
at least listen before you throw the offer backiyface. You're unlikely to

get another job here, so if you really do wanttay sn Crete you'd better
hear me out.’

Courtney glowered, but sank back into the chaiellWvhat is it?' she asked
ungraciously.

He sat down too, twirling his desk chair roundlsat the faced her. 'Katina,
my housekeeper, is anxious to go back to her wllem look after her

mother, who isn't very well. She's going tomorr@and although I've told

her to stay as long as she wants it's very unfatutiming, as | have a party
of my European directors and their wives arrivingai few days' time. |

invite members of my staff here quite regularlymikes a break for them,
and it's a useful way of getting to know them betés well as thrashing
through some common problems in a relaxed setting.’

He glanced at Courtney, who was sitting with afaeé and an unusually
truculent look about her mouth. She refused to labkim, but she was
evidently listening. 'lIt occurred to me that youuMbbe able to step into
Katina's shoes and do the cooking while my guesthere,’ he went on. 'l



know Discovery Crete weren't the most professicoatpany in the world,
but | presume they wouldn't have given you the jolbess you knew
something about cooking. It doesn't have to be geand, anyway. My
directors have to sit through enough business dsnprend they like the
simple meals Katina produces.'

He paused. His sharp gaze rested on Courtneytedymofile. 'Well? What
do you think?"

She looked at him then, and her eyes, still briglth anger, were very
direct. 'l think it's a strange offer from a manawvbaid he didn't want
anything to do with English girls," she said frankl

'l wouldn't offer unless it was a question of cameace. | need a cook
temporarily, you need a job so that you can stagiate. Don't flatter

yourself that it's from any secret desire for yoampany. You'll be in the
kitchen, I'll be occupied with my guests. | domtagine we'll need to see
very much of each other.'’

'‘And what happens if | refuse?’

He shrugged, evidently unperturbed at the prospéigtthe cook over from
my apartment in Athens, and you get a ticket backdndon. It's more
expensive and less convenient for me, but it's artinsurmountable
problem. It's entirely up to you whether you stayot.'

Her blue-grey eyes met his dark ones resentfiiyu ‘haven't left me much
of a choice!’

'Yes, | have. You can stay here and earn enougleynonspend some time
by yourself afterwards, visiting the Minoan sitéghat's what you really

want to do. Or you can go home. You may not likefdrct that I'm the one

offering you the job, but don't pretend you havgot a choice. It seems a
very simple one to me.’

Courtney was silent, looking out of the window. T$tady faced on to a
shady courtyard. Old, crackquthoi cluttered one corner, their ancient
elegance set off by a pot of carmine-red geraniamd,a black cat sprawled



in a patch of sunlight on the hot stones. More thaything, she wanted to
fling out of the room and tell Lefteris exactly vitree could do with his job,
but a cold voice of reason held her in her chagrwds offering her a chance
to stay in Crete. Her only alternative was meeklyatcept a ticket home,
and if she was too hasty she might not even gét tha

The cat rolled over and stretched luxuriously. '"Hong would the job be
for?' she asked reluctantly.

'‘About ten days in all. My guests arrive in fouryslatime, and they'll be
staying a week.'

"And what happens after that?'

"You're free to go. If Katina isn't back, I'm quitapable of fending for
myself, or | can move over to Athens or Paris fowtale." He hesitated.
'Feeding ten people three times a day for a wedhkaig work, so I'm
prepared to offer you a generous salary. | imagineould be more than
enough for you to spend three or four weeks trangelby yourself.'

Courtney chewed her thumb, her eyes still on thescarelaxed and content
in the sunshine. She didn't want to go home. Shkldeear what her parents
would say already: 'How typical of you to get invedl with a bankrupt
company. We told you it wouldn't work. Ginny wouldver have got herself
in such a mess.'

Going home would mean giving up her hope of pensigathe lecturers at
the interview that she really wanted to do the seult would mean leaving
Agios Giorgios behind. No more walks through thieelgroves. No more
Dimitra and her goat. No more poking around théteted shop or waving
at the old men outside tk@fenion.No more Lefteris.

She ought to be glad abaiat. If she had any principles at all, she would
walk out of here and refuse to have any more twito him, but Courtney
was honest enough to admit to a shameful quiveexaftement at the
prospect of being near him. He might be suspiciand arrogant and
altogether hateful, but at least he wasn't bor8tge might even be able to
change his mind about English girls. . .



'You can have some more time to think about itya@ like," he said, a
disquieting edge of amusement in his voice as hiehed the emotions
warring in her expression.

'l don't need any time,' Courtney said. Her eyeshsesquarely as she stood
up. 'I'll take the job.’

Her bedroom faced on to the same courtyard as rigftestudy. It was a
bright and lovely room. Jasmine scrambled up thiéouside her window,
and in the morning the sun slanted through thetstsuand striped the cool
white linen on the iron bed.

She had suggested staying in Villa Athina, but Iséen't been sorry when
Lefteris had dismissed the idea and pointed outith&ould be far more
convenient if she slept in the house.

She woke on the first morning with a feeling ofidielus lassitude, and lay
for a while just blinking at the motes of dust dagadn the sunlight until she
remembered exactly where she was and what sheavasttiere. She sat up
abruptly.

Lefteris.Indignation still stirred within her whenever sheught about how
ruthlessly he had disposed of Dicovery Crete. Sae determined not to be
grateful to him for giving her the chance to stayger. She would do the job
to the best of her ability, but she certainly wagning to grovel to Lefteris
Markakis!

She stared at the sunlight slanting through thetets, thinking about the
strong, hawk-like face, the glossy black hair ameldark brows above that
formidable nose. She thought about the unyieldirength of his body and
the way his mouth curved sometimes into sometthagwas never quite a
smile. She thought about how he had kissed herhanskin burned against
the coolness of the sheet as she shifted unebiglywas her employer now,
and she was just his cook. He had made it cleahthwanted as little to do
with her as possible. There was no point in remeimgé¢he dark, dangerous
excitement of his touch. -In another ten days omgo job would be over.



She would never have to put up with his arrogamgeena and she would be
free to explore Minoan ruins to her heart's confEnat was what she
wanted, wasn't it?

Wasn't it?

To her relief, Lefteris announced early that mogrtimat he would be out all
day, and wouldn't be returning until late. She wdnb ask whom he was
having dinner with, but didn't quite dare. Waslisiness contact, or one of
those beautiful women who had come to the houdenighat? Whoever it
was, she certainly wouldn't be English. She wouéd gbamorous and
sophisticated and able to spend all day gettindyréar him.

Courtney suppressed a sigh, and set off to exgih@rdéouse instead. It was
larger even than she had imagined, stretching laack out around the
courtyard. Behind the kitchen was another courtyatdch led across to the
guest quarters, whitewashed like the house andrakecbwith the same
effortlessly stylish simplicity that relied for itffect on strong colours and
textures rather than gimmicks and clutter. Courttmydn't help comparing
it with her parents' immaculate, over-designed howhere every last
cushion had to co-ordinate.

Beyond, on the opposite side to Villa Athina, tees stepped down to a
swimming-pool which was beautifully landscaped itite hillside. Huge

bushes of oleander provided privacy, but one sids Veft open to a

spectacular view of the snow-capped mountain p&adasttney sat there for
a while and wondered what it would be like to bguast here. Shutting her
eyes, she imagined how it would be if Lefteris didmve that bitter

prejudice against the English. How would it bedfliked her for herself and
wanted to be with her? What would it be like ifled just gone inside to
answer the phone and had come back, smiling, towarae that all his other
guests had cancelled and they would be able to treveveek together
entirely alone. . .?

Her eyes snapped open. What on earth was shenbimkiout? The last
thing she would want would be to spend a week akatiehim! Getting to



her feet, she headed determinedly back to the h&lmewas here to cook,
that was all.

When Lefteris came home late that night, she wtisgit the kitchen table,
reading about religion in Minoan Crete. Her cheals wropped in one hand,
her hair soft and tumbled about her face and hes dyeamy as she tried to
visualise what life had been like then and she'tatrfirst see him watching
her from the kitchen door.

'What are you doing in here at this time of nigit®'demanded crossly,
stalking up to stand over her as he looseneddis ti

Jerked abruptly away from Minoan Crete, Courtneffled up instantly,
disturbed as usual by the odd mixture of nervousesl excitement he
provoked. "Where do you expect your cook to be?'

'l don't expect you to lurk in the kitchen when Yyeuwnot working,' he said
almost angrily.

'l thought that was precisely what | had to dole $ianged her book shut,
annoyed at her own confusing reactions to him.héart had leapt stupidly
when she had seen him striding towards her, buetng about him set
her on edge. 'l gathered | was to confine myseth&kitchen quarters so
that you weren't contaminated by my Englishness!

‘There's no need to exaggerate,’ he said irritaldyCourtney's surprise, he
pulled out a chair and sat down opposite her atable, reaching across for
her book.'Religion in Bronze Age Cretehe read the title, and flicked
through the pages. 'So you really are interestédarMinoans!

'It's not the kind of thing you'd make up, is it?"

'No, | suppose not.' It was the first time Courthey ever heard him admit
that he might have been wrong, and she staredssatbsém as he studied the
book. He looked tired, she thought, and the urgeach across and smooth
the lines of strain from his face hit her so unetedly that she almost

gasped.



He looked up suddenly from the book to find herclatg him with eyes
that were wide and startled and his own narrovs@tiat's the matter?'

‘Nothing,"' said Courtney in a husky voice, linkimgy hands in her lap to stop
them trembling, horrified at the sudden gust ofirdeshe urgent need to
touch him that had caught her so completely unasvakothing,’ she said
again sharply when his look of suspicion only desje

His gaze was uncomfortably penetrating, but he salg, '‘Are you ready
for the guests to arrive?'

She nodded, relieved at the change of subjeast'need to do the shopping
now, but | really need to go into Hania for thabu®@ | borrow your car?'

‘Not after the way I've seen you driving,' he saith a sudden gleam of
amusement that was nearly as unsettling as hestramnge reaction to him.
'I'll take you down myself, but there's no poingwing before Friday. You'll
want everything fresh for their arrival on Saturddje shut the book and
pushed it back across the table towards her, frogvdown at the car keys
still in his hand, as if debating something withimself, and then looked
back at Courtney, sitting straight-backed and waryer chair, her hair
pushed carelessly behind her ears and her expneasiadd mixture of
defiance and vulnerability.

''ve got a meeting in Heraklion tomorrow,' he sgrdffly. 'If you've got
nothing else to do, you could come with me andakke you to Knossos after
the meeting.’

'Knossos? Tomorrow?' Courtney looked guarded stt fmken aback by his
abrupt invitation, until she realised that he nealas offering her the chance
to see the ruined palace she had read and dreanttfabyears. What did it

matter if the invitation was less than whole-hedrtar that it would mean

spending a day in his uncomfortably disturbing cany® Her antipathy

dissolved at the prospect of seeing Knossos at lastgand her blue-grey
eyes lit up suddenly, transforming her face intddan, eager beauty. 'I'd
love to," she said.



‘That's arranged, then," he said as he stood upeaded for the door. There
was an odd note in his voice and Courtney wondiétezglwas regretting his
invitation. 'We'll leave early tomorrow morning.’

After the somnolent tranquillity of Agios Giorgioshere the loudest noise
was the click of the backgammon tiles outside kiagenion, Heraklion
battered at Courtney's ears. Traffic roared, brakegked, horns blasted,
pneumatic drills pummelled at concrete and assottadgings and
clatterings rose above the hubbub of chatter flmarctowds jostling past on
the pavement. The Greeks always seemed to talledbps of their voices
as if they were carrying on a permanent argumeick tlze dawdling tourists
had to shout too to make themselves heard aboveatket. She heard
snatches of conversation in German and Frenchhlartd Italian, Swedish
and English. It was all very different from Agioso@jios, she thought

wryly.

Lefteris had installed her at a table in the shaida plane tree, and had
ordered her a coffee andaklava,a deliciously sticky pastry oozing honey
and nuts. Courtney would have protested at thehegyst ordered without

even consulting her, but she was secretly gladhitedtadn't left her to her

own devices. The cafe was so busy that she wadrsiveaiters would have

simply ignored her attempts to catch their eye;@me hurrying up as soon
as Lefteris raised a finger.

Sipping her coffee now, she looked around Elefth&gquare. Heraklion
might not be the loveliest of cities, but it wabnant with life, and her spirits
rose as if succumbing to the excitement in theTdings might not have
gone quite as she had expected, but she was hlast.e&8he had wanted to
see Knossos and the museum housing the fabulolectomh of Minoan
treasures for as long as she could remember. BHelsvaguely disloyal at
having accepted a job from the man who had desirByscovery Crete, but
if she hadn't she would be at home now, explaitinger parents what a
mess she had made of things yet again. No, sheldrael the right thing,
Courtney reassured herself. In fact, if it werdatt Lefteris, everything
would be perfect.



If only he didn't make her so. . .so edgy. It waanything he did, she had to
admit grudgingly. It was just something in the wag turned his head,
something indefinable in the line of his mouthla flex of his muscles, that
set the butterflies quivering deep inside herf slse was excited and restless
and nervous all at the same time. She didn't knbatwas wrong with her.
It wasn't as if she liked him. He was an arrogaotlyb a ruthless
businessman who had ruined her hard-won chancswhaner in Crete and
then condescendingly offered a couple of weekskvistead, expecting
her to be grateful for it. No, there was nothindike about him.

And yet. . . Courtney licked the honey off her &ng, her eyes resting
absently on a photographer setting up a bizarrgigaated camera near by,
still thinking about Lefteris.

And yet hewastaking her to Knossos. She couldn't help feeliveg he had
made the invitation as if against his better judgetnand she was sure that
he was still deeply suspicious about the fact shatwas English, but they
had maintained a tacit truce as they'd driven easisvalong the coast to
Heraklion, between the cypresses or the bright ghlchps of broom that
lined the road.

He had made no disparaging comments and she hadcheeful to say
nothing that he might misinterpret. He had evemepeaip enough to tell her
something about himself. He tried to spend the samiming simply in
Crete, he told her, but for the rest of the yeatrheelled between Athens
and New York, London and Paris, Rome and the Fst. EaCourtney could
imagine him running a world-wide operation, dealimgnillions as casually
as pennies, brushing aside rivals or squashing@upsimpanies that dared
to challenge him the way Discovery Crete had ddme. only puzzle was
why a man like that would bother to take a giridespised to Knossos.

In the end, Courtney had decided to stop worryimgjjast make the most of
her opportunity, but she had been very consciousrofsitting beside her,

and her eyes had kept sliding over to his handb®@steering- wheel, or his
profile as he watched the road ahead. She haditrieahcentrate on the sun
glinting on the deep blue sea instead, but the mexhent her gaze would
drift over towards him again and she would wondsrshe had once before,



what it would be like if he smiled at her and assluler that he was taking
her simply because he wanted to be with her.

‘Courtney?’

Wrapped up in her thoughts, she started violenkligmiefteris materialised
in front of her a few minutes later. The suddemsaf him drove the breath
from her lungs as effectively as a punch in thensich, and she put her glass
down on the table so jerkily that water sloppedrgwiere. 'Oh, it's you,'
she said weakly.

'You were miles away," he said, an undercurrentamiusement, and
something else she couldn't identify, in his volgéhat were you thinking
about?'

Not daring to look at him in case he read the tinther eyes, she stared
desperately at the passing crowd for inspiratior-€r —I was just trying to
guess people's nationalities,’ she improvisedt TEmaily over therenustbe
French, don't you think? No one else wears clow#s quite that style. |
wonder if I'm as easy to identify?'

Lefteris studied her. She was wearing another obliedresses that was soft
and comfortable and not at all smart. Jt had beg®ea blue once, but the
colour had faded until it was almost exactly thdter eyes. Walking up and
down the road to Agios Giorgios had given her skglow of gold, and the

brown hair fell softly to her shoulders, thick astdeaky with sunshine.

"You look very English to me,' he said slowly.

Courtney unslung her bag from the back of the ciradr stood up. 'Coming
from you, that's not exactly a compliment, is it?ybur eyes, all English
girls are cold, manipulative and immoral.’

'l wouldn't call you cold," he said, deliberatebt mcquitting her of the other
two accusations. He dropped some money on to ki &@nd glanced at her
with that odd expression in his eyes again. 'Nawvking the way you kiss.'



The colour surged into Courtney's face and shestuquickly away so that
he wouldn't guess how her heart was lurching alithgpagainst her ribs.

Why did he have to remind her about that wretchesgkit wasn't as if she
needed any reminding. Her mind could still replain iperfect, humiliating

detail, and the last thing she wanted was to kinawltefteris remembered it
too. The least he could have done to atone waseterm that it had never
happened, but no! Just when she was wonderingifrsght not quite like

him after all, he had to go and remind her of jbstv arrogant and
despicable he really was!

She kept her face averted as they walked acrossqimre to the famous
Archaeological Museum. Lefteris had promised heisd if there was time

before they went on to Knossos, and it seemed las ifad not forgotten.
Courtney had spent years longing to see its fanreasures, but now that
she was actually there all she could think abowt kedteris and how he had
kissed her. Her resentment grew as she moved fes® t© case, staring
unseeingly down at the exhibits.

Why, why, why had he mentioned that kiss? Herensdeeat last, standing in
front of the famous bull's head with its gilded m®rand grave, powerful
gaze; here was the snake goddess, and the ivarlyaiccaught in mid-leap
over the bull's back, muscles taut and veins stgndut with tension; here
was the unique clay disc from Phaestos with itstemus inscriptions, its
indecipherable message from the past. . .She d@ad¥e drinking it all in,
not wasting this precious opportunity rememberiagy wvarm his hands had
been, how exciting his mouth.

It wasn't fair.

It was cool and quiet inside the museum. Clustérssttors moved around
them, speaking in the hushed tone common to chsreine museums,
whatever the language, only the hectoring, lectuxinices of the guides
rising above the murmur. Courtney barely noticeshilas she bent over the
cases with feverish concentration, while Lefteripl®sence simmered
distractingly at the edge of her mind. She foungéi¢riveted by his finger,
pointing out the detail on a vase, or his bodynileg next to hers as they
peered into a case of sealstones.



She stared resentfully at a group of figurines wamarkably carved faces,
some serene, some grotesque, others simply exadimglividual character
that shone across four thousand years. She wag aithrherself, furious
with Lefteris for being able to distract her soiyas

‘This one always reminds me of Dimitra," he saphearing so suddenly at
her shoulder that she had to supress a gasp aetaisess. He gave one of
his rare smiles as he pointed at a carving of dmoiman whose mouth was
open as if she had been caught in mid-sentenceCandney wondered if it
was really possible that he didn't realise how ks affecting her.

With an effort, she brought her attention away fitmsismile to the carving.
It was, indeed, so like Dimitra that she gigglemtgetting her tension for a
moment. 'She's very voluble, isn't she?'

"You seem to have made a big hit with her," he centad as they moved on
to the next case. 'l stopped to talk to her on nay wlown to Hania
yesterday, and she seemed to know more about gou dhd!"

'l used to meet her whenever | went down to Agiasrgios,” Courtney
explained. 'She's teaching me Greek.'

'‘Oh? And how are you progressing?'

'‘Quite well,' she said proudly. 'l can talk abdwg tveather a bit, and ask after
her arthritis and her goat.'

‘That should come in handy next time you stop &t thgoats,' he said with
another glinting, sidelong smile. 'Perhaps youdt ghore response next
time!'

She opened her mouth to protest at the way herkephding her of how
ridiculous she had been, but when she looked iisteyes she realised how
absurd she must have looked, and inexplicably ebhad herself smiling
back at him, sharing the humour of the memory wittitbe hostility or the
tension.



The wooden display cases and the murmuring todastksd unnoticed into
the background as their smiles caught and helddaegened until, as if
simultaneously remembering how much they disliked distrusted each
other, they both turned abruptly away.

Courtney's pulse was thumping as he led the waheistairs to the upper
gallery. He had smiled at her, really smiled, d=ifiked her! She glanced at
him out of the corner of her eye as they walkeavilalong the gallery,
pretending to admire the exuberant frescoes. Hideshad vanished.
Instead, he was frowning at the celebrated fre$athed Minoan priestess
nicknamed 'La Parisienne'. The smile hadn't meagthang to him. If
anything, he had probably just been rememberinguttavly ridiculous she
had looked, standing half naked on an empty hédlsigcusing herself to a
goat.

Shehad been ridiculous, Courtney realised dolefully. Shi# was. What
could be more ridiculous than getting herself m&tate just because he had
smiled at her? Nothing had changed.

Still, she felt stupidly shy and awkward as theydmé#heir way out of the
museum into the glare and bustle of Eleftheria 8goace more, and could
only nod dumbly when Lefteris suggested lunch leftirey went to
Knossos.

He took her to a small taverna outside the cityeyl'bat outside on the
terrace, and the sun filtered through the vinegswing elegant shadows on
the white tablecloth. Courtney watched the clasiping and red geraniums
stacked along the wall and wondered how it wasiples® be so aware of
Lefteris's every movement when she wasn't eveningokt him.

She never forgot the simple, delicious meal theyesth at that quiet taverna.
The bustling city and the tourists teeming over §3us might have been a
million miles away. They ate slices afizithra, a soft curd cheese made
from goat's milk, with thick pieces of bread and farinkled olives. After
that came plates of roast lamb, hauntingly flavduvath thyme and
oregano, and a cool, crisp salad made with cucusnbarons and sweet red
tomatoes, all glistening with olive oil.



She was agonisingly conscious of Lefteris, and adsttesperately that she
could regain the antagonism that had slipped awaynsiccountably when
she had been unable to resist the smile in his &y&as easier to talk to him
when she was hating him. He, too, seemed awarenefnaawkwardness
between them, a constraint that had never exigtfmtdy and they were both
very careful not to touch as they wandered aroundskos that afternoon.

In silence, they walked through the ruins of theeomighty palace, gazing
up at the reconstructed frescos and climbing giwaeps of steps. Courtney
was disappointed at first. She had pictured ac@siplex, peopled with the
glamorous Minoans, whose gaiety and sophisticatiere so obvious from
the treasures in the museum. She had thoughtwuerie be a real sense of
a palace that had been made for a pleasure- |d¥asgyle and the more
violent, sinister rituals that were its darker sitheit the brightly dressed
crowds criss-crossing the central court seemeave destroyed the magic,
the ghosts of the spectacular bull-leaping rituzsished in a babel of
languages and the ubiquitous whirr of the videoeram



CHAPTER FIVE

LEFTERIS read the disappointment in her face and led hexyawom the
central area to a quiet corner in the shade opihe trees that surrounded
the site. Here there were narrow corridors turnaiguptly into dark,
windowless rooms, sudden steps and confusing dedsd €ourtney ran her
fingers along the ancient stones. The light wask#d into brilliance and
deep shade, and whenever she risked a glancetatitéfe seemed outlined
in extraordinary clarity. It was quiet away fronetbrowds and the sense of
the past was much stronger. Wandering from roomotom, she found
herself hesitating in doorways, her feet crunclonghe pine needles that
lay thickly on the stones, and glancing over hesustter as if she might
catch a glimpse of one of the figures she had ae#ime museum, slipping
silently between sunlight and shadow.

'It's almost spooky, isn't it?' she confessed o &$ they sat on the edge of
the roof that had been built to cover the Hall ouble Axes, looking down
on stone walls which were all that was left of thaze of little rooms and
corridors. Far in the distance, at the end of @iy, they could just see the
sea between the hills, a deep, glinting blue bdtlwevhorizon. A Minoan
might Wave looked at exactly the same view, Coyrttieought with a
shiver that was part pleasure, part awe. Her gaae dack to the crumbled
walls beneath them. 'Why do you think they madsoitconfusing?' she
asked. 'Why go to all the trouble of making allgbdlifferent levels, and
those corridors that don't seem to lead anywhere?'

'Who knows?' said Lefteris. 'When it was all rogfiéenust have been even
more difficult to find your way around. You can demv easily the myth of
the labyrinth would have grown up around a plake this.’

As if to prove his point, a puzzled tourist stoppethost immediately
beneath them. Unaware of his audience, he stoeuntuhis guidebook
round and round as he tried to work out what hesuaposed to be looking
at. Scratching his head, he gave up and walkedstlff holding his book
upside-down.

Courtney and Lefteris watched him go, and then ggdnat each other.
Involuntarily, they both smiled, and the brittlex$gon dissolved into a new



and much more disturbing awareness. She had thegssst feeling, as if
everything had suddenly deepened in intensity. Styeseemed somehow
bluer, the light more luminous. She spread her samdthe warm stone and
felt his smile seeping through her, a deep, tingl@armth. The air smelt of
pines and little sparrows chittered around thenthenold stones, oblivious
to the past.

‘Tell me the story of the labyrinth," she said sry.
‘Surely you know that story?' he said in surprise.

'l do, but I'd like to hear it, here in KnossoeSjlanced at him. The light
bouncing off the stones threw the fine bones of&es into sharp relief, and
her eyes reflected the deep cobalt-blue of the'Bloyyou mind?’

He looked away, as if with an effort. 'No, | domind," he said, a curious
undercurrent in his voice. He was silent for a ehtilis gaze fixed on the sea
in the distance, and then he began. 'Once thereawamghty king called
Minos who commanded all the seas around Cretdj\adtin a great palace
that was the wonder of all who saw it. The splemadithe court at Knossos
was legendary, but there was a darker side todt,Ninos's wife, Pasiphae,
had given birth to a monster, half-bull, half-maalled the Minotaur. This
was such a terrifying beast that it had to be cmdfiin an endless labyrinth
below the palace, and placated by a dreadful &ibEvery nine years, the
Athenians had to choose seven youths and sevenensaitho were
delivered into the heart of the labyrinth. It was ®nfusing that, once
inside, they couldn't possibly find their way camd they roamed helplessly
through the dark corridors where the Minotaur whittedevour them one by
one.'

Courtney shivered, it must have been terrifyingutan just imagine them,
can't you? Lost in the darkness, coming up agditestk walls, never
knowing if the monster was going to be waiting arthe next corner. . .it's
a disturbing story, isn't it?'

'Yes, but itis just a story," he said, amused by her grimageplably grew
up from nothing more than the fact that visitorseh@ere overwhelmed by
the complexity of the palace.’



Courtney decided she preferred the horror to losgc explanation. '‘Go on
with the story," he said.

'‘Well, there was terrible grief in Athens every dittie tribute was due, and
every family feared that their own child might la&en, until the king's son,
Theseus, swore that he would put an end to thair ke announced that he
would take his place among those sent to the lathyrand that he would
kill the Minotaur. Naturally, his father, King Aegs, didn't want him to go,
but Theseus was insistent, and they set off inip with black sails of
mourning. He was fortunate, too, that King Mina&sighter, Ariadne, fell
in love with him when she saw him arriving at KnessShe said she would
help him, if he would promise to marry her and taketo Athens. Theseus
promised, of course, and she gave him a ball afathrso that he could
unwind it as he went into the labyrinth, and folldvwack to the entrance
when he had killed the Minotaur. And that is whappened. Theseus, in the
way of heroes, slew the monster, and escaped WitheaAthenians, and
Ariadne.

'‘Unfortunately," Lefteris went on, ‘the story didhave the happy ending
stories like that are supposed to have. Theseuslabhad Ariadne while she
lay sleeping on a beach on the island of Naxos,saildd back to Athens
without her. He had arranged with his father thheiwas returning alive he
would signal the good news in advance by chandiadtack sails to white,
but in all the excitement he forgot. King Aegeusatehing anxiously for his
return from a cliff-top at Cape Sounion, saw thecklsails and knew that it
meant his son was dead. In his grief, he threw élinmsto the sea, which has
been known as the Aegean ever since, so insteadtwiing to great
rejoicing Theseus was met by the news that hiefadthd died because of
his own forgetfulness.’

it served him right for the way he treated pooradinie,’ said Courtney. 'He
used her, and when he didn't need her any moneshé&jt her on her own.'

‘That kind of behaviour isn't limited to ancient tmy," Lefteris said, his
expression bitter. 'Or, indeed, to men.'

The thought seemed to make him withdraw and theye wsdent as they
drove home, with the sea still and silver on threght, and the hills an



ethereal blue-grey in the evening light.-Courtneyndered whom he had
been thinking of when he had looked so bitter. \V&snda, his brother's
wife, who had somehow contributed to the enmityveein him and Nikos,
or was it someone else? She tried to imagine aviolwould leave Lefteris,
a girl he must have loved for him still to feel Hestrayal. How could she
have done it?

She glanced across at him, remembering how deepward his voice had
been as he'd told her that old, old story, rememdgédrow the shadows had
fallen across his face, and she felt suddenly hoilside, as if her stomach
had simply disappeared.

The confusing turns and unexpected dead ends daltiyeinthine walls at
Knossos were an apt symbol of her feelings for Isime, thought wryly. Just
when she thought she disliked him intensely, heldvda something unfair,
like smile, and she would be stopped in her traoks have to change her
mind. Resentment would suddenly turn into gratitual@kwardness into
desire, indignation into liking. . .now she didkftow how she felt about
him. She was lost in the labyrinth and didn't knekat she would find at its
centre. Or did she?

Courtney's mind shied nervously away from the tibdgat her feelings for
Lefteris might be leading her into something farendangerous than mere
liking. His guests were arriving the day after torow, and he would have
no time for her then. She would be taken up witbkawg, and in just over a
week's time she would say goodbye to him. He hadtt anything about
her staying on after his guests had left. Why sthcwe? He had never
pretended to feel anything but contempt for hed sime was the one who
had said she wanted to leave Agios Giorgios anddsper time poking
around Minoan ruins. Thataswhat she wanted. Of course it was.

The next morning, Lefteris announced that he waluide her down to the
market in Hania that evening, when everything odeaféer the afternoon
siesta, and promptly disappeared into his officenelCourtney could hear
him making long phone calls in a sharp, decisive®oi



Left with nothing to do but make lunch, she walkdalwn into Agios
Giorgios to get some fresh bread. She was glaueagxcuse to get out of the
house. The atmosphere between them was subtlyetiffdess hostile but
somehow more disturbing. One more week, Courtneyneed herself for
the umpteenth time. Don't do anything stupid.

Dimitra was sitting by the roadside, holding heagoy its long tether while
it browsed contentedly behind her. She greeted tGeyrwarmly as she
came down the road, and they ran through her m@pexf Greek phrases,
before Dimitra launched into a voluble speech, iniclv a bewildered
Courtney could recognise only Lefteris's name regmkaseveral times.
Seeing that she had lost her, Dimitra began agastime with an elaborate
pantomime.

'‘Ah!" said Courtney as it finally clicked. 'Yesyd' moved into Lefteris's
house while Katina is away. I'm his cook.’

Not surprisingly, this was lost in Dimitra, so slainched into her own
pantomime, which got a little involved as she tiie@xplain about Katina's
mother being ill. Dimitra watched her with interesut to Courtney's
surprise she beamed and began patting her hearfirshAt Courtney

wondered if she thought Katina's mother had hadaathattack, but when
Dimitra kept repeating Lefteris's name and poin@dgourtney it dawned
on her at last that Dimitra thought they were lever

'No!" she said with burning cheeks. 'Lefteris and Ino,' she tried urgently,
and when this seemed to have no effect on Dimigra'sshe summoned up
her Greek. 'No, no,' she said again. W, ne!'

'‘Ne," Dimitra confirmed with a kindly smile that saidestnderstood.

Relieved, Courtney waved goodbye and walked ontimovillage. Thank
heavens she had been able to put a stofhabidea! The bakery was
crowded, and she listened idly to the machine-dhaiter of conversation,
trying to pick out words she recognised, likeand —

Courtney's thoughts broke off as appalled reatisatstruck. In her
determination to correct Dimitra of her misappredien, she had made the



most elementary mistake of ale didn't mean no, as it surely ought to. It
meant yes.

Squirming, Courtney remembered Dimitra's knowinglenshe must have
thought she was only too eager to admit to beiuglwed with Lefteris! As

if in a dream, she bought two loaves and steppésidaiinto the bright
street, clutching the bread to her in horror. Wiead she done?

Unsure of why it was so important to let Dimitradenstand how wrong she
had been, Courtney walked anxiously along the rpadring through the
olives and up the hillsides, but there was no sighe old woman. She even
retraced her steps to Dimitra's house, but thesenwaone there except the
fat hens. In the end, she gave up and went sload¥k ko the villa, stupidly
reluctant to face Lefteris.

Fortunately, he was still shut in his study, whiggve her time to compose
herself while she made the lunch. Really, it washimg to get worked up
about, she reasoned as she stuffed huge, swedbtsweth rice and onions
and some of the dried herbs Katina kept hanging ftrdeam in the kitchen.
It was a perfectly ordinary mistake that anyoneld@ddtave made. There was
absolutely nothing to feel embarrassed about.

When the tomatoes were cooked she took them dbeadven and set them
on the table with the bread she had bought andhk dipsilotiri, a strong,
hard cheese made only from the milk of goats grarethe highest Cretan
mountains. She had bought some of the wild grebas most people
gathered for themselves from the hillsides. Coyrtodten saw them
carrying huge bundles of leaves down the roadhadn't dared try foraging
for herself. Safer by far, she thought, to buy tHesm the shop, even if it
was less authentic. They still made a lovely sig#sdust boiled and tossed
in olive oil and lemon juice.

Lefteris looked preoccupied when he emerged fraoffice, but he cast a
glance of surprised approval at the table as hel@ah. 'Have you been
cooking all morning?'



'l went down to the village as well." Courtney ledkdown at her plate and
drew a breath. It was now or never! 'Actually, d dbmething rather stupid
while | was down there.'

'Oh?' He sounded resigned rather than surprisbd ast himself a piece of
cheese.

She cleared her throat. 'You remember | was teliog how well | was
getting on with my Greek?'

He looked up at that. 'Yes?"

'Well, | met Dimitra this morning.' Having begunség enough, Courtney
suddenly found it more and more difficult to conn 'She seemed to know
all about my moving in here, but for some reasantbinks that you and |I. .
thatwe. ..’

"That we what?'

"You know. . ." Courtney's cheeks were scarlet, &edteris's eyes
sharpened, thouglvhether with annoyance or amusement or something
quite different it was impossible to tell.

'She thinks we're lovers?"

'Yes.' She exhaled a sharp breath, glad that st@thead to say the word
herself. 'It's a ridiculous idea, of course,' shigstrying to laugh off her
embarrassment.

'Ridiculous,’ he agreed, but there was an oddindtes voice. 'What did you
do to give Dimitra the idea in the first place?"

'l didn't do anything! She just seemed to have iter head. | tried to tell her
how wrong she was, but | got a bit muddled up, ket sayinghe,meaning
no, so now she must think it's true.'

Courtney hung her head guiltily, expecting him ¢&ofbrious, but when she
risked a glance at him she saw an unexpected gguirtg at the corner of



his mouth. It made him look much younger, much |éssce and
disquietingly attractive.

'| suppose it's an easy mistake to make,' waseathaid.

She stared at him in amazement, baffled by hidigracl thought I'd better
tell you,' she said at last. 'l didn't think yowdnt everyone in the village
thinking that | was your girlfriend. You're the oméno keeps banging on
about how ghastly English girls are, and I'd hateryeputation to suffer!'

'It sounds as if the damage has already been dwmmesaid, ignoring her
sarcasm. 'l don't quite see what you expect me tabout it.'

'l thought you could make it clear to Dimitra exaathat our relationship
is," she said, conscious that she sounded sullen.

He leant back in his chair and regarded Courtneyghtfully. ‘And whais
our relationship?'

'I'm your cook." She steeled herself to meet hik éges squarely. "Your
temporary cook,' she stressed.

'‘And you're my employer.’

"Your temporary employer," he corrected her. 'Sowant me to tell Dimitra
that we haven't got a relationship, and if we tidauld only be a temporary
one?' There was no mistaking the mockery in hisevand Courtney felt her
hackles rise. 'Yes, that's what | want,' she samly. Even so, she spent a
ridiculous amount of time getting ready to go tonkda She kept fiddling
with her hair, plaiting it, deciding it didn't suiter, letting it down and
decidingthatlooked too much as if she was making an effototk nice.
Her hair had always been too mousy for it to mattach how she wore it
before, but now that it was bleached with goldeeadts of sunshine it really
did look much better tumbling soft and thick to heowlders. Did Lefteris
think so?



Courtney leant forward and stared at herself inntimeor, wondering how
he saw her. Blue-grey eyes stared back at herdhrtheir fringe of dark
lashes.

They had always been her best feature, even if digyook hopelessly
dreamy next to Ginny's sparkling green ones. Otiservithere was really
nothing special about her: a straight little n@ssoft mouth, fine skin. . .no,
there was nothing wrong with her exactly. There wast nothing
particularly striking either. There was certainbtimng to attract a man like
Lefteris Markakis.

Suppressing a sigh, Courtney turned away from tireom What did it
matter, anyway? She pulled on a dress patternddmited blues and greys
and fastened a blue suede belt around her waistdigss was made of a
soft, silky sort of cotton, and it whispered agahmer bare legs as she walked
to the car with Lefteris.

She had found him in the hall, checking his troymekets for the car keys.
He wore dark trousers and a plain white shirt waittie, and his jacket was
slung over one shoulder. He'd glanced up at thadsotiher footsteps and
Courtney had wished suddenly that she had put oaoltigeans and kept her
hair firmly plaited. In spite of sleeves rolled tgpthe elbow, the white shirt
and tie had a formality that suited his strongudezd. In a peculiar way it
emphasised the latent power of his body far maaa the dark, traditional
outfit he had worn while hunting.

He looked unnervingly attractive as he held opendior of the car for her.
Courtney got in, her senses quivering with a ned/amsettling awareness.
Everything seemed unnaturally vivid: the feel o thoft material of her
dress curving over her breasts and the hard plas$tithe door-handle
beneath her fingers; the smell of the upholstenygiimg with the lingering
scent of orange blossom from the garden; the sihehgth of Lefteris
beside her and his long fingers on the car keyeastdrted the engine. Even
that seemed louder than usual.

Courtney cleared her throat. She really must peréélf together.



As they turned off the track on to the road, theat @imitra, looking rather
lop-sided without her goat, evidently on her wayrtove her little flock of

sheep instead. 'l suppose I'd better have a wdldher,' Lefteris said with a
sardonic look. 'Since you're so anxious to convirerghat you're not madly
in love with me!'

Crimson with mortification, Courtney sat chewingr Hg while he and

Dimitra embarked on one of those intense, argunigataounding

conversations the Cretans seemed to specialigé iangth, Dimitra patted
him on the arm, peered round him to give Courtndyaad, gap-toothed
smile, and stepped back with a parting commentéfighim with a peculiar
expression on his face.

'What did she say?' Courtney asked suspicioushegsut the car into gear
and drove on.

'l suspect you'd rather not know," he said in audige.
'I'd rather nonhot know!"

He hesitated, then shrugged, 'If you must know ssie that we can deny it
all we want, but she still thinks your first answeas the right one.’

Feeling the vivid colour stain her cheeks, sheddrher face away. 'How. .
.how ridiculous,’ she said weakly.

The covered market in Hania was built in the shafpe cross, and bustled
and jostled with enough life and colour'to diveer fior a while from the

business of untangling exactly how she felt abaiftdris. Fish were laid out
on slabs, wet and glistening, while their headscksually discarded on the
floor below. Courtney recognised the distinctivéksp of swordfish, and a
stallholder, noticing her interest, gestured prgudl his display of bream
and mullet, squid and cuttlefish, and the octopusg above them.

Further on, they found boxes of fruit and vegetsbéeriot of colour and

freshness. There were great piles of orangestoipatoes, cucumbers and
courgettes so fresh that they still had flowerseréhwere glossy purple
aubergines and the bright red and green of frepbgys. There were crisp



lettuces and vine leaves and boxes of differentikiof horta, the wild
greens gathered on the hillsides outside Haniart@eyiwandered up and
down the aisle, inspecting piles of artichokes andlons, boxes of
kumquats, strings of garlic and sacks of the manelsie onions and
potatoes. Averting her eyes from the baskets sagthith live snails, she
pulled out her list and wondered where to begin.

Lefteris was a surprisingly patient interpreter ahe familiar tension
between them evaporated as she nosed melons aredl tover tomatoes
with a professional hand, and he accepted thenstd#rs' obvious joshing
at his unaccustomedly lowly role as bag carriehwgivod humour. Laden
down with fruit and vegetables, they moved on tg bloeese in a narrow
shop where they had to squeeze between enormoeseshstacked one on
top of the other. The smiling woman gave Courtngle Ipieces of Cretan
specialities to try while Lefteris watched, amusgdher intent expression.
Graviera, mizithra, staka, malaka.Courtney found herself smiling back as
she repeated the names after him like an incantatio

There were bread shops and butchers and delicateasé a kiosk in the
middle where Courtney, guiltily aware of how bethiewould be, bought a
postcard to send to her parents. Best of all, thougre the stalls that sold
herbs and spices. Great bunches of dried herbs fnhamgthe ceiling and
were stacked in plastic bags at the front wherecsld read their names
and how they were used. Many seemed to have as amedicinal use as a
culinary one. Dittany tea was good for the stomacil head-aches,
kiparisaki—whatever that was —for the kidneys. Courtney's faae bright
with delight as she picked up bags of cinnamon @amdin and coriander,
camomile and oregano, marjoram and the twiggy bramofmalotira, and
sniffed at them, enjoying their pungent aromas. &hedn't resist the jars of
Cretan honey, made by bees fed on thyme and vendefis, or the sacks of
nuts and huge bowls of olives. Baskets were stum@bove spectacular
displays of wreaths carved with elaborate motifgroit and flowers and
leaves. Courtney assumed that they were woodehLefftieris told her they
were made of bread, baked hard.

‘Traditionally, they're given to guests at a weddihe said. 'l suspect these
ones are bought mainly by tourists. Many of thetrdditions are dying out,
some of them for the better. Cretan weddings usée ta lot more dramatic



than they are today. It used to be quite commorbifales to be abducted
from rival villages and married out of hand.' Hargied down at Courtney's
vivid face. 'You'll be glad to know that stealingdes is definitely a habit
that has died out!'

For a dangerous moment, she allowed herself to erowfiat it would be

like if Lefteris snatched her up and refused towlher to leave Agios

Giorgios. She stared at a heart-shaped carvingt'sTbne thing | don't have
to worry about, then," she said, and was horriietlow wistful her voice

sounded. 'Fortunately!" she added hastily.

She had expected that once the shopping was degembuld go straight
home, but when they had stacked the bags in thie dfathe car Lefteris
glanced at his watch. 'lt's a little early to elag¢'said. 'l may as well show
you something of Hania.'

Courtney wasn't sorry for the opportunity to expldfe led her past smart
shops that wouldn't have been out of place in Rarislilan, and down
narrow, tortuous back streets that were full oktier charm. The Venetian
houses must have been grand once, but now theteplhad faded and
flaked, and there were television aerials and dr@gpwires everywhere.
They were still stylish, though, Courtney decideth their dark, secretive
doorways and the elegant wrought-iron balconies.

Walking beside Lefteris down the confusion of alays, she told herself
that her light heart had nothing to do with his pamy. It was just that she
liked dilapidated places like this, which had narighe aggressive design
her parents so favoured. She liked the cats wedwitgeen the balcony
railings, and the weeds and wild flowers growing @a tumbledown wall.
It was a surprisingly private place. Every now dhnen, they would get a
glimpse of a dim interior with a flickering telewas, or the suggestion of a
tangled garden hidden behind a high wall. Bicyelese propped against
doorways, and someone's washing-up dried in a swiradow. She liked the
pots of geraniums marching up crumbling steps, t@red smiling boys
weaving past on their scooters.

Most of all, she liked the brush of Lefteris's b@$ythey stepped to one side
to let someone past, and the touch of his fingefises arm as he pointed out



an ornate doorknocker or a man casually carryihgge terracotta pot that
might have come from Knossos.

Think about leaving, Courtney reminded herself dezely, but it was as if
the gathering darkness held her in thrall andle# sould think about was
the curve of his mouth and the line of his chee#t tie way her senses
thrilled whenever he touched her.

They emerged on to the harbour front as if intotla@moworld. After the
quiet back streets, it seemed as if half of Eunwps there, strolling up and
down the quayside past the restaurants with thejpesl awnings and
beckoning waiters. Even in such a crowd, Leftetmod out, Courtney
thought, sliding a sidelong glance at him. He hamkéned his tie, and his
jacket was slung casually over his shoulder. Shedeed if he noticed how
many women turned their heads surreptitiously t® leig powerful frame
and distinctive features. Among the uncomfortabilysded tourists in their
shorts and sandals, he moved with a balanced adgghter's controlled
tread.

He took her to a shabby taverna at the far entdleharbour, where it was
quiet and dark and few tourists bothered to expldeewas greeted like a
long-lost son, and Courtney found herself ushesgdmoniously to a table
in the corner. She watched Lefteris joking with greprietor, startled as
always by how much younger he looked when he ladigde was utterly at
home in this tiny taverna with its hot, clatterikigfchen and plastic
tablecloths, but she could imagine him just aslgasi some exclusive
French restaurant. He was a man at home in amgtisity she decided. His
assurance and authority were simply part of hind he carried them
wherever he went.

After an animated discussion, the proprietor broulgem a bottle of wine
from a Hania vineyard, and Lefteris poured it itite glasses, his face intent
as he watched the wine. It was easier to look rat Wwhen his eyes were
lowered, and Courtney's eyes drifted from the thaaek lashes, down the
straight nose to his mouth. Something insistenabeg beat deep inside
her. Terrified that her hands might reach acrosstable to touch him of
their own accord, she seized her glass.



'Cheers!" she croaked.

"Yiammas.He was smiling. Didn't he know what his smile thdher? He
touched his glass to hers. "You must always chiaksgs before you drink,’
he said.

'Why's that?'

'‘We've been making wine in Crete for over six tlaomukyears,' he said, 'so
some of our superstitions are very old. The andiéneeks worshipped the
vine, and they believed that to be truly apprediatee should be savoured
with all five senses. Taste is obvious, and of seyou feel the touch of the
wine on your tongue.' Holding up his glass to ight| he swirled the wine

round and then bent his head to sniff it. "You&dmire the colour with your

eyes and smell the bouquet. We chink our glassésasave can appreciate
with our ears, and ensure that all our sensesatisfisd.

It didn't take a glass of wine to make her sensa& wvertime when he was
around, Courtney thought ruefully, but she laughad clinked her glass
against his obediently.

Yiammas,she repeated.

Over the glasses their eyes met for a jarring monaenl their smiles faded
at the same time. 'Er —what's on the menu?' shexlagkickly, dropping her
gaze.

'We'd better go and see.' To her surprise, hedealt to the kitchen. She
had expected the staff to resent this sudden iamabut they all seemed to
think it was perfectly normal, and the propriet@amed as he pulled big
aluminium dishes out of the warming oven for hemtgpect. There was a
tray of appetising stuffed vegetables —aubergigesygettes, artichokes
and tomatoes —all lined up neatly, a casserolguitis lamb cutlets cooked
with herbs and wrapped in paper packets, okratlick tomato sauce and a
deliciously oily stew made with potatoes, onionsl ammatoes. Courtney
sniffed at it appreciatively but changed her mirttew she discovered that it
was cooked with snails, and opted for a stuffeceagibe instead.



'You're very quiet,' Lefteris said when they weeaelbat the table. 'Are you
all right?'

No, she wasn't. She felt jittery, on edge, andrtkistent pounding along her
veins was making it impossible to concentrate. fettded with her fork. 'l
was just thinking that | don't really know anythiagout you," she said. It
was true, even if it wasn't a strictly accuratenaars

'You know I'm a businessman.'

'l don't mean how you make your money. | meanrti@rtant things about
you.'

His eyes flickered. 'Like what?'
'Well, your family, for instance.’

He swirled the wine around in his glass and shrdgid&/e're a Cretan
family," he said as if that explained everythifdy ‘grandfather was born in
Villa Athina, and his grandfather before him. Myote are deep in the
Cretan mountains, but my fath er was ambitiouswdat to America and
built up the company from nothing, but as childvea always knew that
Crete was our home. It was my father who builtitbase | live in now, and
he made sure we spent at least every summer theéhatswe would never
forget who we were and where we belonged.

‘After my father died, | took over the companys lgéxpanded out of all
recognition since then, but | have tried to keepthe principles he
established, and Agios Giorgios is still the cemtr¢he family. My sisters
come every summer and let their families run riot.'

'What about your brother? You said he married agli&m girl?'

'Linda." The name seemed to stick in his throaés,YChristos married
Linda, and lived to regret it. She was a beautft| but rotten to the core.
All she cared about was money. You might not hasardh of the Markakis
name, but she certainly had. Christos met her mdba, and she played it
very carefully, making sure they were safely makrbefore he brought her



home to meet his family. I'm not quite sure what slas expecting, but it
certainly wasn't Agios Giorgios. She wanted to bg pf the jet-set and lie
around in luxury all day; instead she got the maimst, a quiet village and a
lot of olive trees. She'd only been there a daypheethe started nagging
Christos to take her away to the bright lights.’

'Is that why she went back to England?' Courtnemdoit hard to imagine
wanting to leave Agios Giorgios now.

'One of the reasons.' Lefteris's face closed. S8¥wiwas killed in a car crash
a few months later. She couldn't wait to take heney and run.'

'I'm sorry," said Courtney awkwardly. 'l can seavnehy you don't like
English girls.'

'l blame myself," he said abruptly. 'l should hae®e more to prevent the
marriage. | knew exactly what English girls wekelil considered marrying
one once myself, until | found out that her lovepeleded entirely on how
many millions you could offer her. | was very youaigthat time, and the
company wasn't nearly as large as it is now. Salképt me hanging on a
string for a time, but when it came down to it sipted for someone much
older and much richer than | was then. Never niad it meant breaking up
his marriage and making his life a misery untildineorced her with several
million as a settlement. All that mattered to Saari—like Linda —was
what she got out of it. Unlike you, they thoughattimoney was the only
thing that had any importance at all. | had a luekgape.'

If he had been as young as he said, he would ailsolteen desperately hurt.
Courtney stared down into her wine. 'Is she theaegou've never married?
Don't you want a family of your own?"

'Some day, yes, but Christos's experience taugiihaienarriage isn't worth
the price unless you're absolutely sure you'veddue right woman.'

'‘And you haven't found her?' Courtney was stiltgtng her wine.

'No.' He broke off some bread and looked acrog&rltHer lowered lashes
cast shadows on her cheeks. 'Not yet.'



CHAPTER SIX

THEREWwas a long, intense silence. Courtney could fexeépes on her face
as she twisted the glass between her fingers.&iked at her plate, at the
battered cruet set, at the poster of Switzerlandiwsomeone had stuck on
the wall for some reason, at anything except Lisfter

'You know about me now," he said at last. 'Whaualgou? You haven't told
me about your family.'

'I'm a bit of a misfit." Courtney picked at her aujine, wondering if he
could ever understand what it was like to be surded by confident,
capable people when you were neither. 'My parergsbath very clever,
both successful in their own fields. They're neweiddled, like me. Things
seem obvious to them. They're always confident #rew best, and they
always do. It's very hard to argue with people ah® always right. They
just. ..overwhelmyou. | wanted to please them, but | always seeimead
up disappointing them instead. Sometimes | thirdy ttvonder where on
earth | came from. My sister has always been atde@them, but I'm like a
cuckoo in the nest.'

‘Are you like your sister?’

'Like Ginny?' The idea was so absurd that Couraheyst laughed. She laid
down her fork, remembering years of being urgeoketonore like her sister.
'‘No, I'm not like her. She's everything I'm notn@y's beautiful and I'm
ordinary. She's clever and witty, and I'm quiet ahgl. She's sensible, I'm a
dreamer. Everything she does, she does perfecltigreas | just seem to
make a mess of things. | grew up feeling hopelesslgequate because |
could never be like her. while Ginny was out wirgischolarships and
tennis championships, | was reading in my room.t'Shahere | learnt to
love history so much. It always seemed so muclee#isan coping with my
parents' ambitions.'

'Why didn't you go on to study history, if that'®at you were so interested
in?' he asked.



'I'd got so used to feeling hopeless that | justeskup as soon as the word
exam was mentioned, and in the end my teachersadedmf me. After |
left school, my parents decided that | might ad dek cookery course, as it
was the only thing | wasn't a complete dunce atth&ttime, it was just
easier to give in, and, to be fair, I'm glad | did like cooking, and | can
earn my living, but. . '

'‘But you wanted to study archaeology?'

She nodded. 'l know it's not a very sensible itldal mention it tentatively,
but my parents produced all sorts of reasons fotrgimg: | wouldn't get on
the course, | wouldn't be able to cope, and iflllil never get a decent job at
the end of it all." She looked at Lefteris at |48t different for you. You're
strong. You'd never let anyone bully you, but | érgot the confidence. |
just cave in.'

‘That doesn't sound like the spitfire who bursb imty office and gave me a
piece of her mind after Discovery Crete collapskd,tommented, and she
looked away again.

'It's different here," she said in a burst of htye's one of the reasons |
don't want to go home. | feel different here, aod'se different from my
parents too." She folded one of the paper napkittsa concertina. 'You
make my angry,' she added in a low voice, 'but gon't make me feel
useless.’

'I'm glad to hear it." He was looking strangelyngrbut it didn't seem to be
directed at her. 'Presumably your parents didpt@ of your coming to
Crete?"

'No, they were horrified. They thought | was madh@w up my job at the
wine bar for a silly whim, and when | insisted thvegshed their hands of me
all together.’

'What made you stand up to them this time?"

'My parents entertain a lot. Their dinner parties awful. Everyone's so
confident about their opinions, and if anyone rerbera to ask me mine | go



all tongue-tied and pathetic, and as soon as | doage to say something
they all jump down my throat and ask me to justifyself." Courtney
shuddered. 'l hate it! My parents ask along "sietaypoung men for me —
they think the best they can do for me now is torgnae off—but they only
come in the hope that they'll see Ginny. | canteeen wondering how on
earth she manages to have such a dull, dowdy.5Sister

A smile flickered across Lefteris's face. 'They Vdo(t think that if they had
seen you taking off your clothes without a thoughtto who might be
watching!

Courtney flushed and bit her lip. 'l would nevevé&alone that if I'd known
you were there!’

'No," he said slowly. 'l believe you wouldn't.'

Across the table, their eyes met and for Courtheyas as if a hand were
squeezing all the air out of her lungs. Tearing éy@s away, she took a
sharp breath to steady her pulse. 'Anyway,' she wentrying to sound
brisk, 'a couple of months ago, they had a coclgarty, and one of the
guests was a historian who does a lot of televidmrumentaries. | thought
he'd be ghastly, but he was charming. He had aofvenaking you tell him
things you never meant to tell him at all." A bkel Lefteris himself, she
added mentally. 'He found out how interested | imake Minoans, and he
told me about the course. He was the one who steghtat | come to Crete
so that when | applied | could prove that I'd madeal effort to do as much
as | could by myself. He said that you should akviflow your instincts
and do what you really want to do, even if it ddeseem sensible or
practical at the time.' Her smile glimmered in the light. 'So here | am.’

'Yes,' said Lefteris thoughtfully. 'Here you are.’

Without knowing why, Courtney's heartbeat slowedatoerratic, painful
thud. She swallowed, not daring to meet his eyed, was ridiculously
relieved to find the proprietor hovering over thepmesenting two tiny
glasses of raki on the house as he distractedrisegh small talk.



Courtney gulped at the fiery liquid, coughing as spirit burned down her
throat and hoping that it would drown the treachsraesire uncurling

within her. She wanted to touch him, to lay herdhagainst his cheek and
press her lips to the pulse in his throat. She @ditd run her fingers through
his dark hair and feel his hard body beneath hedfa

She must stop this! As if from a great distance, &w him rise and shake
hands with the proprietor before turning to pult bar chair. Her smile felt
stiff as she stood up and her pulse roared soyondier ears that she had no
idea what he was saying. She supposed she mustdaayesomething
suitable, for the next minute they were outsidee iilght air was cool on her
bare skin, but her knees felt stupidly weak as thwyked along the
guayside. The moonlight etched the distinctive bhais nose and jaw, and
touched the corner of his mouth. Lucky moonlighg thought and shivered
with pure desire.

‘Are you cold?'

'What?' she asked stupidly.

"You shivered,' he said in amusement. 'l wonddrgdu were cold.’

Her mouth felt dry. 'A bit.'

'Here, have my jacket." He unslung his jacket araped it round her
shoulders. Courtney stood very still, wonderindpaf could hear the slow,
reverberating boom, boom, boom of her heart. Hong moment, he just
stood there, looking down at her.

'What's the matter?' she said, when she couldtbeailence no longer.

He didn't answer immediately. Reaching out, hecthse tumbled hair over
the collar and smoothed down one of the lapelgad just remembering that

you were English,' he said at last.

'Yes, | am.' His nearness was mesmerising andtahedswoodenly at his
tie, unable to meet his eyes. 'But I'm not liker8sbor Linda.’



Very gently, he ran his finger down her soft cheéle, barest of caresses.
'I'm beginning to think that you might not be,'dgreed.

Courtney could feel her cheek burning from thaebtouch as they drove
home. The clouds had rolled down from the mountaansl the darkness
seemed very close. Normally the view was widejnglrandly up to the
peaks, but now everything was in flashes of clgse-ais the headlights
sliced through the night: fruit hanging heavy oe tlhange trees, a clump of
leggy lavender clinging to the rocks at a benchmrbad, the spear-shaped
elegance of an Italian cypress.

She sat stiffly in her seat, staring straight aheadified that if she so much
as brushed against Lefteris she would simply biatst flames. When he

stopped the car outside the high stone wall anttkea off the engine, the
silence was absolute. Courtney found that it tdblkea effort to concentrate

on breathing, and her body felt jerky and uncoat#id as she carried the
shopping bags up to the kitchen.

He brought most of them, but much to her reliefléié her to put the
groceries away by herself. It was easier to breathen he had gone.
Courtney emptied the fruit into huge baskets aadk&td the vegetables in
the fridge. She had come so close to making a mentahfool of herself!
She lingered as long as she could in the kitchetil, she had herself under
better control.

Tempted to go straight to bed, she hesitated whernsaw that the lights
were still on and the door open on to the terr&be. could hardly sneak off,
not when he had taken her out to dinner. Takingepdreath, she walked
over to the door. She would wish him a goodnigbirfithere, and then go.
What harm was there in that?

Lefteris was standing on the terrace, looking ouhe mountains, a glass in
his hand. He turned as if he sensed her hesitatithg doorway. 'Come over
here," he said.

And, like a fool, she went.



'Look at this." He gestured with his glass, andr@ay drew a long breath.
The clouds, still thick overhead, had drifted a@gJing a narrow swath of
clear sky over the mountain-tops. The snow on #akg shone eerily white
and serene in the moonlight, seeming to float dismfied over the dark
valley.

'Oh," was all she said, but it seemed to be enough.

He put down his glass on the wall. The chink ofsglagainst stone was
abnormally loud in the stillness. Courtney reacsdif to a shot.

'l just came to say goodnight,' she said hurriedhd would have stepped
back if he hadn't reached out and taken hold ofblaee arms. His hands
seared into her skin.

''ve been thinking about what your friend the distn said,’ he said,
drawing her irresistibly towards him.

'What about?' Her voice was a cracked, humiliatvhgsper.

'‘About following your instincts, even when it do&#seem sensible.' He slid
his hands up her arms and let them drift beneathuimble of silky hair to
cup her neck. 'l thought it might be interestingest his theory," he said
tilting up her face.

Courtney quivered, helpless against the desire libat at her. Taking a
shuddering breath, she opened her mouth to sphakhé&ver knew what she
would have said, but by then it was too late anywagfteris had bent his
head and captured her lips with his own, and the Which had been
simmering relentlessly inside her exploded interafiying blaze of feeling

where nothing existed beyond the touch of his mauttl the feel of his

body.

It was what she had hungered for all evening. @eyrimelted against his
granite strength, murmuring deep in her throatf helpleasure, half in
protest at her own weakness as she gave in arfgkdedrms slide around
him.



'‘Glykia moy' he murmured into her ear, disentangling hisdmsgrom her
hair to pull her hard against him, his kiss deep®t more insistent. More
dangerous, more exciting.

Her hands spread over his back, feeling his wathrtiugh the thin material
of his shirt, abandoning herself to the wickedlktwfi his mouth exploring
hers, of hers exploring his, of his hands, hardiastent on her body.

When he released her, she couldn't prevent a snoah of protest. Dazed
and disorientated by the sensations still swirthmgugh her, she could only
stare up at him.

‘That definitely wasn't very sensible." The edgeusfful amusement in his
voice helped Courtney pull herself together mofeatively than a slap in
the face.

'Perhaps the theory doesn't work after all,’ shed smevenly, trying
desperately to straighten her trembling legs.

'l don't know about that," he said. His face wastatable in the darkness. 'l
think your friend was right. Kissing you might rfdve been sensible, but it
was certainly worth it.’

The next day, Courtney wondered if she had drehattdevastating kiss.
She had lain awake all night, burning with a drehdfombination of

humiliation and unsatisfied desire, wondering hawearth she would be
able to face him in the morning, but in the evdrg seedn't have worried.
She only saw Lefteris briefly, when he behaved absolutely nothing had
happened.

'I'm off to the airport to meet the plane,’ he saiming into the kitchen

where she was chopping onions. 'lI've arrangechfoother cars and drivers
to meet at the airport, so we'll all come back toge Is everything ready for
lunch when we get back?'



"It will be," Courtney said shortly, resenting hlslity to behave as if he had
never held her in his arms, or kissed her to arfpiteh of desire. Still, if he
wanted to pretend it had never happened, that wad§ her!

It was a cosmopolitan group that sat down to luiheth first day. Directors
of divisions in Belgium, Portugal, the Netherlaraisd Spain were there
with their wives, as well as the Italian directGranni Neri, whose wife was
apparently ill, and Inger, who was tall and bloade Danish, with stunning
Nordic blue eyes. Inger, Courtney learnt, was heédLefteris's PR

organisation, and if she had a husband there wasgmoof him. Lefteris

drove Inger up in his car, letting the others fallbehind, and Courtney
loathed her on sight.

At least lunch was a success, and all the gueststh-the notable exception
of Inger, who was too busy keeping Lefteris rivetedher side —were
flatteringly appreciative. Lefteris did manage &art himself away from
what was no doubt a fascinating discussion aboubRRroduce Courtney
when she brought in the coffee, but she took tts¢ dipportunity to escape
back to the kitchen. The company was too sophistictor her, too assured,
all too reminiscent of those endless dinner padideome, and she retreated
instinctively into a shy gawkiness that her paremtaild have recognised
only too well.

It was a very long week. The guests spent theie sitting around the pool
or on the terrace, recovering from the endless srtbat Courtney produced.
Lefteris was a good host, ensuring that his guesjsyed themselves
without ever once pressurising them into anythiveytdidn't want to do, but
at the same time there was no doubt who was bbesdifectors all treated
him with deference and although Courtney never @ae him pull rank
there was a distinctive aura of power about hint ek him apart from the
rest and was as indefinable as it was unmistakable.

In the mornings, the directors would disappearsouss business, and with
Lefteris and Inger out of the way Courtney wouldgbeon the wall and chat
to the wives, who turned out to be much frienddiled less intimidating than
her first impression. It was from them she learrdgrenabout Lefteris.
Generally, it seemed, they respected him as the diemhuge multinational



concern — far larger and more powerful than Coyrtmed guessed —but
they were greatly in awe of him.

'He's so different here, though,' said Consuel®,Spanish director's wife.
'His city apartments are very luxurious, and imnhaiely run by his

servants, but somehow they're not as welcomingees li's as if Lefteris
uses them, but does nlpte there. He's always on the move. He works
tremendously long hours when he's travelling, bugmvhe's here he relaxes.
It seems to be tlie only place he feels at hontee' @anced at Courtney. 'l

think it would be different if he had a wife. Shewd be someone to go

home to in the evenings.'

Courtney was longing to know more about Inger, hoitone seemed to
know very much about her. There had been rumomisnty her with
Lefteris, they admitted, but no one had ever kndemsure. Inger, it
appeared, never wasted her time talking to the svighe was only
interested in her career —and Lefteris, Courtneleddo herself. Whenever
she saw them together, the Danish girl had her lmendis arm, or her
gleaming blonde head bent towards his dark oney $hemed to spend an
awful lot of time out on the terrace too. Surelyare could talk about PR
for that long?

Unable to bear the sight of them together, Courtidyher best to avoid
him. Occasionally, he suggested that she join tfe@moffee, or come out
for a swim, but she would haughtily refuse, claighthat she had things to
do in the kitchen, and after a while he stoppednagsknger always viewed
her exit with satisfaction. Several times Courteayght the other woman
watching her with cold blue eyes, and knew withedieminine instinct that
for some reason the Danish girl disliked her inééns

The understanding she and Lefteris had reachedimathad vanished, and
sometimes Courtney wondered if it had ever beerethe all. She could
hardly recognise the man who had sat across the @& listened to her
babbling on about how inadequate she had alwat3/N&is this autocratic,
cosmopolitan tycoon who inspired such awe in hisaiors the same man
who had sat on the roof at Knossos and told hestthrg of Theseus and the
Labyrinth? The same man who had carried her shgppmd walked
through the back streets of Hania? The man whdisséd her? Whenever



Courtney thought about that kiss, she shook withust of shame and
longing — and fury with herself for caring so mugtihy had he bothered to
kiss her at all when he knew that Inger, perfecEuaglish Inger, would be
arriving the very next day?

After lunch, everyone would retire for a siestaftéss went to his room, she
knew, and she imagined that the others did the s&me would go for a
walkinstead, knowing that if she lay down she woyldt end up

remembering Lefteris and the feel of his body.

One afternoon, she was just finishing clearingkibhehen after lunch when
the door opened and Inger appeared. Courtney ereehiiously. She was
so svelte and well-groomed, always dressed withcésual, unstudied style
that inevitably made Courtney feel a frump.

'‘Can | get you something?' She had to force hetsalbund polite.

For once, Inger seemed determined to be frienblohdered if | could
have a bottle of champagne? And two glasses?' IBtieréd her lashes,
girlishly confiding, it's for a little surprise.’

No guesses as to who the other glass was for, at thie surprise was!
'‘Celebrating?' Courtney asked, pinning a smilectolips.

Inger gave a small, secret smile. 'Just the pleasius couple of hours alone
together.' Her frosty blue eyes met Courtney'su'kKisow how it is.’

'Of.course,’ said Courtney woodenly. So this wastwlefteris did in his
siesta! She tried reminding herself that it wadusiness of hers but it didn't
stop the bitter jealousy clawing at her heart.

Inger watched as as she fetched the champagres] file ice bucket and
produced two glasses. The Danish girl was the gngst who made her feel
like a servant, and her only thanks was a smadinaere smile as she
gathered up the bottle and swayed off in the doaaf Lefteris's room.

Courtney found that her hands were shaking as ethleerself out of the
kitchen and escaped out into the olive groves. d&egpled silence was



soothing, and the long, feathery grass tickled lrgs as they swayed
silver-white in the breeze. Leaning back againgbarled trunk, she closed
her eyes, and breathed in the sweet smell of cld®ee could hear bees
zooming among the flowers which blurred the gragh wolour, and the
distant clank of a sheep's bell.

None of it could shut out the thought of Inger drefteris, sharing the
champagne, laughing, making love. Courtney hadgied inside his room
once. It was simply, even starkly furnished withuae, half- canopied iron
bed, a scrubbed wooden floor and heavily carvedtsh@he shutters had
been open, and the room was full of sunlight.

Was he there now, with the shutters closed agtiadteat? Was he lying on
that wide bed? Was Inger with him?

Courtney's eyes flew open, the pain blocking hevahand tightening its
grip around her heart so viciously that for a motrsdre couldn't breathe.
Jumping to her feet, she pressed the heels ofdmeishagainst her eyes. She
wouldn'tcry. There was absolutely nothing to cry about.shle had to do
was get through three more days, and then she \vbeuicte to go. She tried
to imagine where she would be in a week's time hieatmind obstinately
refused to move beyond Agios Giorgios and Lefteris.

Walking slowly back along the narrow track that leetween the olive

groves, she met Gianni Neri, head bent and handsttinto his trouser

pockets. He looked as miserable as she felt, aadgsmmoned a smile to
greet him. He was an attractive man of about faitli a warm Italian smile,

and he had been particularly nice to her sincedakdnrived, always ready
with compliments on her cooking.

Gianni's greeting was as forced as her own. is #angewrong?' she asked
impulsively as he turned to walk back with her.

He sighed. 'I'm sorry, I'm not very good compamy,|l& That's why | came
out for a walk. It's a strain pretending to haygoad time when | can't stop
thinking about my problems."



'l know what it's like," said Courtney quietly. Hawn unhappiness made her
more sensitive to his. 'Is there anything | cariadbelp?’

‘Not really." Gianni walked in silence for a few ments, staring down at the
camomile that grew in the middle of the track.

'It's my wife, Paola," he burst out at last. 'ttakfteris that she wasn't well,
but she's fine. She just refused to come.' He ibilip. "You'd think that
anyone would be delighted to spend a week in aepi&e this, wouldn't
you?'

'l suppose it depends what you're used to,' Coydarl awkwardly.

'She said she was fed up with travelling and watdetiay in Rome. We had
a terrible row just before | left for Athens, anldldven't been able to speak to
her since.' He sighed again and raked his handsdhrhis hair. 'l have to
travel. It's part of my job as head of the Italtavision and | can't just throw
it all in. Quite apart from anything else, it's whkaeps her in all the luxury
she could ever want, but she doesn't seem to uaddrshat. We haven't
been married very long. She's fnuch younger thantawe and she's very
beautiful. . ." Gianni trailed off hopelessly. 'Isarry, | didn't mean to burden
you with all this.'

He was obviously worried about what his young aedubiful wife was up
to without him, especially after a major argumedourtney didn't blame
him.

'Perhaps she just needs time to adjust to théHatyour job is important to
you,' she suggested.

Gianni looked doubtful. 'l hope so. It would helpshe was better at
entertaining, but she doesn't like cooking and gags the thought of
producing an elaborate meal makes her go to pleces.

'| can understand that.'

"You? You cook like an angel"



Courtney smiled at the extravagant compliment. Kiapis the only thing |
can do, though. I'm happy in the kitchen, but I'd gopieces too at the
thought of presiding over a grand dinner party.Hopeless at anything like
that. | never know what to say to anyone.'

'l would never have guessed,' said Gianni withréoos look. 'We have all
thought you charming. In fact, some of us wondevhdther there might be
something between you and Lefteris.' He spreatidmsls apologetically at
Courtney's horrified expression. 'lt was just sdrimgf in the way he looked
at you whenever you came into the room," he exgthin

‘There's nothing between us,' she said with unsacggemphasis. 'Nothing
at all. I'm just his cook-and a temporary onehat.t

'Yes, that's what Lefteris said, too," Gianni hasteto reassure her. 'l
overheard Inger teasing him about it. | wouldnheglehe said frankly, 'but a
few years ago there were some rumours going robwdtalefteris and

Inger, so perhaps she feels she can ask. Anywayshsaid coolly that you
were just a cook who had conveniently been abtake over from Katina

for a while.'

Just a cookCourtney's smile was brittle. 'That's right." Wigs she so
surprised? She had known all along what she medmitrt: just a cook. Why
would he need anything else when he had Inger hathlong legs and her
blue eyes and her surprise bottles of champagne?

'How long will you be working for him?' Gianni agsksuddenly.

‘Just as long as you're all here. Katina shouldhdizk soon.' Even if she
wasn't, Courtney intended to leave as soon asalid.cShe wasn't going to
hang around asist a cookhowever convenient it was for Lefteris!

'Will you stay in Crete?'

'For a couple of weeks." She forced her mind backvihat Gianni was

asking. 'I'll probably go over to the east and erplsome of the Minoan
sites.' Courtney wished she sounded more enthigseghe prospect.



'‘And then what?' he persisted.

She was silent. She would have to think aboutntestéime. 'l don't really
know,' she said feebly.

Gianni took her arm and stopped her. 'Would yowsi®r a job in Rome?’
'Rome?"

"You could be our cook,' he said eagerly. 'I'm shae if Paola didn't have to
worry about the food she would feel less nervousiabntertaining. | don't
know why I didn't think of it before! We could agra salary, whatever you
wanted, and there's a self-contained flat you cbalk,' he rushed on. 'I'm
sure you would get on with Paola. People think siheuld be confident
because she's so pretty, but really she's veryastd/you would probably
understand that.'

'l don't know," Courtney said slowly. 'l hadn't tght about going
somewhere like Rome.'

'‘But you'll think about it, at least?' Gianni pleddas they reached the gate.

What were her alternatives? A job at home, a jaloaty at the moment
every idea that didn't involve staying in Agios @jios seemed equally flat,
but she would have to do something.

'Yes, I'll think about it.'

Gianni beamed. 'Good.' He held open the gate forahd they began
walking up the steps. 'And thank you for listeni@gurtney. | feel better for
having talked to someone.’

'I'm glad," she said simply. She put her hand @ drim, wanting to
encourage him. 'Perhaps being on her own for a waklgive Paola a
chance to think things through as well. She'll pialip be so pleased to see
you when you get back that she'll be willing tdda@ dozen dinner parties!



'l hope so,' said Gianni. He covered her hand kiglown and looked down
at her with warm brown eyes. 'Thank you!" he saribsisly.

At that moment, Lefteris came down the steps lopkhunderous. 'Am |
interrupting something?' he asked coldly as Coyrtsreatched her hand
from under Gianni's with a ridiculously guilty star

'Of course not,' said Gianni easily enough, butchisekbones were tinged
with colour. Courtney guessed that he wouldn't wesiformidable” boss to
know that he had been pouring out his personallpnabto Lefteris's cook.
'l was just telling Courtney how much we've all beajoying her cooking.'

'I'm sure she appreciates your compliments,' Lisfeaid with such a snap
that Gianni cast him a puzzled look, murmured azus& and hurried away
up the steps. Courtney would have followed him, lmfteris grabbed her

arm in an iron grip and pulled her back.

'Where have you been?' he demanded furiously.

Courtney shook herself free of his hand. 'For &wahe said tightly.

'With Gianni?'

'For part of the way, yes. Have you any objectibns?

A muscle beat in his jaw. 'You're supposed to ve he a cook.'

'l presumed | was allowed five minutes off everyrand then,' she retorted
sarcastically. 'l didn't realise | had to ask peasitn every time | stepped out

of the kitchen!'

'Of course you're allowed time off," he scowled.rather you didn't spend it
flirting with my guests, that's all.’

'l have not been flirting!" said Courtney, outragddhappened to meet
Signor Neri on my way back from my walk. What wasupposed to do?
Walk past and refuse to talk to him? You oughtd@lad I'm prepared to be
pleasant to your guests.'



‘There's a difference between being pleasant dodiaf yourself to be
pawed," he snarled. 'l noticed you weren't examiishing him away. What
were you talking about so intensely together?"

Courtney sucked in her breath, as angry as he was ‘iThat,’ she said
through her teeth, 'is none of your business!

'At least you're not asking me to believe you sinthat time demurely
listening to compliments about your cooking!

‘All whattime?'
'You left at least an hour ago,' he pointed owt hrarsh voice.

'l didn't realise you were keeping such a close @yemy movements,’'
Courtney said furiously. 'l thought you had betteings to do this
afternoon!' He probably had a hangover from all dhempagne. Serve him
right! ‘Next time I'll make sure | clock in and osb that you can keep an
exact account of how much time | take away fromkibehen! After all, we
don't want to forget that I'just a cookhere, do we?' she added unable to
keep the bitterness from her voice.

They glared at each other, the air between thercklong with tension.
Courtney's eyes were bright with anger as she faceaut defiantly.

Lefteris let out a sharp breath of exasperatioms\@ianni with you all that
time?'

'l can't see that it's got anything to do with ylout, no, he wasn't. We walked
down the track together for about ten minutes, lgalohg enough to

conduct an intense affair, even to your suspiciousd!" she said acidly.

'‘And now, if you've quite finished your interrogati I'll get back to the

kitchen where you seem so anxious to keep me!’



CHAPTER SEVEN

HEAD held high, Courtney stalked up the steps and skanaround the

kitchen as she began the preparations for dinner.hbdd no right to

cross-question her like that! What did he think slas, some kind of slave?
Inger was welcome to him!

In a way, she was grateful for the anger that bddyes up over the last few
days. She was icily formal with Lefteris, but madgoint of being charming
to everybody else, with the exception of Inger, wgrred her, which was
fine by Courtney. She was too bad- tempered t@weadhiat Inger herself was
looking tight- faced. Lefteris continued to look mmusly grim, and
glowered if he found her anywhere near Gianni, gQiburtney wondered
crossly what he expected her to do to him in fidlwof everybody else.

All in all, it was a relief when the last day aetl, and they all gathered on
the terrace before being driven down to the airgoaurtney was touched
by the effusive compliments on her cooking as tiégaid goodbye to her,

and Gianni wrung her hand. 'Remember what we taidmulit,’ he said,

producing a business card out of his jacket pocketre is my telephone
number. Call me if you ever change your mind.’'

Over his shoulder, Courtney caught sight of Le$téurking with a black
expression. 'Thanks, Gianni,' she said with a Ibisghile and a challenging
look at Lefteris. I may just do that.’

Lefteris's glare was all she hoped it would be.

When they had all gone, Courtney was left alonedlbapse on to the
wooden bench. Lefteris had gone to see his guffsés the airport, but he
would be back, and if that last look he had gikenwas anything to go by
he would be in a filthy temper.

Irritated with herself for being so nervous, shegowith a sigh. In spite of
what he thought about her time off, she had be@king intensively all

week, and she was tired. The kitchen had been ubip cleaned in
preparation for Katina's return, and all she hadaevas pack.



Folding her clothes into the case with unnaturalcemtration, Courtney
tried not to think about the fact that she wouldreagain wake in this lovely
bright room with the sunshine streaming throughghetters, never lie in
the dark as the fragrance of the jasmine outsideedron the night air. It

was the last time she would walk across the cdbbhdown the steps to the
wooden gate. It was the last time she would setetisf

Half of her was tempted to leave without havingaoce him again, but a
sterner side warned her that it would be stupidyels as rude. She hadn't
been paid yet. And anyway, what was there to wabgut? She had done a
good job, had kept her part of the bargain. It iidser fault if he was in a
bad mood because Inger wouldn't be interruptingsigista with any more
surprise bottles of champagne.

She dropped her case on the terrace and told halistble reasons why she
would be glad not to see him again. He was arrogatifish, domineering,
completely unreasonable. He was pigheaded andtsen ep with pride he
couldn't see what was in front of his own nosehle spent the entire week
drooling over Inger and had had the cheek to acbeseof encouraging
Gianni just because she had been offering hintla 8ympathy. He was a
chauvinist. He was narrow- minded. He was absogfutateful, in fact.

By the time he returned, she had talked herseaifantruculent mood which
was only exacerbated when his black brows drewthegen a menacing
frown as he caught sight of her sitting next to swgtcase on the terrace.
'What do you think you're doing?'

'Waiting to be paid,' she said shortly. 'Was | exted to wait in the kitchen?"
His mouth was set in an angry line. 'You seem \amyious to leave,
Courtney. Nothing to do with the fact that youefrd Gianni has gone? No
more secret smiles or whispering on the terracePiiie romantic strolls
through the olive groves?'

'I'm leaving because my job is finished," she staahily.



He strode over to the terrace wall and stood gloweout at the White
Mountains, his back rigid with hostility. 'He's miad, you know," he burst
out at last.

'l know he's married,' Courtney said, her jaw chatcwith the effort of not
losing her temper. 'He told me all about his wife.’

'Oh, very cosy,' sneered Lefteris, swinging roumdace her once more. 'l
suppose she doesn't understand him! Don't telloudell for that old line?'

Courtney was white with suppressed fury. 'Therentamnyline. Gianni
spoke to me in confidence, and I've got no intentb repeating what he
said, especially not tpou\l was just someone for him to talk to.'

'Really?' he said sarcastically, it didn't looktthvay to me!'

'Frankly, I'm surprised you even noticed Gianni Waere at all,” Courtney
flared, jumping to her feet as she lost the batite her temper. 'You had
more than enough on your hands with all your sesteprise meetings with
Inger. How you can accuse Gianni of flirting whewuybarely took your
hands off her all week beats me!'

'Inger is a respected colleague, that's all,' ilefaaously.

'Really?' she mimicked his tone exactly. 'It didodk that way to me!’

"Yia onoma tou Theoul'efteris swore and for a moment Courtney thought
he was going to hit her. His jaw worked convulsyvé@lVhat are you going
to do now?' he asked harshly when he had himsedErupetter control.

'How can | decide until I've been paid?

'Oh, very well!" He strode into his study and rezgmed a few moments later
to drop a bundle of notes contemptuously at her femight have known

that all you'd be interested in was money. Lindaildo't leave until she'd
been paid either!'



There was an angry pause. Hating him, Courtneypstbdo pick up the
notes and stuff them into her bag. He was the dme vad offered her the
job, after all! Did he expect her to slave awahismkitchen all week just for
the joy of being near him?

He paced over to the wall once more. 'So, whereysil go first?' he asked
as if the words were dragged out of him.

'Hania then Heraklion, | suppose. | haven't retllbught about it.'
'‘And after that?'

'l don't know. I'll have to get a job.’

'In Rome?'

'Why not?' She met his gaze squarely, her eyesitongh fury. 'l may as
well make the most of my opportunities.’

'Oh, you've done that all right! You've had as maslyou'can out of me, so
you've decided to go to work on Gianni with thoggdyes of yours! I, of all
people, should have known what to expect from agli&m girl, but, like a
fool, I actually believed all that sanctimoniougpbygrisy about fighting to
be independent and wanting to study. We havenitdheaich abouthat
since Gianni started escorting you out to the afjk@ves! | suppose you've
told him that you've always wanted to study the iBntRomans? It didn't
take much to persuade you that the bright lights @mother gullible man
might be an easier option. If | had any fellow fieg) I'd warn Gianni about
what he's taking on, but he deserves everythirtgtbaming his way! "Call
me if you ever change your mind." It's not hargdytess what kind of offer
that was!'

Courtney had never been so angry. 'It's not hagdiéss what kind of offers
you were making Inger either, but I'm not carryomgas if it's any of my
business! You can do what you like with her asafat'm concerned.’

'l don't need my cook's permission to do anythibefteris snarled.



'I'm not your cook any more,' she reminded him gala picking up her
case. 'That means | don't have to stay here aed lis you being your usual
pigheaded, arrogant, loathsome self any longer"

'Don't be childish," he said unfairly. "You candliwout at this time of night!"

'Oh, can't I? Watch me!" Courtney headed for tepsstboiling with such
rage that she hardly noticed the weight of her.case

"You won't get to Hania tonight," he shouted, failog her to the top of the
steps and watching her reach for the gate. "Yoaortie crawling back here in
an hour because you haven't got anywhere to sleep!

Courtney had the gate open now. She turned to ugo&t him, tight-faced
and stormy-eyed. 'Quite frankly," she said dislynpct'd rather sleep with
Dimitra's goat than ever set foot here again!" Ahd banged the gate shut
behind her.

Sheer fury carried her down the track, but whenrglaehed the road she
stopped for breath. Putting down her case, sheedilier arm. It didn't
sound as if he was coming after her. He didn't teaemuch what happened
to her, obviously! Not that she cared, she reminderself bitterly. He
probably just wanted herto stay and cook his disnatil Katina came back.
Well, it wouldn't do him any harm to learn how &l tone saucepan from
another, and if he couldn't do that, let him starve

She picked up her case and began to trudge mondysitown the road.
Where was she going to spend the night? It had been verngfgiaig
slamming the door behind her, but a small voic&lmbker pointed out that it
hadn't been all that sensible. Lefteris's tauntuabmawling back to the villa
echoed in her head and she lifted her chin. Thasen way she was going
to give himthat satisfaction!

She was almost at the village when she heard laetand her. Lefteris? Her
heart leapt. The case was very heavy now, butefheed to put it down and
look as if she was waiting for him. DeterminedIyt hmoking round, she
plodded on. If he thought she would throw hersalb ihis arms after all
those vile things he had said to her, he had anttivk coming!



The car slowed. Courtney stuck her nose in the amd stepped
ostentatiously on to the verge without stoppingl e car passed her, only
to pull up a little further on. It was an open-teddViercedes, but Courtney
only registered that it wasn't Lefteris. She wagofus with herself for being
so bitterly disappointed.

'‘Courtney?’ It was Nikos.

Courtney put her case down uncertainly. She hageth Nikos since she
had stormed back to accuse Lefteris of bankrugdiisgovery Crete, and it
took her a few moments to register who he was.

'Is something wrong?' he asked in concern. 'Whereg/@u going with your
case at this time of night?’

'Hania,' said Courtney stiffly.
‘But | thought you were working for Lefteris MarkaR'

'l was." Her eyes snapped with remembered furyilelleanew by the
bitterness of knowing that he hadn't bothered tmeafter her. 'Not any
more!'

Nikos eyed her thoughtfully. 'lt's getting late. Wan't you be better to
leave tomorrow?"

'I'm not going back to the villa," Courtney saidatiigh her teeth.

A look that might have been satisfaction flickeaetioss Nikos's face. 'Well,
| can't leave you here, not with that heavy cas¢.nhe give you a lift.'

She hesitated. Lefteris had made Nikos sound edlteeacherous, but it
was only his word against Nikos's after all, andyvghould she believe
everythinghe had said? Courtney glanced at Nikos. She had fiergdow
good-looking he was, and when he smiled so chatsiag her it was
impossible to imagine that he had set up Disco@gfe simply as a way of
humiliating Lefteris. There must be some other seashy Lefteris hated
him so much. . .



She glanced over her shoulder, but there was moadipim. He obviously
couldn't be bothered to follow her. She looked batkNikos and his
gleaming car. Something deep inside her told heefizsse, but what option
did she have? She couldn't stand out here all ragit, if Lefteris didn't care
what happened to her, wisiiouldn'tshe accept a lift from Nikos? It wasn't
Nikos who had thrown her out of a job just to eestimat he got his own
way. Nikos hadn't done anything to heHe hadn't been utterly
unreasonable, or let her storm off without makihg slightest attempt to
stop her. If Lefteris wouldn't like her acceptindifafrom his enemy, so
much the better!

'If it's not too much trouble. . .’

'‘No trouble at all,’ he said promptly. 'It's thade| can do.' He lifted her
suitcase into the back seat and held open the diaat for her.

'How did you know | was working for Lefteris?' Ctney asked as she got
in.

Nikos shut the door behind her and got into theetis seat to start the
engine. 'You'd be surprised how quickly news getsnd these small
villages. To tell you the truth, I've been feeliragher guilty about you, so
I'm glad of a chance to help.’

'‘Guilty? About me?"

'I'm afraid | wasn't thinking very clearly when yoame to see me that day.
I'd only just heard about the bankruptcy myself] aas still rather shocked.
Later, | was going to offer you somewhere to statyl we found out exactly
what was happening, but then | heard you were regawith Markakis.'
Nikos shrugged. 'l don't blame you. It's a veryapblnt place to stay, and |
didn't think any offers from me would be particlyarwelcomed,
particularly as | imagine he lost no opportunityptacken my name.'

'He doesn't seem to like you very much,' Courtreeyitied. Her blind rage
had subsided somewhat by now, and she felt ratmeomofortable
discussing Lefteris with Nikos.



'Did he tell you why?"
'l gathered there was some kind of vendetta betweeanfamilies.'

‘That's true, but there's more to it than thait)f Bigkos. 'Did he tell you about
Linda?'

'His brother's wife?' said Courtney cautiously. 'mentioned that they
hadn't been very happily married.’

‘Lefteris likes to think they weren't happy, bus ihot true,” said Nikos.
'Linda was devoted to Christos, but his family detee idea of his marrying
her. Lefteris was practically engaged to an Englislonce, but sht couldn't
bear his arrogance, and she left him eventuallyafather man. You can
imagine what that did to a man of Lefteris's prithe never got over the
humiliation, and when Christos brought Linda tot€tee and the rest of his
family did everything they could to make her fealmelcome just because
she was English. Lefteris kept Christos's nosdé¢ogrindstone so that he
had no time to devote to his bride, and she wagetately lonely. | met her
in Hania one day. | think | was the only friend st here, and it was me
she ran to when Christos died.'

Courtney stared down at her hands, listening bubhganothing. It was more
or less the same story Lefteris had told her, mensfrom a different
perspective. Which version was the true one?

'Christos was killed in a car crash a few montherahey were married,’
Nikos went on. ‘It was a tragic accident, but yahidk it was all Linda's
fault the way his family carried on. She was distytat, of course, and all she
wanted was to go home, but she didn't get a peny that family, and you
know how rich they are!" Nikos's voice was tingdthvbitter envy. 'Lefteris
wouldn't even notice if he lost a few million, bu wasn't going to give
Linda anything. Everything was very cleverly tigal and in the end all she
had was Villa Athina, which Lefteris had given tertand Christos as an
outright gift. Even he couldn't take that backffleced to buy it off her just
to give her some ready cash so that she could g ho

'Is that why he hates you so much? Because yoedafriend?



'For him, it was a question of family honour,' shii#os. 'He never forgave
Linda for running to me for help, or me for helpihgr. Everyone knew
where she was, and that the Markakis family hauijped one of its own.
Lefteris hated that, even though it was true.’

Courtney found it hard to believe that Lefteris Icbioe quite that vindictive,
but she knew only too well how much he despisedigmgirls. He had
misjudged her just because she was English. Hadeka wrong about
Linda too?

She sat silently, wrapped in her thoughts until shéddenly noticed that
Nikos had swung the car off the road to Hania gmdowards his village.
She sat boltupright in her seat, stirred by a vagunse of unease. 'Where are
we going?'

'It's quite a long drive into Hania," Nikos saidsenably. "You look too tired
for the hassle of finding somewhere to stay at time of night. Wouldn't
you rather come and stay with us? My mother livdab wie, so there's no
ulterior motive, | assure you! | just thought yought like a good night's
sleep.’

What could she say? Courtney wished she had necepted a lift from
him now. The last thing she wanted was to haveitadgp pressed upon her
but she could hardly insist that he turn round dmee her all the way into
Hania. And what did it matter, anyway? She wasiteed miserable and
didn't care where she slept as long as there wad and she could be alone.
There was no point in wondering what would havepeaed if Lefteris had
come to find her and take her home. He hadn't,righd now nothing else
really mattered.

Courtney woke the next morning wondering why a ¢w@dd of misery was
clamped over her heart. Then, as her eyes focebediemembered. This
was Nikos's house. She had walked out on Leftarsgsrage, and now she
would never see him again. The bitter fury of lagiht had subsided,
leaving her numb and weary.

It was dark in the room. Opening the shutters, @hdd see the morning
light pouring down on to the other side of the &glINikos's house faced



west and it would be some time before the sun exhblere. The gloom was
oppressive, and she stared longingly down at AGiosgios, basking in the

sunshine. She felt marooned up here, cut off froenhappiness she had
known over the last few weeks. Even when she had bating Lefteris, she

had succumbed to the exhilaration of his presenb&h made everything

more alive, more interesting. Up here, she judtffel. Her gaze rested on
the olive groves. She couldn't see the villa, Ing lsnew it was there. The
sun would be filtering through the vines on to teerace and throwing

shadows behind the crackpdhoi in the courtyard. And Lefteris would be
there, with his fierce, proud face. Would he besmig her? Would he be
wondering where she was?

Why had she left?

She would have had to leave anyway, Courtney resairfierself dully,
turning from the window. He didn't want her arouStie was English, to be
despised and distrusted. He was probably on theetwInger even now,
persuading her to come back so that they coulddme d@ogether. . . Sick at
heart, she dressed and went to find Nikos. It wdnddeasier once she had
left the valley.

But when she asked him about buses to Hania, Niktesv up his hands in
protest. "You can't go so soon!

'I'd really like to get over to Heraklion as soanpossible,” Courtney said
awkwardly.

'You must stay at least tonight,” he insistedoh'dwant you to leave here
thinking that we all treat strangers as badly a$ekis does.' He waved an
arm at stacks of plastic chairs on the enormouwader 'Tonight | will hold a
glendi,a feast in your honour. | have invited the whakdrett to show you
what real Cretan hospitality is.’

Courtney's heart sank, it's very kind of you, but —
'‘No buts!" Nikos brushed aside her attempt to defifou are my honoured

guest. | insist!" He spoke jovially enough, butrthevas something in his
eyes that made Courtney hesitate. Somehow she thighk she was going



to be allowed to refuse. How could she? Nikos wasrty going to a
tremendous effort to offer her hospitality. Surglgre was nothing in that to
give her this uncomfortable feeling of suspicion?

The day dragged past. Nikos's mother was a snudludess woman who
seemed more than a little afraid of her son, ardoagh she smiled

nervously at Courtney she refused to let her helfhe kitchen. Courtney
was left to hang around, feeling awkward and outlate, wishing that she
had never accepted a lift from Nikos in the firstge. He was sympathetic,
charming, attentive, but for some reason she ctubdm her finger on he
made her increasingly uneasy. Once or twice shghtdum looking at her

with the pleased, narrowed look of a hunter thdt$potted its prey, but the
next moment he would be all smiles and charm amdds&tided that she
must have imagined it. In the face of such relestleospitality, her doubts
seemed ungracious and absurd.

Left to her own devices, she spent most of thendaydering around. Higher
than Agios Giorgios, the village had an alpine aimd from a distance
Nikos's terrace looked more like a liner than eafigat on a sea of pines
and cypresses that dropped down the hill toware®tid of the gorge. The
river course was dry and bouldery, overhung bystreaad on the far side
was the aromatic scrub that she remembered so svadeping round the
valley to Agios Giorgios. She turned her eyes gty away. Think about
the future, she told herself. Don't think about Hostteris looked the last
time you saw him. Don't think about his voice os bmile or the shivery
excitement of his touch.

Preparations for the party were in full swing where got back. Long
trestle-tables had been laid out on the terrace two lambs were already
turning on a spit. Codrtney was dreading the egnimead, but there was
nothing for it but to put a good face on it andagal change. In the hope that
it would make her feel fetter, she put on a shiegged dress with an old-
fashioned print of bright pink flowers, but wheredboked in the mirror her
face looked dull and drawn, and her eyes an unhgpay

Nikos didn't seem to have been exaggerating whé&h daed that he had
asked the whole district. When Courtney reluctanipde her appearance,
the terrace was crowded with people, all talkind @ughing. They were all



strangers. Looking carefully, she couldn't recograssingle person from
Agios Giorgios. She wondered whether Nikos hadt@tvthem, or whether
they shared Lefteris's opinion of him and had ashkely stayed away.

She felt like a traitor just being there, and yet souldn't really object to
Nikos sticking close by her side like a good ha$e made a point of

introducing her to everyone, although the facesreardes were just a blur
after a while. Her Greek wasn't nearly good endodgbllow what was said,

but she heard Lefteris's name mentioned often, ahd had an

uncomfortable feeling of being on display.

It was the worst evening of Courtney's life. Thetypavas wildly successful.
The tables groaned with food, and the guests &l atd drank and
thoroughly enjoyed themselves. Someone broughtaoGtetan lyre, and
someone else a lute, and there was singing andndaried by men who
leapt and stamped and whirled in a fantastic dyspfaenergy. The noise
was tremendous, and when volleys of gunfire staitego off below the
terrace no one took the slightest notice.

'What's all that shooting?' Courtney asked Nikt¢engng nervously behind
her.

'Oh, don't worry about the guns,’ he said eadilyat's just the young men
working off their high spirits with blanks. It happs all the time. Haven't
you noticed how every signpost in the mountainsiddled with bullet
holes?' His face changed as he caught sight of @oenever her shoulder,
beckoning him into the house. 'Excuse me," he said hurried inside.

Alone in the boisterous crowd, Courtney felt despaash over her,
loneliness and misery overwhelming her pride likeaat, engulfing tidal
wave. Suddenly, she didn't care about Sabrinagarlany more. She didn't
care if Lefteris had behaved unfairly to Linda,amcused her unjustly of
flirting with Gianni. All she cared about was tha¢ wasn't there. She
wanted to see him, to be able to reach out andhtbiim, a longing so
intense that it racked her body with a physicaleaahd made it hard to
breathe. She missed him. If only she hadn't storofielike that. If only he
were here. If only he loved her.



Unable to keep smiling any longer, she fled toroem. Not bothering to

turn on the light, she stood with her back to therdtaking deep breaths in
the darkness and willing herself not to cry. Thees no point in denying it

any longer. She was in love with Lefteris.

She never knew how long she stood there fightiagstdout eventually she
moved away from the door and sat on the bed, gtaumbly at the floor.
Why had she let herself love him, when it was seiais that he would
never have any interest in her? She tried recélhthe qualities that had so
irritated her about him, but it didn't make any@iénce. She still loved him.

And she would have to learn to live without him.u@toey stiffened her
spine. She would begin tomorrow. She would go tos6oes and Phaestos
and Kato Zakro and learn as much as she could @abeWlinoans, just as
she had originally intended to do. She would prethat the last few weeks
had never been, and that desire still meant no ithame wanting to study
instead of a scorching flame that consumed her bottyneed. She would
wrap herself in ancient history, and forget thet@ravho had made her care
only for the present.

In the meantime, she realised with a sigh, it wdadcat least another hour
before she could legitimately claim she was tined @scape to bed. Another
hour and this would all be over.

The thought helped Courtney to her feet. Smootkiogn her dress, she
steeled herself to face the party with a smileragad opened the door very
quietly. She didn't want anyone to know that she been hiding in her
room. There were raised voices coming from theagiwvioom and Courtney
tiptoed down the corridor, reluctant to get invalva a scene.

She heard a phone being slammed down, and thers'Slikoice, barely
recognisable with fury. ‘"Months we've had this pkedh, and then the fools
don't turn up,' he snarled. 'What's the news fraipoli?'

'Only that they'd try again on Tuesday night, & #ame bay past Agia
Roumeli.’



To Courtney's surprise, it was an unmistakably @egkvoice, which
explained why Nikos was talking in English. Hesitgtin the shadows, she
watched the light through the open door, afraid tiay would see her if she
slipped past. It didn't sound like the sort of cersation they would want
overheard.

"Tuesday?' Nikos repeated savagely. 'That's anotlenights I've got to
stall the buyer. Why can't they bring it in tomawraight?’

'‘Same reason as tonight,' the Cockney said ladbni®éou know what the
wind on the southern coast is like. They wouldattdnbeen able to get near
the shore.' An edge of satisfaction crept intovoise. 'l told you we should
have used a bigger boat.’

'Exactly the kind of boat that gets noticed, intfasnapped Nikos. ‘Do you
think we want the police poking around our hold?eyre checking
anything at all suspicious nowadays. No, the fighioat is better. There are
lots of boats just like her along that coast; ne will think of looking twice.'

At the mention of police, Courtney began to edgekbards, suddenly
frightened. This was definitely not a conversatiom be caught
eavesdropping on!

Nikos had his frustration under control and waskjyichanging his plans.
'We'll still use the donkeys. They're the best dhet wild country, and no
one will ever know you've been there. You'd bejtenow and stop Andreas
before he leaves for the pick-up tonight. Make $i@ean do Tuesday night
instead, and I'll meet you with the truck on théios road. Andreas knows
the place. Warn the others too.'

It was at that moment that Courtney, creeping oasty back to her room,
stumbled over a cat in the darkness and nearly diedright at its
blood-curdling yowl of protest.

'What was that?' Nikos asked sharply. 'See if themeyone there.'

Courtney glanced wildly around, instinct tellingrite run rather than stay
and reason. They would soon find hej- in any ofrtt@mns, but she would



have to pass the door if she ran outside. The nasiclaughter on the
terrace helped her make up her mind, and she bédtethe safety of
numbers. As she fled past the door, she heard Sikag, "The English girl!
Get her back here!’

Her heart was thundering as she skidded out ohetdetrace and plunged
into the middle of a laughing group around the @asicSurely he couldn't
do anything to her here, in the middle of all thpseple, could he€ould
he? Courtney's mind spun in frantic panic, remembehe menacing note
in Nikos's voice. If he wanted her back, it waga4t to ask if she was
enjoying herself.

The feeling of having plunged into a nightmare waky intensified by the
party continuing to whirl merrily around her. It svall too sudden, too
unreal. She threw a fearful glance at the door.efy\thin man with an
unpleasantly battered face was standing next t@d\iknd the way they
both searched the crowd with cold, professionatdgtl her that this was
no nightmare. Her danger was all too real. Shenghfarther behind the
bulky figure of the woman next to her, but the Blgamovement must have
attracted Nikos's eye. To her horror, she saw hAmthe thin man's arm and
point in her direction.

Courtney had never understood the term frozen fedn before, but she
knew exactly what it meant now. She couldn't maayldn't think. Her

eyes swivelled helplessly around her. Even if streaned, she couldn't
speak Greek and explain, and it would be easy tkod\to think up some
reasonable excuse for taking her back into thedwous

The thin man was making his way steadily throughdiowds towards her.
His lack of haste was more ominous than anythiag.e&he would never be
able to get away, but a surge of terrified adrengbt Courtney moving

again. She turned to run, but even as she didssd@en stillness fell on the
party. The lyre faltered and died as everyone thrteevards the steps
leading down from the terrace, and Courtney's mgefpanic steadied

miraculously.



Lefteris was standing there, dark and dangerousirdirdtely reassuring.
His face was grimly implacable, and the shotguhisnhands was pointing
straight at Nikos's heart.



CHAPTER EIGHT
'WHERE is she?"

'I'm here!" Sobbing with relief, Courtney stumbtadough the silent crowds
towards him. 'I'm here! Please, please take me laway

Lefteris barely glanced at her. Everyone was valy the gun in his hands
rock-steady. Without raising his voice, he said stinmg to Nikos in Greek,
but the atmosphere was so tense that his words vese clear and a
murmur of shock rippled through the crowd.

'‘Can we go?' pleaded Courtney, shivering at thederous expression on
Nikos's face.

Lefteris took one last look at Nikos, and then gkhslowly round at the
crowd eyeing him with wary respect.

'Yes, we can go,' he said grimly. Taking her by wrest, he practically

dragged her down the steps to where his car waegan the road. As they
left, the party erupted into a babble of exclanmativat didn't quite cover
Nikos's snapped order to the Englishman, 'Donthiein get away!

‘They're coming after me,' she gasped, clingingisdand.

'‘Not after —' Lefteris broke off with a smotherexckemation and ducked

aside as a bullet whined past their ears and sbdttkis windscreen.

Cursing, he pulled Courtney away from the car amrdinto the tangled

darkness of the trees on the other side of the fdhadse are real bullets!" he
said incredulously as they crouched behind thercolva thorn bush.

He peered round at his car. Nikos had run up totjee thin Englishman and
they circled the car warily.

Courtney caught the gleam of moonlight on theirggand gave a moan of
fear.

'‘Quiet!" Lefteris whispered fiercely, and clampekaad over her mouth.



The thin Englishman was gesturing down to wherg tiheuched among the
trees and thick scrub. He shrugged. 'We'll nevet fhem in that lot.’

Nikos swore. 'They can't have gone that far." Standt the edge of the
road, his eyes searched the darkness for a begrayovement. Courtney's
eyes were wide with fear above Lefteris's hand.

He was very still, his eyes narrowed as he watdkigds prowl up and

down before turning and relieving his frustrationdmptying his gun into
the tyre. Lefteris muttered an oath when he sawtwiaa happening to his
car, and his hand tightened on his gun.

'Why don't you shoot them?' Courtney whisperedgglimg free of his
hand.

'‘And let them know exactly where we are? Don'ttogid!"

Three other men had arrived belatedly to join Nikysthe car and he
snapped an order at them in Greek.

'What did he say?' Courtney asked nervously.

‘Two of them are to go and wait at my house in e&sgo there, the third is
to get some torches and reinforcements and folldawn this hill. He and

Trevor, who must be that thin man, will make suseden't get out by road.’
The group by the crippled car were breaking upkduicWhat's going on?

No, don't tell me yet,' he said as she opened loeithm'We'd better get out
of here first. Those men will be after us, andhéyt've got torches they'll be
much quicker. Follow me, and be as quiet as you can

The first drop of the hill was very steep, and thlithered down between the
trees until they came to more open scrub. It waghanderfoot, but at least
the bushes and the scattered rocks were big entmugfer them some
cover.

'We'd better head down to the river," Lefteris saider ear and she followed
him as he zigzagged between the sage bushes anllitiyes of holly oak.
Stumbling along behind him, Courtney envied himdwsft assurance. He



had hardly hesitated, as if it were perfectly ndrtade shot at. and chased
down a hillside. She had a terrible stitch in Hdesnd longed to rest, but
the powerful torch beams swinging menacingly alibeen were incentive
enough to carry on.

She was gasping for breath when they reached\tie fihere was a steep
drop down on to the bed, but she didn't even hesitss she scrambled after
him, swinging round the slender trunks of the tria$ overhung the water
and jumping off huge boulders. Her one thought waisto lose sight of
Lefteris. He represented the only safety and sainityhis crazy flight
through the darkness.

'l can't believe this is happening to me," she medaas he shot out a hand
suddenly and dragged her behind a clump of oleander

'Shh!'
'What are you doing? she whispered urgently. "Taaight behind us!

'Let's just see how far they're prepared to follasy he whispered back.
'‘Now get down and keep quiet!'

They didn't have long to wait before they heardr thersuers clattering over
the stony riverbed. Their voices echoed aroundrtioks and Courtney
shivered. They sounded far too close for comfohite &dged closer to
Lefteris's reassuring bulk.

'‘Can you hear what they're saying?' she breathed.

'‘Not really. Something about roads. One of themmse® think they're
wasting their time down here. Let's hope the otbei&ve him.'

He listened tensely, and after what seemed to @Gewrinterminable
minutes of discussion he nodded. 'They're goindg,bhe said quietly. 'My
guess is that they'll try and cut us off at thedsoa

They waited a few more minutes until the last soahtheir pursuers had
receded into the distance, then Lefteris beckormdtBey out from behind



the oleander. 'Stay very quiet, though," he waitmexd'We don't want some
bright spark deciding to come this way after all.’

The chase had kept her adrenalin pumping, but maw the immediate
danger had passed Courtney found that she wasghakcontrollably, and
it took all her courage to follow him up the rivartkk and up on to the hill
beyond.

He was waiting for her at the top of the bank, ftalicealed in shadow.
Reaching down a hand, he pulled her over the lgwriing as he caught
sight of her face in the moonlight. 'Are you ajht?’

'Oh, fine!" she said acidly. 'l like a good chasedhie darkness, especially
when there are men with guns coming after me!

Her voice was shrill, and she could feel hysteublding up inside her until
he took her firmly by the shoulders and shook HStop that!" he
commanded. 'You can't go to pieces here!

His strength seemed to flow through her. Courtoek & shuddering breath
and nodded. 'Sorry," she muttered.

‘That's better," he said, and dropped his hanadst'dYbetter tell me exactly
what's going on. Why is Nikos so anxious to getlrailyou? | imagine it's
not for your blue eyes!'

'‘No." Courtney rubbed her face wearily. She toldh hivhat she had
overheard as they set off across the hillside omaee. 'l didn't know what
they were talking about, but | was frightened, areén | tripped over that
cat | just panicked and ran.' She paused and glamzat him. 'l don't know
what would have happened if you hadn't have comethen. | couldn't
believe it was really you. The whole thing's justantastic. One minute I'm
in the middle of a party, and the next we're rugrdown the hill in the dark.’

Lefteris heard her out in grim silence. 'You didrét any idea what it was
they're going to so much trouble for?"

'Nikos just talked about "the stuff". | thoughtmight be drugs.'



'‘Something illegal, certainly. | understand whysheb keen to have you
back. He doesn't want you running off to the poléell them what you've

heard. You know too many details for him to risktthHe walked on in

silence while he thought.

'What are we going to do?' Courtney asked humifigr a while.
'‘We'll have to get to the police somehow.'’
'We could phone them from Agios Giorgios,' she ssged eagerly.

'We can try, but if as much is at stake as theeenseo be | wouldn't have
thought Nikos's thugs will waste much time cuttihg phone lines.’

Courtney was horrified. 'They can't do that!'

'We're not talking about peaceful, law-abidingzagtis, Courtney,' Lefteris
said with an edge of impatience. 'This isn't a galinthey're prepared to
shoot at you — and | don't think they meant to misghey won't think
twice about cutting some phone lines.’

'Oh," she said, deflated. 'Won't anyone at theyphihk of notifying the
police?'

'Why should they?"
‘The™ must have heard the shooting!

‘There's always shooting at parties. | don't suppoyone gave it a thought.
They'd all be too busy discussing how I'd comeatcetyou away from
Nikos.'

She glanced at him. Everything had happened s&lgultat she hadn't had
time to do more than take it for granted that he Were when she needed
him, but now the full impact of his presence hit.hdis dark, forceful
features, the reassuring solidity of his body,gbeer and the control. . .he
washere,close enough to touch; and for a moment Courtasyot her fear
and simply drank in the sight of him.



'How did you know where | was?' she asked aftepment.

He didn't look at her. "It wasn't difficult. Sevegeople saw you driving
through the village with Nikos, and he made vemedhat everyone knew
that yet another English girl had fled from the keid Markakis family.' His

voice was bitter. 'Nikos makes rather a speciadityspreading rumours
about how badly we treat our women. He's beemtglveryone you were
my fiancee.'

'What?'

'It makes a better story,' he said sardonicalljhyWo you think everyone
was invited tonight? They were all there to seewoynan living under his

protection. It was a matter of honour for me to eaand fetch you back,' he
finished rather stiffly.

'l didn't know," she said in a low voice. A matbdéihonour? Was that all she
had meant to him? 'l didn't tell him that. . .thatl just told him | wanted to

go to Hania," she said, desperate to convince Mmpassed me walking
down the road and offered me a lift. When he suggledscome here instead,
there wasn't much | could do about it. | didn'téanywhere else to go.'

"You could have come back to me,' Lefteris saitithg 'You must have
known | didn't mean all | said.’

They had stopped to face each other on the silésitle, and the memory of
that last, bitter quarrel hung heavily between th€ourtney could smell the
thyme drifting on the night air. Unable to lookhain properly, she stared
down at a clump of sage by her feet.

'l was too angry to think properly,’ she said. 'Ahén it was too late. |
wished | hadn't gone with Nikos, though.' Raisirg @yes with difficulty,
she faced him at last.” 'I'm sorry," she said synpkhould have listened to
you when you told me not to trust Nikos. Now I'vevalved you in this
mess.'

His expression was unreadable as he looked doweratout she had the
impression that he "was relieved. Had he reallygfd she had gone with



Nikos as a deliberate attempt to hurt him? 'ls$ @&s well you have involved
me," he said after a moment. 'You're a girl whalsdeoking after.’ Turning,
he headed up the hillside before she could thinkngthing to say. '‘Come
on, we'd better keep moving.'

'Where are we going?' she asked, glad of the chainggbject as she toiled
after him.'

'‘Agios Giorgios.'
Agios Giorgios!'she squeaked. 'But they'll be waiting for us there

'We're not going to walk up and introduce ourselves said with a hint of
asperity. 'We're going to get some food and somewedothes.’

Courtney stared at him. "Why can't we just borrogaaand drive down to
Hania?'

'‘Because that's exactly what Nikos will expectaigry and do. He'll have
every possible exit covered. There's no way tef'lu$ get through.'

'So we're stuck?' Courtney's fear came tricklinckb& here's only one way
out of the valley.'

'No, there isn't.’
She looked at him in surprise. 'Is there anothad?o

'We're not going to drive." He stopped and poinipdat the mountains
looming above them. 'We're going up there.’

Courtney gaped at him. "To the mountaikigf?y?We won't find any police
up there!

'Of course we won't," he said impatiently. 'Buivé can get up to that ridge
and then follow it round, we can get down to Xilakk'



'Isn't that the place a the top of Samaria Gorge@tisely. First thing in the

morning, it's full of buses dropping off people ware going to walk the

gorge and heading back to Hania empty. It shoulddsy enough to get a
lift.'

‘But it'll take us days to get all the way overrtieCourtney objected, her
heart failing at the thought of the climb. 'If wave to walk, wouldn't it be
easier to walk over into the next valley?"

'It would be easier, but all these valleys havejggsttone road leading down
to Hania. They're quiet too, and strangers ardyeasticed. Xiloskalo is a

much safer option, even if it is a long hike. Baah't take you all the way up
there wearing that thin cotton dress. I'm goinggk Dimitra if she can give
you something warmer.'

It didn't take all that long to reach the hillsigleove Dimitra's house, but it
was hard going over the rough ground and Courtnay @hausted. She
longed to stagger down to the village and fall ibtxd, but the unusual
number of cars on the road below them remindedhéanger once more.

Lefteris pointed down at them significantly. 'Whkathe betting those are
Nikos's men?' He pushed Courtney down behind adeoulYou stay here
and rest. I'll go and see what | can find.'

"You will be careful?' In spite of herself, Counmgutched at his hand like a
frightened child.

Lefteris's smile gleamed briefly through the dasdsiél will." The sight of
the cars patrolling the road below, looking forrthénad chilled Courtney,
but Lefteris didn't seem in the least bit scarédnlything, he seemed to be
enjoying himself! 'Stay very quiet," he instructest. 'And whatever you do,
don't move, or I'll never be able to find you adiaith a brief reassuring
squeeze of her hand, he vanished into the shadows.

Courtney huddled behind her boulder, more gratefmltshe cared to admit
that all the decisions had been taken out of hedsalefteris would know
what to do; she just had to do what she was tdié. &dn't like being left
alone very much, but she was glad of the chanoestoShe had been warm



enough when she was walking, but as the long msrpassed she got colder
and colder, and she was soon shivering in herdhass. In between the
clouds, the moon was bright, and she began to wérhat if one of Nikos's
men spotted Lefteris moving down the hill? Whah#y hurt him?

It seemed an eternity before he reappeared. Heeslifhrough the shadows,
avoiding the moonlight, so that he seemed to nedisei out of nowhere.
Courtney, aching with cold and exhaustion and fédaew pride to the
winds and clung to him. 'Are you all right?'

'Of course.' He put his arms round her and rubbedbhiskly. "You're
frozen!" Shrugging a rucksack off his back, hegulitbut a thick black dress.
'‘Dimitra’s Sunday best! You'd better put it on oyeur dress. You'll be
warmer that way.' He watched Courtney as she dedggto the dress and
tugged it down over her own. She was much talled slimmer than
Dimitra, but fortunately the old lady wore her $&itong and it didn't look
too ridiculous. Dimitra had sent her black kerchaed, and Courtney tied it
over her hair, too glad of the warmth to worry atsiyle. Ginny would have
been horrified.

"You look like a real Greek widow,' Lefteris comnbah with a glint of
humour.

She rubbed the small of her back and grimaced.aShed all over. 'l feel
like one!" She nodded at the pack. 'How on eardsdimitra come to have
one of those?'

'Manolis —her son —is a mountain guide. This is Hge's away at the
moment, so she's lent me one of his jumpers tapaited his chest, now
covered in a thick, dark jumper that made him looke of a brigand than
ever.

'What did she say when you crept up on her in tiaeli@ of the night?"
'She seemed to take it all in her stride. Thesentadu villages have always

bred resistance fighters, and Dimitra’'s more thepable of facing down
anyone who dares to ask if she's seen us. Shels gs/a blanket, a couple of



bottles of water and what food she could throw tioge so we should be
able to make it to Xiloskalo without too much tréeib

Below, the lights of Agios Giorgios beckoned inngly. 'How long will it
take?' Courtney asked with a sinking heart.

it depends how far we get tonight. Fifteen houeshpps.'

She felt weak at the thought, i don't know that ¢ut out for this kind of
trek,' she said nervously, as he packed everythway in the rucksack, isn't
there some other way?"

He gestured down to where two men were gettingobat car just outside
the village. They held ominous shapes in their Bahtbu could always go
and ask those nice men to give you a lift to thieepp he suggested.

Courtney watched the men walk stealthily alongried, their guns held
rock-steady in their hands. 'Perhaps we'd beti@d & the mountains after
all," she said weakly, and Lefteris gave anothéri®swift, gleaming smiles.

it won't be that bad," he promised. 'And I'll berthto look after you.'

He would look after her. Courtney took a deep lreatd straightened her
spine. 'OK," she said, and with a last, longingklabthe comforting warmth
of the lights she turned and followed his lean fegglback up into the
mountains.

* % %

She lost all track of time as they climbed up apdhwough the maquis in the
dark. Her feet slipped on the rubbly stones unaerfand she was scratched
and sore where the thorn bushes caught at herlégse but she barely
noticed after a while. Exhaustion deadened hereseasd numbed her
mind- until she was conscious only of the effoxtalved in putting one foot
in front of another.



She never knew how long it took them to reach aesghepherd's hut built
like an igloo high on the hills. Inside it was damkd smelt of goats, but there
were a couple of wide stone benches covered in sliraw.

'‘Not the most luxurious of accommodations,' Leftsaid with a wry glance
around. '‘But you need to rest. We'll stop hereafarile.’

'‘Are we safe?' Courtney asked, lowering herselfriyean to the straw.

'For now.' He pulled out the blanket Dimitra hagtegi him and spread it
behind her. 'There isn't much point in them lookimigus in the dark when
they can wait until tomorrow and check the hillshwa pair of binoculars.
The slopes are so bare that it's easy to see arigammea distance. That's
why | wanted to get as far as possible tonight.'gleced at Courtney,
sitting numbly on the bench, and left the blankauatly to crouch before
her to take off her shoes. For a moment, he healddre feet, tightening his
hands about them.

‘Lefteris?’
'Yes?'
'What did you say to Nikos tonight?'

He looked up into her face with dark, implacablesyl said that if he came
near you again | would Kill him.’

Courtney swallowed, more than a little frightengdhis expression, but the
next instant he had smiled and it had gone. 'Ydired," he said gently and
released her feet. Lifting her legs on to the behehlay down beside her
and settled himself as comfortably as he couldhenstraw before pulling
her towards him and wrapping the blanket firmlyusrd them both. 'There's
only one blanket, so we'll have to keep each otlzem.’

The solid strength of his body was inexpressiblynfayting. Courtney
rested her head on his chest and listened todie steady beat of his heart.
Through the open doorway of the hut, she could thee moonlight
patterning the hillside in surreal white and blatkvas a still, magical light



which froze everything in timeless suspension,ihgrhe scrubby bushes
into crouching shapes that might at any momentvedbemselves into the
mythical creatures of ancient Crete. Drifting isteep, Courtney wondered
why she didn't find the thought more frighteningdahen remembered that
she was safe in Lefteris's arms. I'll look aftew yloe had said. Nothing could
hurt her now.

Manolis's jumper was tickly beneath her cheek. Sgked and snuggled
closer to Lefteris's warmth, feeling the steadyg asd fall of his chest. Was
he asleep already? Suddenly it seemed very imgadtiah he know there
was nothing between her and Gianni.

‘Lefteris?' she breathed again.

‘Mmm?'

'I'm not going to see Gianni in Rome. | never was.'

There was a pause, then his arms tightened impésigegbout her. 'Good,’
he said very quietly, and then, after a long s#grso long that she thought

he had fallen asleep, 'Inger really is just a egle.'

'She must be a very good colleague to bring younglagne during your
siesta,’ Courtney murmured, still jealous.

'‘Champagne?' He sounded puzzled. ‘DAt time. . .how did you know
about that?'

'l had to find the champagne for her.’
'She told me she'd helped herself," he said grititbtd her to put it back
where she'd found it. | won't have liars on myfstiéif just as well Inger is

now looking for another job.'

She lay very still. 'She's leaving? But | thoughe svas supposed to be
brilliant?



'She's certainly been good at her job, but she'sneplaceable, and | don't
take kindly to having my siestas disturbed —attleast uninvited.'

Courtney smiled into Manolis's jumper. 'Oh,' shiel sand asked no more,
but when she fell asleep she was still smiling.

She wasn't smiling when he woke her a few houes.ld@there was a barely
perceptible lightening behind the hills to the easd she was stiff and cold
and bad- tempered. 'Do we have to go already?’

‘Nikos will send men up into the hills as soontaslight.' Lefteris sounded
brisk and horribly awake. 'lt won't take them lagspot this hut. It's the
only shelter there is around here, and if they'o¢ @ decent pair of
binoculars they'll pick us up easily.’

'If you're trying to reassure me, you're not daangery good job," Courtney
said grumpily. Her eyelids felt as if they were glged down with lead and
her muscles were cramped and painful. Any memarsfeast night had

dissolved into the dark mists of sleep; she hachgue recollection of
Lefteris taking off her shoes and looking fiercet that was all.

Groaning, she manoeuvred her legs on to the beatin floor, and yelped
as she tried to stand up. 'l can't walk!'

"You'll loosen up once you get moving again,' hd sheerfully.

She felt a little better after one of Dimitra’'s rogas, sweet and juicy and
refreshing, and winced as she put on her shoesw&bheonvinced that she
would be lucky to make it to the door, let alonghie mountain- tops, but
Lefteris was annoyingly right. As her muscles walmg, the stiffness

disappeared, and by the time the dawn began to e@ehr back into the

landscape she was amazed at how awake and innadashe felt.

They followed narrow goat tracks through the spasseatchy scrub. The
soft prettiness of the olive groves had been Bftoelow them. This was a
sterner landscape: bleached rocky outcrops antestelumps of thyme and



thorn and thorny burnet with its prickly halo. Onhe tough could survive
up here, Courtney thought, her eyes on LefteretkbHe looked utterly at
home in this bleak country, moving easily overithegh ground.

'How do you know your way?' she asked when theypstd at last for a rest.
She sat down among the thyme bushes to catch bathbwhile he leant
against a rock, relaxed but alert as he scannekilthelow them for signs
of pursuit.

‘This is my home," he said simply. "You can't esclnpm the mountains in

Crete. Even by the sea, the mountains are themegibehind you. They are
part of what it is to be Cretan. We are a hard stndborn people, and the
mountains have made us like that. We have somediitigeir wildness and

their grandeur, their cruelty and their pride.'

Hunkering down beside Courtney, he broke off a wfithyme and twirled

it between his fingers, his eyes on the soaringipel's the mountains that
have helped us keep our identity. Crete was ocdupiehundreds of years,
but we fought from the mountains where no oppressald follow. Whole
bands of freedom fighters lived up here during Thekish occupation. A
man would marry, bring up a son, and then disapipd@athe mountains to
become @ali- kari—a brave one, a fighter — and in time his son waldd
the same. Thealikaria were renowned for their bravery, and they were
savage fighters, but they saw themselves as hermemur and gallantry
were as important to them as courage. They newer gQa.'

He waved his arm at the desolate beauty of the fifead out beyond and
around them. 'This is perfect resistance couniddled with caves and

gorges. You can see how they could live up hergdars and no one would
ever find them.’

'Why are we worrying about Nikos following us, tfén

'‘Because we don't want to hide,' he said patieMilg. want to get down to
the police, and the quickest walking is throughrtiest open country. They
won't be able to catch us up here, though. Ittsgugiestion of getting down
to the road again. We'll just have to hope Nikossit think you're capable
of walking all the way to Xiloskalo.’



' don't know that | am," Courtney sighed. 'We s¢eimave been walking for
hours already, and it's only eight o'clock.’

He handed her the twig of thyme and she sniffet atushing it between
her fingers to savour its fragrance. 'Of course g@ucapable,' he said. "You
may not know it, but deep down you are a fighten@ey.'

'‘But I'm not! I've always been pathetic.’

‘You're not being pathetic now, when it mattersuYwaven't cried and you
haven't complained. You are being a tpadikari, in fact! You've just kept
going, and you'll keep on going until we get théfeu don't need to fight a
war to be brave. You just have to do somethingthought you couldn't.’

Courtney was silent, thinking about what he had,said imagining what it
must have been like for the generations of men dtbfought stubbornly
for freedom. She didn't feel very brave. She wadder have the courage to
risk everything as thpalikaria had done —at least, not unless Lefteris was
there, too. It was easy to be brave with him.

He watched the thoughts chasing across her expeefate. 'Come on,
palikari mou' he said, getting to his feet at last and reagbown a hand to
help her up. You haven't finished being brave lsttime to move on.'



CHAPTER NINE

For Courtney it was a day out of time. High above tilee line, the hills
were bare except for the scattered maquis clingingbornly to the stony
ground, and tiny alpines blossoming miraculouslytheir inhospitable
environment. Courtney forgot all about Nikos as st@pped to exclaim
over the exquisite star-shaped flowers, or to sgepfully around a patch of
purple aubrietia. After last night's frantic fligiirough the darkness, she felt
utterly safe, cut off from the world below by thazaling mountain air. The
very thought of danger seemed unreal up here. Tlvere no roads, no
houses, no telegraph poles, not even a shepherdts hemind them that
there was anyone else in the world at all. Thers juat the light and the
flowers and the mountains —and Letfteris.

They stopped for lunch, perching above the scratehguis on a cluster of
flat rocks to share the pies Dimitra had made anfmacket for them. They
were a little battered, but the pastry was stjhtiand flaky, oozing with
creamy cheese and fresh herbs. It was one of gtentals Courtney had
ever had. At midday, the sun beat down on themthmibreeze was cool
and sharp with the hot, dry scent of the hillsidés: below them, the flat
tonk, tonkof a goat's bell echoed up through the silence.

‘That was heaven,’ she sighed through her lasthhduif pastry.

He grinned at her contented expression. She haer rsen him look so
relaxed or so carefree, as if he too had forgo#tey they were there. 'Why
do | get the feeling that your deepest fantasiesreserved for food?' he
teased.

Courtney picked a crumb of feta off her skirt ahdught of the times she
had lain awake and imagined his hands warm agaarstkin. '‘Not always,’
she said.

Glancing up, she saw that he was watching hertaiddyes met across the
bright air. Neither of them said anything, but ha@led, and after a moment
she smiled back. To Courtney, it was as if a waslnversation had taken
place, and a tingling sense of happiness beganidsiele, spreading slowly

outwards until even her fingertips were quiverinighvit.



Then he turned away to inspect Dimitra's packdter&'s one pie left," he
said quite naturally. 'Do you want to have it n@wkeep it for later?'

'‘Now," said Courtney promptly. She felt curiouskhéarated. High in the
mountains, alone with Lefteris, only now matter8te didn't want to look
ahead, to plan for the future or what would happgen this long trek was
over. For now, it was enough just to be with hinesiBles, she was still
hungry. There would be time enough to worry abatérlwhen later came.

He grinned and handed her the pie. Courtney btokéwo and handed half
back to him. 'We'll share it,' she said.

Something flared at the back of his eyes as hettumkiece from her. 'There
was a time when | would never have expected anigingirl to offer to
share,' he said, looking up to the mountainssigiring above them. 'l don't
think Sabrina knew what the word meant, and Lineidainly didn't. She
wasn't prepared to share anything in that marriage.

He took a bite of his pie, remembering, while Coaytsat and watched him
and wondered if she would ever be able to tell haw much she loved him.
'‘As soon as Linda arrived in Agios Giorgios shetsthtrying to make
Christos go back to England,” he went on after gewlChristos suggested
that they spend half the year in England, halfybar in Crete, but that
wasn't good enough for Linda. She loathed it h&lee was rude to my
mother, quarrelled with my sisters, and sneereadhlgpst Agios Giorgios.'
He glanced at Courtney. 'Linda would never havendratd to talk to
Dimitra, any more than she would have thought trela last pie.

'l never trusted Linda, but she was Christos's ,véifewe had to make the
best of.it. I thought it might help if they had ause of their own, so | made
them a gift of Villa Athina, which had been stargliempty since my
grandmother died. Linda was always complaining thaeld the purse
strings too tight, and the house became legaliysise that she would have
no grounds for complaint. | can't tell you how maiges I've regretted
handing it over to that woman! Linda thought Athiwas too small, of
course, and insisted on having those extra roonisdiuat the back, but
they never lived there. The marriage went downlally fast. Christos was



miserable with her but too proud to admit it, amdda took to spending all
her time in Hania bars. That's where she met Nikos.

His voice was very cold. 'Nikos saw a perfect opyaty to humiliate
Christos, and the whole Markakis family. There hasays been enmity
between our families. No one knows when it beganwloy, but Nikos is
determined to keep it alive. The Papadakis famdyehan unsavoury
reputation. Many of their business ventures hav&eda others have
flourished suspiciously, but they will never matble Markakis wealth and
prestige. Nikos knows that, and he hates it. Hatnilg us has become
almost an obsession with him, and Linda was an tdeh He can be very
charming when he tries, and he and Linda were sodoarked on a very
public affair. 1 don't know what she wanted out ibf She was very
vindictive, and | think she knew that having anaaffwith Nikos of all
people would be doubly hurtful.'

He shrugged. 'We may have misjudged her. Perhapsvab just bored,

perhaps she wanted to provoke Christos into takardack to England, but
if so she miscalculated. When Christos realisedt wiag happening, he had
to accept that he had made a mistake. He told Lihdahe was going to
divorce her. That wasn't what she wanted at ak @tin't want to lose her
hold on the Markakis millions. Quite suddenly shasvall over Christos,

playing at being a good little wife, but it was tate by then. He'd made up
his mind. It wasn't an easy decision for him to ma#ivorce isn't as

accepted here as itis in England.' Lefteris lodiedk. 'In the end, he didn't
have to go through with it.'

"You said he was killed in a car crash?' said Gayrgjuietly, and he nodded.

'We'll never know for sure, but it may have beemeeident. It was certainly
a very convenient one for Linda. She thought she wg@ing to inherit
Christos's share of the fortune, and she was fsiniduen she found out that
most of it was tied up in the companies, and that would only get an
extremely generous settlement, as well as Villamsthof course. Frankly,
we were glad to give her the money to get rid of bad | offered her an
extra sum to buy back Athina. She didn't wantnt] &ve wanted to make
sure that she was finally gone. Nikos obviously lmadbetter idea. He
suggested that she sell the villa to him. It wdugda far sweeter revenge, he



told her. She would get the extra money and hagesttra satisfaction of

knowing that we would hate what she had done.'elisfs face was very

grim. 'Linda leapt at the idea. The villa has baeronstant sore ever since,
just as Nikos knew it would be. Every time | lodkitait reminds me of her

and what she did to Christos. I'm surprised it thidkos so long to think up

the idea of inviting English tourists to stay thete added cynically. ‘It

must have seemed a perfect way to rub salt in thend:'

Courtney stared down at a group of alpine crocysksb feet. They were
very delicate with orange centres, bright and whitd perfect. 'l thought
you just didn't like English girls," she said. itlalt realise that the villa was
bound up with so many bad memories.’

'My mother died soon after Christos was killed,fteas said. 'l think her
heart was broken. She would never have been alideanthe thought of
Nikos owning Athina. The rest of us just had to gewith life. Linda went
back to England, my sisters married and when Ndidshothing with the
villa it seemed as if | could put everything behim¢ and concentrate on
building on the company. And then you arrived.’

He paused and looked at Courtney, lit by brightlighh 'l thought that |
was going to have to go through all that again.tThat sight of you,
standing half naked in the sunshine, convincedhatyiou were going to be
as shameless as Linda or Sabrina. They were boyhfaed of flaunting
their undoubtedly beautiful bodies. | was fully paeed to despise you in the
same way, and when you fell over yourself to berlrag to Nikos that first
morning that only seemed to prove that you wertljks them. But then |
began to wonder. . . | saw how hard you workedl¢arc that house, and
everyone in the village kept telling me how niceiyeere. | used to see you
sometimes, walking through the trees with your aiuti®©f bread, or sitting
on the terrace smiling at the sun.' He hesitat&tiehever | met you, you
were impossibly prickly and I'd tell myself thatwavere just as bad as all
the rest, but somehow, in spite of myself, | foumgself liking you. | didn't
even know why. | think it was probably because gyeemed to be so happy
in Crete.'

'l was,' said Courtney. He liked her! It might et love, but for now it was
enough. She lay back, stretched out her arms taHfe@varm rock beneath



her hands and wriggling her shoulders to make Hersme comfortable.
Glancing up, she found him watching her and smilezin.’

The breeze had tangled her hair into dishevelledks of gold, and her face
was still glowing from the climb. In the diamonckal light, her eyes
reflected the deep blue of the mountain sky, ardctirners of her mouth
tilted upwards. Relaxed on the rock, slender legsvd up and face turned
up to the sun, she was almost unrecognisable asgvdng girl who had
arrived in Crete less than a month ago.

She still wore Dimitra's Sunday best. It hadn'etaker long to warm up
once they started walking, but Lefteris had refusetet her take off the

black dress, which was hot and uncomfortable oeerown dress. 'Black
passes unnoticed on the hills," he had said, Natifgink dress will stand out
a mile. If you're going to take anything off, itchaetter be that." Courtney
had grumbled, but obeyed. She had been glad enolutife warmth last

night, but she was sweltering now under the thilech cotton. The long

sleeves were rolled up to her elbows, and she hiadttoned the front as far
as she dared to let the cool breeze at her throat.

Lying now on the rock, she closed her eyes withoatented sigh and
hitched the skirt up to cool her bent knees. A wele gust of breeze ruffled
the skirt against her thighs and she smiled lazily.

Lefteris caught his breath, and her eyes jerked cp¢hat is it?'

His smile was rather twisted. 'l think it would &great mistake for you to
immerse yourself in the pasgjlykia mou,when you have just learnt how to
appreciate the present. Are you still determinestauoy the Minoans?"

A jet was crossing the blue high above them, ifsoua trail curving away
into nothingness. Courtney stared up at it. 'l ®geEs0,' she said. She didn't
want to think about what she would do. Lefteris Imigave accepted that
she was nothing like Linda, but he hadn't said langt about staying, had
he? His face was etched in startling clarity agdims sky behind his head
and she thought, irrelevantly, I'll never forgastmoment. No matter what
happens, I'll always be able to remember him liks.tNo, she wouldn't
think about the future now.



'What doegylykia moumean?' she asked to change the subject.

it's just an expression,’ he said, but his eyekdhed. it means "my sweet

one".

Faint colour tinged her cheeks. Don't take it sesiy. He'd said it was just
an expression, that's all it was. 'l thought | ledkike an old widow?' she
reminded him, trying to keep her voice light.

‘That was last night,’ he said. '"You don't lookelian old woman now,
Courtney. Far from it." He lifted a strand of suedzhed hair. 'You were
quiet and brown when you arrived, but the Cretam Isas turned you to
gold.'

Courtney was finding it hard to breathe. He's gamgiss me, she thought.
Please let him kiss m@&lease.

But he didn't kiss her. Instead he reached outdaed the black cotton

slowly back over her knees, his hand sliding tasitadly along her smooth

thigh. 'This is no time for sunbathing,” he saidylyr 'Or anything else.

You're far too relaxed for a girl being chased asrithe mountains by men
with guns!

‘Nikos." Courtney sat up, sobered suddenly as shaegmembered their
danger. 'You don't think they'll have giyen up® sisked hopefully. 'We
haven't seen any sign of them and there's no realgrhe shouldn't just
cancel the arrangement for the landing of whaté@vex, and bluff it out.
After all, it would only be my word against his,cahe could make up some
innocent explanation for what | overheard.’

'He'd be hard pushed to find an innocent explandtioshooting at us,' said
Lefteris. 'l don't think Nikos would have pursuesithat far if there hadn't
been some reason why he couldn't cancel the operdtne whole deal will

be at risk if he can't stop us getting to the mobefore tomorrow night. I'm
sure they'll be concentrating on stopping us ggttiown off the mountains.
We can't do any harm up here, and they may wek lspotted which way
We're heading.' He got to his feet, hoisted thdjpacto his back and picked
up the shotgun. 'That's a risk we've got to take.’



Once the thought of Nikos had intruded into heidljdgourtney found it
hard to push it away. The magic of the day had dhrand she grew
increasingly tired as they climbed on and up. Sishe@d she hadn't noticed
the gun again. It had been easy to ignore beforteydow it kept catching the
edge of her eye, an uncomfortable reminder that tren't outrun the
danger. It was still there, waiting for them.

They reached the snow in the early evening. Coynteimembered how she
had first seen the snowcapped mountains and medvatlhow impossibly

remote they had seemed. And now here she was,itguitte snow. Close
to, it lost its ethereal whiteness and was disappwly dirty where the dust
had blown. It lay in patches, tired after the winsnd melting drip by drip

even as she watched.

She had never been so high. They were right amundgops of the lower
range of mountains, their peaks rounded and weadhand the sage bushes
limp and brown where the snow had lain heavily ugmem. The higher
peaks still rose above them, but to Courtney'sfrétie long climb was over.
Instead they scrambled on to a rough track thatndcalong the ridge,
following the gradient between the rounded peakwak their first sign of
civilisation all day.

‘The shepherds use this in the summer,’ Leftepta@ed, it's easy walking
now. All we have to do is follow this to Kallergi.'

'Kallergi?"It's a mountain refuge run by Austria@8mbers and walkers use
it as a base for exploring the White Mountainswso should be able to
spend the night there. It overlooks Samaria Gosdpech means we'll have
an easy walk down to Xiloskalo tomorrow morning.'

'You mean we don't have to sleep in another hetlhist night?' Courtney
asked, brightening.

'l hope not. With any luck, we. should get a bediagahandsome food.'
The prospect put new bounce into Courtney's stépr fhe scramble uphill,

walking along the track was blissfully easy, andist she swung along
beside him, but it wasn't long before she begadetpair of ever getting



there. It seemed as if they had been walking foretie track kept twisting

away round the hills, and it was getting late befihrey finally spotted the

refuge perched on an outcrop of slanting rock, whthstark, sheer face of
Mount Gigilos looming behind it.

The refuge was a neat, modern building with a dtexwéew down into the
Samaria Gorge, but Courtney was too tired to cgitad time she got there.
It might be the most spectacular gorge in Européeabl she wanted was to
sit down. The lights were on in the hut and frorside came the sound of
cheerful voices. A wiry man came out to meet thenthe entrance hall,
which was lined with professional- looking walkitgots set neatly on
wooden shelves. Lefteris drew him aside and exeththeir situation in a
low voice, while Courtney took off her shoes antistarirjg blankly down
at her bare feet, too tired to do anything buhlet take care of everything.
After a while, the man nodded briskly and wentdesi

'Franz is going to try and get me through to thicpan their radio,’ said
Lefteris, pulling Courtney to her feet. 'You carv@a shower while I'm
doing that, and then he'll find us something to' eat

Courtney stood under the shower and vowed she wiadr take plumbing
for granted again. It was bliss to let the wateeain through her hair and
wash off the dirt of the last two days, and whea bhd finished she felt
immeasurably better, if still lightheaded with exbaon. She found Lefteris
in the dining area, sitting at one of the tables laoking, as ever, peculiarly
at home. The room was full of people dressed isibwalking gear, and
Courtney hesitated in the doorway, very consciouber bare feet, her
shapeless widow's outfit, and the hair hanging dgmapher shoulders.

Lefteris waved her over and introduced her to thustdans who ran the
refuge. There had been too much static to get ¢irée Hania, he said, but
they would try again in the morning. Courtney nadldeo weary to worry
much about Nikos now. She let Lefteris do all @hl&ihg as she devoured a
bowl of hot soup and a huge plate of pasta, vaguehscious of the
conversation around her in several different laggsa

She felt detached from it all. The room was warm @meerful, and she was
safe and clean and well fed. She tried to concenta the table but the



plates kept swimming out of focus, and she wouldkband jerk herself
upright, only to find her head drooping forward imgalmost immediately.
Beside her, Lefteris was deep in conversation, awtcumbing to
temptation at last, she let her head fall agaihstlroad strength of his
shoulder.

'l think she's tired,' someone said in amusement.

'l think she is." Lefteris's voice seemed to commnfa long way away.
Courtney tried to force herself to sit up and pndt¢o be awake, but her
eyelids wouldn't obey her. 'Have you got anywhesecan sleep? It looks as
if you're busy tonight.'

'‘All we can spare is a mattress,' said one of thieeg. 'Do you mind
sharing?'

Courtney surfaced momentarily to find herself tiften strong arms and

carried up some steps. She tried to mumble songeibout being able to

walk, but Lefteris ignored her. She was laid dowraglain mattress, and a
blanket tucked around her. Courtney's eyes wawgred with a huge effort

to find him leaning over her.

"You will come too?' she murmured, scarcely awérglat she was saying.
"You won't leave me alone?"

'I'm coming lateragapi mou he said quietly. 'Sleep now.’

Reassured, Courtney abandoned herself to the lslppimg at the edges of
her mind. She had no idea what time it was wheevieatually came back.
She stirred, mumbling an incoherent protest ashifeed her over to one
side of the mattress to lie down beside her. Comsconly that his warmth
represented comfort and security, she rolled baakatds him, sliding her
arm over his body and snuggling against his leasangth. He had taken
Manolis's jumper off, and his shirt was soft agaims cheek. Dimly, she
was aware of him muttering something beneath gathras his arms folded
tight around her, but it meant nothing as she pekéer lips to his throat
with a contented sigh and sank back into sleep.



It took just over an hour to get down to Xilosk&dom Kallergi. Most of the
buses arrived at about eight o'clock so they dgusf before seven. After
the previous day's dawn start, Courtney felt ashé had been allowed a
lie-in, and her heart was light as they crunchedszca patch of snow down
to the track. She was cleap and rested, breakdasbéen substantial, and a
light breeze just lifted the hair away from herdaas she walked down
beside Lefteris. The mountain air was exhilaragirgar and she could feel
the sun on her back.

They had no more success with the radio, but Aradzpromised to keep on
trying until they got to the police themselvesalfew hours, it might all be
over.

Courtney had a strange end-of-holiday sensatiagtermination to make
the most of the time she had. Her fear of Nikosreadded overnight; in the
bright morning light, the whole idea of danger sedrabsurd.

Her confidence lasted only as long as it took tihemalk down the winding

track above the Omalos plateau. A narrow road aight across the flat

plain, and they could see tiny buses and cars rgoafiong like matchbox

toys, all heading for the cluster of buildings thadrked the top of Samaria
Gorge. They were above the car park when Leftehiatsd shot out and
jerked Courtney to a halt.

'What's the matter?"

'Look down there.' Her eyes followed his pointimgger with a chill sense
of foreboding. The car park was crowded with buses cars and groups of
walkers checking they had everything they needéar&e&mbarking on the
long walk down the gorge to the Libyan sea. In thiddle of them all,
gleaming and somehow sinister, was a red Merceldass was all too
familiar.

'‘Nikos!'



‘They must have spotted us heading up to Kallesgid Lefteris grimly.
‘After that | suppose it would be obvious we wocthane this way. Whatever
else he is, Nikos isn't a fool, and he obviousiynisgou very badly indeed.’

'It's nice to be so popular!" Courtney tried to makjoke of it, but her voice
was unsteady, and Lefteris took her hands, holiiem tightly between his
own.

'Don't look like thatpalikari mou.We're not beaten yet.'

'‘But we can't stay in the mountains forever!" Coeyt clung to his hands,
fighting down panic. The sight of the red Mercetlad shaken her back to
ominous reality.

'We're not going to." His cool, calm voice was nitkly reassuring.
'Remember, we've got Franz as aback-up. He aghegdfthe hadn't got
through by midday he would go down to the poliaaself, just in case we
hadn't reached them. All we need to do is keepbNikos's way for a few
more hours.’

'‘But he's obviously expecting us. Once everyormeglown the gorge, he's
bound to see us if we try to slip past.

‘Not if we go down the gorge too," He let go of iends with a final

comforting squeeze. 'l know you're tired of walkitmit there's safety in
numbers. He won't be expecting us to head on dbevgarge, and with any
luck he won't notice us in the crowd.’

'‘But what about the police?'

'We'll have to rely on Franz. Now, listen.' He geshdown into the car park
once more. 'See that big group standing arounahfbemation board down
there?' Courtney nodded. 'We should be able toddipn behind them
without Nikos seeing us. I'll go and get the enteatickets and leave a
message for Franz telling him what's happenedyufgo and get some food
in the shop. It's a long walk down and we'll neechsthing to eat.’



'What if Nikos sees me?' she asked, panickingeatithught of being on her
own.

'He won't see you if you're careful. He's lookingd girl in pink, remember,
and there are masses of people going in and abeaghop. It shouldn't be
too difficult to hide behind them.’

Courtney swallowed. She was more frightened than reld been since
Nikos first snapped at the thin man to follow Heis all right for you,' she
muttered. '‘But I'm just not cut out to be a herBine

'‘Come on, you've been a trpalikari so far," said Lefteris encouragingly.
'You can't give up on me now!

He helped her down the last steep bit of the path, pulled her into the
middle of a group of Germans who were listeningatgyuide giving

instructions about the walk through the gorge. fgrmptheir disapproving
looks, Lefteris turned Courtney to face the infotimaboard as if they were
intent only on the walk before them.

"You know what you've got to do?' he asked in a \mice, handing her
some money.

Courtney was sure that there was a flashing arna@w their heads pointing
them out to Nikos. She stared fixedly at a notieelaring that the EC had
officially proclaimed Samaria Gorge to be one @& thost beautiful areas in
Europe —category. A—just in case there had beeraegiyyment about it. 'l

—I think so. Just go to the shop and buy some fodolat could be easier?'

‘There are water points along the way, so don‘tywasout drink. I'll try and
persuade the guy in the ticket office to get a mgsdo Franz as soon as
possible, and I'll wait for you around here. OK8@u@ney nodded dumbly,
and Lefteris's finger flicked her cheek. "Try td aaturally,koritsi mou.Be
as quick as you can, but whatever you do, don't Amything out of the
ordinary will just attract his attention.’

Courtney took a deep breath. 'All right. I'm ready.



'‘Good girl." He patted her on the back, and sheaég edge towards the
back of the crowd, nearly collapsing with fright @hshe caught sight of
Nikos, standing watching the milling crowds withrthaeyes. Strangely
enough, once the first shock was past, she faktietr having seen him. At
least she knew where the danger was. Keeping laer d@wvn, she shuffled
behind a group of Italians who were all talkingraatedly as they headed
for the shop.

The shop clearly catered for walkers, for thereengles of filled rolls and
an array of snacks, as well as drinks and post@rd$rochures. Courtney
seized four rolls and a couple of bars of chocokte hoped the boy behind
the counter wouldn't notice how much her hands waraking as she
fumbled for the money.

Two young men with enormous rucksacks were justrgeteady to leave,

and she slipped out with them, making sure to ke bodies between her
and Nikos. Her heart was pounding and the adremadired in her ears so
loudly that she was certain Nikos would hear it.aMhwas Lefteris? Her
frantic eyes were so busy searching the crowdsdrthe notice board that
she didn't at first realise that the two men hastee off to join some friends,
taking their protective shield of rucksacks witlertin Courtney froze. The
milling crowds seemed to have vanished, leaving uterly alone and

exposed in the middle of the car park.

Suddenly she spotted Lefteris, talking to a couwpld looking for all the
world as if he was part of a jolly group. The sighhim was enough to snap
Courtney into action and she hurried towards himy @0 stumble in her
haste and sprawl on to the ground, still clutchivey bag of rolls. Her
involuntary exclamation made people turn to seetviad happened, and
the two young men began to move back towards heeoif she was all
right. Over by the shop, Nikos turned to see whatdtommotion was about.

Lefteris got to her first. 'Courtney! Are you alyint?' he asked urgently, his
face taut with fear.

She nodded shakily and he pulled her to her féatcg over his shoulder.
'Has he seen us?'



'I'm afraid so,' he said, but gave her no timeaioip. '‘Come on, we'll have to
hurry." He held her tightly by the hand, and dragger through the group
queuing to show their tickets at the entrance ® phath. Ignoring the
muttered complaints of the British about people win't know how to
gueue, he waved his tickets above their headedtitisk and together they
plunged down into the gorge.



CHAPTER TEN

THE path into Samaria Gorge dropped over three tha@ugaat in just two
kilometres before it reached the riverbed. Theinaigkiloskalo— wooden
steps — used by shepherds to climb up out of thgegoad been replaced by
a zigzagging path with wooden handrails, but it wsi@fa dizzyingly steep
descent and Courtney's knees were soon tremblitingthae strain. Her feet
skidded on the loose, gravelly stones and trippesl the tree roots as
Lefteris dragged her down, down, down into the gorg

She had no time to appreciate the pine trees sipakdenpath, or the blue
haze of the mountains stretching into the distasad. She had no time to
stop like everyone else and crane her neck backtaie up at Gigilos
looming above them, the sun shining sharp and deats bleak face. For
Courtney, it was all a blur of trees and rocks,eansingly endless skid
around hairpin beds, and a confused impressionveftaking straggling
groups of walkers who all stared disapprovinglyhair haste. Afterwards,
she remembered only the sharp, dry scent of thespithe firm grip of
Lefteris's hand around hers and the sound of wiatert, but unmistakable,
far below.

At last they reached the river itself, tumbling ibpalong between massive,
weather-worn boulders and over rounded stoneseRtaes hung over the
water, dappling the rocks with green sunlight. eeft let her rest there,
hidden out of sight of the path by a boulder cdri®wn by the winter

torrent and beached between two trees.

For a long time, Courtney could only lean agaihst tock, whooping and

gasping for breath, but after awhile she had resml/enough to kneel by the
river. She splashed cold water over her hot facebathed the gravel from
the grazes on her knees and palms where she Hed. fiilwas cool and

quiet in the green shade of the planes, and the® semething very
soothing about the murmur and chuckle of the wawer the stones.

Sitting back on her heels, she flicked the watemfher hands. Shimmering
drops still clung to her eyelashes and trickled wldiae front of Dimitra's
dress as Lefteris helped her to her feet. He tuugpeter hands so that he
could inspect the grazes on her palms.



'Do they hurt?'

Courtney looked down at his fingers holding henrgerly detail of his hands
seemed preternaturally clear as he rubbed his thwaty gently over the
grazes. 'Not really," she said huskily, 'it was emyn fault for panicking. If
I'd kept my head, Nikos might not have noticed malla

'l saw you come out of the shop," Lefteris saidiimoice that she hardly
recognised. 'One minute you were safe behind ttrekkers, and the next
you were lying on the ground.' He paused. 'l though was afraid he had
shot you.' Quite suddenly, he put his arms roundane held her tightly
against him. 'Don't do that to me again,' he gaial her hair.

Unable to speak, Courtney shook her head intohimslder, and he dropped
his arms as abruptly as he had seized her. "Wtk lkeep moving,' he said,
stepping back to pick up the rucksack.

'Do you think Nikos will really follow us?' she ask amazed at how calm
her own voice sounded, but she couldn't look at ker body burned with
awareness of him, her senses sang where he hadérglut his air of
normality confused her.

'He'll follow us all right," he was saying as hewgdged on the pack once
more. 'I'd guess that he won't be in too much by, though. Now that
we're in here, he knows that we can't get out eéXaggoing down to Agia
Roumeli with everyone else, and there's only ong owt of Agia Roumeli,
by boat. All he has to do is contact some of lesgés and get them to watch
the ferries.'

'So we're trapped down here?’

'Hardly.' He gestured around at the towering sogri'’s a pity Nikos saw
us, but this is a big place. The boy at the tiek&te promised he'd get a
message up to Franz, so we'll just have to trusttbicontact the police. In
the meantime, we've got to make Nikos think weira hurry to get to Agia
Roumeli, and lose him later on.’



'Why don't we lose him now?' she suggested. 'Hétwea us if we hide here
until he's passed.’

‘No, but he'll ask people further down if they'ees us. As soon as he
suspects we're not ahead of him any more, he'tlrgmacing his steps.’

'Oh." Courtney sighed. It made sense. 'l feel ageif/e been running for
weeks,' she said as he helped her back down dmetpdth. 'At least it's
keeping me fit!'

Walking was much easier now that they had readedver, and although

Lefteris still kept up a brisk pace she didn't heveun to keep up any more.
It gave her a chance to look about her as theg@d the riverbed. It was
easy to see why the gorge was only open in the sxmmwinter a great

torrent of water must crash down between the manstaarrying trees and
great boulders with it. The water was quiet nowareely more than a
stream, spilling over the stones into glacial bpaols or disappearing
underground for a while, only to re-emerge in arbmg pool just when she

had forgotten that it had ever been there at all.

Pine needles lay along the path as it climbed o fihe river to where tiny
cyclamen grew wild in the shade, and then led laein to the river again.
After the barren Cretan mountain-tops, Courtnelydslif she had tumbled
into a different country altogether. The trees gtieiekly up the steep sides
of the gorge, the dull, dark colour of the pinestcasting with the fresh
lime-green of the planes that clustered by the meBenlight slanted
through the leaves or burst into a clearing, dagzthem after the cool
shade. Above them, the mountains soared, theirimeasgence in sharp
contrast to the constant burbling of the water, smtligh that Courtney got
a shock every time she looked up, as if they hach&d up without warning.
Afterwards, her memories were all of contrastshtlignd shade, sound and
silence, the rocks and the water and the greeendrees. And of Lefteris,
moving ahead of her along the narrow path with tbase, easy-jointed
walk of his, or turning to help her across the pieg-stones as they crossed
and recrossed the river.

Where the gorge bent round towards the Libyantkeajalley widened and
the trees ended abruptly. The path took them alomgry riverbed, between



tumbled, sun-bleached boulders. Away from the pir@surtney could
smell the more familiar scent of the mountains,uheistakable fragrance
of thyme and the drift of sage on the air. The alienwas different down
here, for the thyme bushes were about to burstfioneer and the sage was
decorated with delicate pink spires. Courtney tedcthem gently with her
fingers, wishing she could linger. She hated Nikwsnaking her rush past
all this beauty.

Lefteris let her rest again when they reached tinged tillage of Samatria.

Deserted when the gorge was declared a nationial iba cluster of houses
were slowly crumbling. Some still had their rodfst the wooden stairs had
long rotted and the rooms were used only by goats @thers were open to
the sky; wild flowers flourished on in the doorwagsd fig trees grew wild

by fireplaces.

At midday, the village was far from deserted. Magkthe halfway point of
the walk, it was a popular place to stop for lunahgl there were tourists
sitting at wooden tables under the trees, or irsttagle of the ruined houses,
exclaiming at the wonders of the gorge in a balbalifferent languages.
Courtney and Lefteris sat in a patch of meadow umaeold olive tree.
Clover grew so thickly that the ground was a haizeltite, blurred with
poppies and wild geraniums, and the air was swekstll. Fat bumble bees
blundered among the flowers, and sparrows hoveopéfhlly for crumbs
as they ate their rolls.

'It's so peaceful here," Courtney sighed, leanauklagainst the tree. 'l wish
we could just forget about Nikos and stay here.’

'We will," promised Lefteris. 'But not until we'yeersuaded him that we're
really on our way to Agia Roumeli.' He stood upyditing the crumbs off

his trousers for the sparrow. 'He should be heva.s&/e want to be ahead of
him, but not so far ahead that he can't see ukifoself, so get ready to

move quickly.’

Barely five minutes later, Courtney clutched atdnig as they watched the
walkers crossing the sturdy wooden bridge to thiage. 'Here he comes!
They were well hidden behind a crumbling wall, lewven so she shrank
back. Nikos was hesitating on the other side obitiege, evidently unable



to decide whether to go on or not. He looked haotamgry, and the sight of
him brought a chill draught of menace to this itypllace.

He's coming to check the village,' Lefteris saithvaatisfaction. 'As soon as
he starts poking around the houses, we'll get batke path.'

Courtney was sure that people would start poingintpe surreptitious way
they kept peering round the wall, but nobody, #&med, was interested in
anything but their lunch packs. Nikos had reacHhes \tillage, his eyes
scanning the crowds in an ominously professionay wa he began a
stealthy tour of thebuildings. As soon as he wasobsight, Lefteris and

Courtney ducked back over the bridge.

'‘Don't go too fast," said Lefteris, pulling heradalt once they were safely
over on the other side. 'We want him to see us.’

"You may want him to see us,' she muttered. 'ltdéat if he shoots us?'

'He won't do anything with all these people aroukadyway, it looks as if he
hasn't got much more than a pistol with him, arat thon't be accurate at
this distance.’

'Oh, just a pistol!" Courtney said ironically. 'Whagn | worrying, then?"

He grinned. Trust me! Now, pretend you've got sibing in your shoe, will
you? | want to see what he's doing."'

Obediently, Courtney stooped to shake out one phiwcasins while he
glanced over her bent figure. 'He's seen us!' ik aad jerked her upright.
'Let's get going! We don't want him to catch us now

They practically ran along the path, pushing pasdkers who evidently felt

that they weren't taking the gorge in the rightispihe mountains were
closing in again, squeezing the river between shlsearing rock walls, until

there was virtually no room to pass. They had &pkerossing the water to
find a dry bit of path, and Courtney's feet wererswet.



Stumbling over the stones, she hardly registered grandeur of the
landscape, but not even the thought of Nikos closkind them could
detract from the sheer drama of the narrowest pdiall. Barely an armspan
in width, the walls of the ravine towered a breaiing two thousand feet
above, as if they had been rushing towards eadr otily to stop at the last
second before the crash.

'Portes,’ said Lefteris, seeing her awed gazeltrayeip and up and up to
the narrow strip of sky. 'The Iron Gates. It's guitsight, isn't it?'

The river was so narrow that only one person cordds at a time, and it had
caused a bottleneck among the walkers. The ovemvheglsize of the gorge
had absorbed the crowds up to now, and Courtneyakags aback suddenly
to see so many people gathered together all at &tedactant to leave the
highlight of the trek behind, they stood aroundglaing as people wobbled
across the submerged stepping-stones and makiaghairf anyone fell in
it would be recorded for posterity on video.

Somehow, Lefteris managed to drag Courtney thrabhghwaiting crowd
towards the stones. The river flowed much fastexéen its rock walls, and
they had no choice but to cross one set of stanadittle bouldery beach,
then back to the other side before edging carefltpng the smooth rock
until a final set of stepping-stones led back @ phath.

Lefteris was behind Courtney, and she turned tochvatim jump
sure-footedly across. To her astonishment, he siuglderched sideways
and fell up to his knees in the bitterly cold wateuch to the amusement of
those watching from the safety of the stony beach.

'What on earth did you do that for?' she askechashslped him out. 'That
water's freezing!

'l wanted to make sure that we'll be rememberease Nikos stops to ask if
we've been this way. Quick, let's get out of sigtg.won't be far behind us.'

Once they had negotiated the stepping-stones, peogtie turned round to
watch the fun, and no one noticed as Lefteris gulleurtney behind a vast
boulder that was sheltered from the path by a lmirgink oleander.



They didn't have long to wait before Nikos appear€durtney was
disappointed to see that he managed to keep hisdfgeas he pushed
through the cheerful crowd, and she cowered bebaftkris's comforting
bulk when he stopped almost in front of the bouldéere they hid. He
looked about him carefully, then asked a man witlvideo camera
something. Courtney saw the man nod, and pointawwndhe path, and a
satisfied grin flickered across Lefteris's face Nikos strode on with
renewed determination.

'He'll be sure we're on our way to Agia Roumeli ridde helped Courtney
out from behind the boulder. A couple passing gheen a surprised look of
disapproval, clearly wondering what on earth thag been doing hidden in
the bushes, but Lefteris merely gave them a blamt&s'All we have to do

now is make our way back to Samaria. There's usaallarden there with a
radio, so we can try and get through to the po#gain, just to check
whether Franz got through with the message.’

But when they got back to the village, the wardbapigse was lockedAde!
Lefteris banged on the door in frustration. 'He trlu@gve gone to Agia
Roumeli for some reason. Well, we'll just have takethe best of it.'

it was all right for Goldilocks," grumbled Courtndyying to peer through
the windows. She was tired and crotchety aftedahg walk back up the
gorge. 'She could just walk into any old cottage felund in the woods and
help herself to porridge and a bed. We haven't agotthing to eat or
anywhere to sleep.’

'Stop complaining,’ said Lefteris in an infuriatinggood-humoured way.
Courtney could hardly recognise the harsh, unsmilman who had
discovered her by the roadside. This Lefteris vessxed, utterly at home in
the wild mountains and far, far more attractiventha had ever been before.
'We've got a blanket on the ground," he said. '"Wi@e do you want?'

Desire battling with exhaustion left Courtney faglitwitchy and with a
sharp edge to her voice. 'A hot bath would do fetaat, followed by some
clean clothes, a new pair of feet and a good, sgueal!" She watched him
spreading the blanket out on the soft clover agtesd. 'Do you think we'll



ever sleep in a bed again?' she asked, hearingritienking intimacy
implied in her question too late.

He looked up, and his dark eyes gleamed with amesemwhen he saw her
blushing. 'l hope so," was all he said, but sometim his voice made her
heart lurch uncomfortably against her ribs.

'l—er—I think I'll go and wash,' she said hurriedly

The last of the walkers had long departed, andistsequite alone. Lefteris
was somewhere out of sight. Courtney stripped aoffida’s dress and stood
thigh- deep in the river, letting the river run tamainst her hot skin,
remembering the look in his eyes. Ducking her heatker the water to rinse
her hair, she gasped at the cold, and tingled fre$hness as she rinsed out
her underclothes and left them to dry in the ldghe sun. With a mental
vow never to wear black again, she pulled on Darstdress once more and
made her way back to the blanket.

She sat cross-legged on it while Lefteris went &shy combing the tangles
out of her hair with her fingers. When he returneearing only his trousers,
his thick black hair was damp and slicked to hiachand his skin had a
sheen of health and vigour. Courtney had to wrdreclreyes away from his
bare chest as he threw himself down on the bldmésitle her.

‘That feels better,’ he said. His dark eyes weighband held the lurking
smile that always made her pulse thump slow andtaTt.

She nodded, pretending to be absorbed in disemagrtgtr hair, but beneath
her lashes she could see the muscles flexing dehesaskin, and her fingers
trembled with the desire to reach out and touch ldhe wished she knew
how he felt. Was he teasing, simply trying to distrher, or was that smile
really for her?

'What are you thinking abouglykia mou?His voice was like a caress, and
Courtney shivered as if he had stroked her.'Whencgme to take me away
from Nikos," she said hesitantly, not looking atnhiwas it really just a
matter of honour, as you said?'



He never took his eyes from her averted face. Moaw it wasn't,’ he said
softly.

‘Then why did you come?’
'‘Because | missed you.'

Courtney's fumbling hands stilled and dropped fiwen hair as she turned
her head to look at him at last, hardly daringdtidve what she was hearing.

'When you walked out on me, | was furious,’ he gatle same deep, steady
voice. 'l told myself | was well rid of you, thabvy were just like Sabrina and
Linda, but I knew that you weren't. | think I'vedwn ever since | first
kissed you. That night we came back from Hania, wete like fire in my
arms. | wanted to catch you up and spend the fesydife making love to
you, and if there had been any way | could havpmd my guests arriving
the next day | would have done. That's why | dithifik it was very sensible
to have kissed you, though | can't say | had agsets. As it was, | just had
to try and keep my hands off you for the week. diswt easy, seeing you
every day and remembering how you had kissed m@aindaring to touch
you in case | lost control altogether.’

He reached across and took her hands, turning tipeso that he could kiss
each palm where it was grazed from her fall. 'Inspplee whole week wild

with frustration because you seemed to have withwdrand were intent on
being nice to everyone except me — especially Gianni

'l thought you were having an affair with Ingergutney confessed, her
fingers curling around his like bindweed. 'She Viles Ginny, beautiful and
clever and glamorous. . .and she wasn't English.’

'Inger is all those things,' he agreed, 'but sherever had a hold on my
heart. I've always thought of our relationship es a purely business one,
but this time she was cloying, always there whemahted to be alone,
drawing me aside for intimate little chats whendnted to watch you. She
guessed how I felt about you. She must have seewdly | looked every
time you came into the room and decided that ifveae ever going to marry
the Markakis organisation — which is what she seaiainted —she would



have to make an effort. It didn't do her much go&it]l could think about
was you and Gianni. | was so jealous and angrguldn't think properly.'

'Is that why you were in such a rage when you chaok from the airport?’

'l was a fool," he admitted. 'l thought you werallgeplanning to go off and
join Gianni and | just lost my head. | said somé&ugivable things to you
that night, but after you walked out it only toakifran hour for me to realise
quite how stupid I'd been. | came after you, hopiog'd be with Dimitra,
but you'd gone. They told me they'd seen you dgiyiast with Nikos.' His
fingers tightened around hers. 'l was devastatedindered if | might have
been wrong about you after all, that you might hawveed out to be another
Linda, but | realised that it didn't matter. | hadhave you back. | came to
take you back from Nikos as publicly as possibldhsd everyone would
know that you were mine.’'

Courtney could feel happiness beating at her hearintense that it was
almost scary. Her eyes shone in the golden lighd, she smiled as she
reached out for his hands. It was wonderful to kiloat she didn't have to
pretend any more. 'You got more than you bargaioetshe said, thinking

of that terrifying chase through the night.

'l did," he grinned. 'But you were worth it. You n@eso lovely up on the

mountains, it took all my self- control to keep hmnds off you, and | had to
keep reminding myself that the most important thirag to keep you safe. |
thought it would be better to wait until this walscwer, but you didn't make

it any easier for me. Last night, you rolled inty arms and kissed me, just
here.' He touched the pulse that beat just belegvear. 'If you hadn't been
dead to the world. . .! You didn't even know whatiyvere doing.'

Courtney smiled, a slow, slow smile, and leant fmivto press her lips
against his throat once more, right where his jaat Inns ear. His skin smelt
clean and warm and masculine. 'l know what I'm goiow,' she whispered.

His eyes blazed with desire as he returned heresamtl pulled her down
with him on to the blanket. 'We've got all evenargl all night," he said, his
voice very deep and warm with promise, it's a longe until we can have
something to eat, I'm afraid. Are you hungry?’



'Ye-es,' she said cautiously, confused by the dlmhginge of subject.
'Me too. We'll have to distract each other.’

He ran his hand up the smooth length of her thagid, Courtney quivered
beneath his touch.

'What did you have in mind?' she asked huskily.

‘A Greek lesson.’

'Oh." Courtney couldn't keep the disappointmentfher voice, and Lefteris
smiled again. Propped up on one elbow, he slichaied beneath her hair

and spread it out, letting it fall between his Bng with a soft shimmer.

'‘Dimitra hasn't taught you the words you really dhede said, and she
swallowed.

He was hardly touching her, but she was throbbiitly the hazy excitement
of his body so close to hers, and her eyes wele atad wide with desire.
'What words are those?'

'‘We'll start with the most important one.' He lealdser. 'Put your arms
around my neck and repeat after relagapo.’

Courtney's hands trembled as she lifted them tshosiders, unable to stop
them moving over their sleek strength. 'What doesgan?’ she whispered.

it means "l love you",” he said, looking into heyres. His voice was very
deep and warm. 'Aren't you going to repeat it? Yoever learn Greek
unless you try.'

'S'agapo,'she said, letting her arms slide further aroursdhleick.

He pretended to tut, but his eyes were dark antirgmiYou haven't got the
pronunciation quite right. Say it again, this timigh more feeling.’

She smiled.S'agapo.Her fingers tightened against his skilagapo.'



‘That's much better.' He was tantalisingly close,nmouth almost touching
hers. 'We'll soon have you word perfect,' he mueduand then the teasing
was over as his lips claimed hers.

Courtney had no thought of resistance. Her armiegtim closer and she
abandoned herself utterly to the piercing sweetoédkeir kisses, to the
spiralling excitement of his hands on her body tweddemand of his mouth.
They were both breathless and smiling when Leftétesl his head. He held
her head between his hands and looked down intiabemith such warmth
in his eyes that Courtney wondered if this coulalyebe the same fierce
man who had found her on that dusty mountain road.

'l love you,' he said softly. 'Tell me that you meg&

Courtney's hands stretched luxuriously over hise baack, feeling the
muscles flex between her fingers. 'l mean it,'sdid, her eyes very blue. 'Of
course I mean it." She pulled his head down to. H&'egapo,5he murmured
against his lips, and he was smiling as he kiseecbain.

'‘Courtney. ..glykia mou. ." His mouth drifted down her throat, his fingers
were at the buttons of the black dress, slidiragffiher shoulders, over her
hips down the slender length of her legs until ahghed in uninhibited
pleasure at the touch of his hands on her nakedwessyou still hungry?’
he teased breathlessly, his hands sliding warm parsgessive over her
curves.

She shook her head, adrift on a sea of electrifgarggation, conscious only
of his mouth and his hands and his lean, poweddlb

‘Not at all?' His lips drifted td her breast aneé sfuivered with need.
'Only for you,' she gasped. 'Only you.'

She could feel him smiling against her skin. '‘Gbbd, said, and bent his
mouth to hers once more.



The sun hadn't yet reached the bottom of the gelgm they set off the next
morning, but Courtney was impervious to the c&ilie was intoxicated, still
glowing with the joy Lefteris had shown her as évening had faded into
darkness, and the darkness into dawn. The firskexslwere only just

setting off from Xiloskalo, so they had the gorgdttemselves. They didn't
talk very much as they walked back down to the [Bates, but every time
Lefteris touched her Courtney felt as if she waliksolve with happiness.

She was alive, invigorated, her senses so attivaedhe could feel the earth
turning beneath her feet. The mountains themsealgemed to have woken
with her joy, their great seams of rock thrustipgowards the sky, pushing
against each other at sharp angles or submissive<uPink-spired sage
bushes clung to the cliffs, and, far above theneagie circled slowly.

Courtney got her feet wet again as she crosseatvéreat the Iron Gates, but
she laughed as Lefteris pulled her off the lagbmtey-stone and into his
arms.

'S'agapg she murmured into his ear, and he held her tghtkissed her.
'l think you're nearly ready to move on to lesssa!t

‘Very touching,' a voice sneered behind them, &ey fjerked apart with
shock. Nikos stood blocking the path, and in hisdch&e held a gun.
Despairingly, Courtney realised that Lefteris's guas strapped to the back
of his pack. They had been so happy, so confidestmorning that it had
seemed impossible that they would ever need it.

'l knew what must have happened as soon as myatteme you hadn't got
on any of the ferries," Nikos was saying in a cosagonal tone that sat
eerily with the unwavering gun. 'lt was too latectome back then, so | left
Agia Roumeli nice and early this morning. As yom & doubt imagine, |
was anxious to catch you on your own.' His smilelen@ourtney's blood
run cold. "You've caused me a lot of trouble, CoeytShelbourne. Aot of
trouble. One of the most lucrative operations ¢éver set up has been ruined
by your eavesdropping. My best men have been adesind the entire
cargo has been impounded. You must be very pleagledourselves.'



"Your cargo must have been very valuable for yogatdo all this trouble to
stop us,’ Lefteris commented. Courtney marvelled tie could sound so
cool. 'What was it?"'

'Drugs,’ said Nikos curtly. 'Did you miss that vehiyou were creeping
around my house, Courtney?"

'l gathered it was something immoral,” she saidkighataking an
instinctive-step closer to Lefteris.

There was cold anger in Nikos's eyes. 'lt's easyytmu to talk about

immorality, isn't it? You've found yourself a muobtter meal ticket, haven't
you?' He jerked his head at Lefteris. 'A few miilibere or there is nothing
to your lover here. | don't blame you for puttirmuyself on a plate for him,
but some of us have to work for a living."

'Dealing in drugs isn't work," said Lefteris contgoously, and added
something softly in Greek that tightened Nikosrgyér on the trigger and
pinched his nostrils white.

'‘Come over here,' he snarled. 'l want to see thie ifto your eyes when you
die.’

Courtney's mind was utterly cold and clear, stilbbcked by the abrupt
switch from happiness to horror. She took a teveastep forwards, as if
mesmerised by the gun.

'‘Come on!" he said savagely.

Courtney wasn't looking at Lefteris, but she calldost feel him tense. She
took another step, stumbling against the smootiestand fell with a cry of

alarm. It didn't distract Nikos for more than amad, but it was enough for
Lefteris to go for him in a murderous dive thatkdleem both crashing on to
the path.

Courtney heard the gun go off, ricocheting off tbeks with a terrible noise
that echoed horribly between the towering wallthefgorge. She scrambled
up, terrified that Lefteris had been shot, but las grappling with Nikos as



they rolled on the ground, gasping and gruntingsie watched, the heels
of her hands pressed to her mouth in horror, Lisfteranaged to force

Nikos's arm back until the gun fell from his fingewith a clatter on the

stones, skittering down to lie wedged between taualders.

The noise seemed to revitalise Nikos. With a migheave, he pushed
Lefteris off and tried to reach for the gun, buftegs recovered quickly and
leapt on him once more. Courtney, snapping outesf getrified trance,

stumbled over to where the gun lay, and scrabbkedti€ally between the

stones with fingers that seemed thick and unwiehye managed to get
hold of it at last, but her hands were shaking sehmshe nearly dropped it
again.

It was heavier than she had expected, and shelredd it with both hands.
She stared helplessly down at it, forcing hergetéke a firmer grip. All she
had to do was point and shoot, surely? It alwagkdd easy on television.

The gun shook in her hands as she pointed it umogrtdown at the two
men struggling on the ground and tried to shoyp,dbait all that came out
was a croak, and they either didn't hear or igndwed This was no clean
fight for squeamish television audiences, and Cayrshuddered. Nothing
in her suburban English upbringing had prepareddrehe raw savagery in
the air, or the men fighting at her feet with al@#ts ferocity that seemed part
of the very landscape.

She didn't dare shoot in case she hit Lefteris.c®dd only stare down at
them, fear choking her throat. As if in slow moti@he saw Lefteris draw
back a bunched fist, and then Nikos's heacf jefk@ck and lay limply

against the stones. Suddenly everything happenezh@. A group of

uniformed men came running along the path, eruptitmthe narrow area
just as Lefteris got slowly to his feet and stoodking down at his bloody
hands.

The air was full of shouted questions and excitedagnations, but he

ignored the policemen. Courtney was still stanawtd the gun in her hands
and tears streaming down her cheeks, but as Lefesitated a few feet
away the gun dropped from her nerveless fingershadook a step towards
him at last. The next moment, she was in his aamd he was holding her so



tightly that she could hardly breathe. Courtneyngluo his massive,
reassuring strength as desperately, caring ontyhiavas alive and whole.

Later, she sat on a rock, wiping her face with eady hands while an
animated discussion in rapid Greek swirled round. W&ter much
explanation and consultation, two policemen helpagtoggy Nikos to his
feet and bore him off, his hands firmly securedibetis back. One who
was clearly an officerlingered for a final word Wwitefteris, and then he too
was gone, leaving them alone at last.

Lefteris crouched by the river to wash the dusifitas face, and rinse the
blood from his hands. Then he came to sit besideméer rock and linked

his fingers tightly with hers. They said nothing # while, content to sit

alone and let the stillness and silence soothe thbile the water hurried

past, clear and cool and impervious to mere humamais.

'How did the police know we were here?' Courtndedsat last.

'Franz got our message through just as he promaed,thanks to his
information the police were able to pick up almesgeryone last night. It
was quite a haul for them. According to Michalls Dfficer in charge, it'll
make international headlines, so they're happyy @ign't have anything on
Nikos, though — just your word against his, andwees careful not to
appear at the drop just in case. Apparently thdyatetheir suspicions about
him before now, so this time they decided to keiep tmder surveillance.
As soon as he started up the gorge, they followsd but not too close in
case he got suspicious. They hadn't heard any frmreus since Franz's
message, so they assumed we were down here soneewhey heard the
shot when | tackled Nikos, and began to run, bey there so careful about
keeping their distance that it was all over betbesy got here."

Isit all over?' Courtney asked, hardly daring tadoed it.
'It's over as far as Nikos is concerned.' Lefteniaed her face up to his. 'As

far as you and | are concerned, we're just at gdggnbing,' he said, and he
kissed her.



Afterwards, Courtney only remembered shatches efdbrney home: the
Libyan sea rolling against the harsh hillsides rightt turquoise waves,
sitting among the nets on the little fishing bda&tttook them to Hora
Sfakion, the nerve-racking road up to Imbros and@nn to the north coast
once more, arriving back at the villa and the swesltome of the orange
trees.

That afternoon, she stood on the terrace besiderigand looked up at the
mountains. Already the long trek up to the snow Beemed remote, unreal,
as if part of a dream. Dimitra's dress had beehdside for the last time, and
she was clean and comfortable in the same silkgsdsie had worn to
Hania. With a contented sigh, she leant againgetief

His arm came round her. 'Time we started on lesaor] he said with a
smile.

'Don't you think | need more practice on lesson?orsaid Courtney,
remembering how last night's joy had begun.

'‘Lesson two is very easy.' He turned her to faoe Aiha me pandreftis?'
‘That's not easy,' she pretended to complain.

It is for you. It means "will you marry me"?" Lefis's smile was warm as he
held her hands. 'All you have to do is remembeiGheek for yes — but be
careful! You know how easily you muddle up yes and

Courtney smiled but pulled away from him slightly ook up at him
seriously. 'l thought you didn't think marriage wesrth the price?’

‘Not unless | was absolutely sure I'd found thédntrigoman, | said,” he
reminded her. His hands tightened on hers. 'Azioh ure.’

'I'm too. . .too ordinary for you,' she burst auddenly assailed by doubts.
He was so rich, so successful. What if he got bargd her? "You need a
smart, sophisticated wife who can make clever caatmn and entertain
your guests." Someone like Ginny, she thought desgly, but Lefteris
only smiled.



‘No, I don't. | need you.' He put his arms arouaddnd pulled her close. 'l
don't want a sophisticated wife. | want a girl wiatks to goats and takes
care never to tread on flowers. | want a girl weeds looking after, and I'm
used to looking after you now. You're everythingeked. I'm not going to

give you up now.' His hands tightened against 18a&y you'll marry me,

Courtney,' he said in a voice that was suddenlscdéieand urgent with

desperation, and her eyes shone blue and cletiedecked up at him and
took a deep breath.

We," she said and he laughed with relief.
‘At least you got it right when it mattered!

'l hope you don't regret it,' she warned him, f@fng, half serious, and he
turned her face up to his.

' won't,’ he said. 'And if you ever do, I'll jusitke you back up to the
mountains and remind you what it was like whemallhad was each other.
No luxuries, none of the comforts you'll be usedbto then. Just the
essentials, you and me and a blanket on the ground.

Courtney relaxed into him, slipping her arms aroumd back and
remembering with a shiver of pure happiness how tied explored the
limits of joy together. 'l won't mind,' she smiledo his throat. 'Sleeping on
the ground last night wasn't so bad!

‘Tonight will be even better,' he promised. 'Wb# warm and clean and
have a soft bed to share."

'We don't have to wait until tonight, do we?' sharmured.

Lefteris drew her closer. 'No, we don't have totwai
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Welcome to Europe

CRETE-'land of legend'

Crete is by far the biggest Greek island, so iushbe no surprise that it has
something for absolutely everyone. It's a greateglar a holiday whether
you're interested in walking, nature, art and aeohagy, lively nightlife,
watersports—or simply relaxing on superb beachestite young —or the
young at heart! —there are the busy resorts oftinth-east coast with their
discos and English pubs, but if peace and quishet you're after the south
coast is the place for you. The sheer variety Qrateto offer is a reflection
of thousands of years of intriguing—and often tcagthistory.

THE ROMANTIC PAST

Crete was the cradle of European civilisation —t seems appropriate that
it was known in legend as the birthplaceZetis,ruler of the gods. The story
tells thatCronis, who at one time was the supreme god, so fearédmiesof
his children would overthrow him that he ate a# thabies his wifd&Rhea
gave birth to! But when Zeus was born, in secreg tave, his mother hid
him and gave his father a stone wrapped in swagldlmthes to eat instead,
so that the baby was able to grow up. . .and oxe#this father as had been
prophesied.



Later in life Crete was where Zeus, disguised laslia brought the princess
Europa, who became his lover and mother of his sons —6méhom was
the legendarKing Minos. And, according to Cretans, Zeus is buried here:
the outline of his helmeted head can still be seéviount Youktas!

Since the earliest times Cretan history has be¢aleaof violence and
resistance: the island has been conquered innutedrates. The Cretans
have always been known for their fierce independemz amazing heroism
—they have never ceased to struggle against ingadéen at enormous
cost to themselves. One of the most famous exangbléss occurred in
1866, at the monastery dfrkhadi, high up in the mountains. Cretan
fighters, as well as their women and children, wesiag the monastery as a
refuge and the Turks laid seige to it; when it Ioeealear that there would
be no escape, the defenders blew themselves —handands of their
enemies — sky-high rather than surrender. The omtass still
commemorated every year on its anniversary.

THE ROMANTIC PRESENT - pastimes for lovers. . .

Every visitor to Crete should be sure to see thacpaofKnossos famous as
the home of the legendary King Minos —and of higetsi illegitimate
monster child, théMinotaur. . .half-man, half-bull, devourer of young men
and maidens. When excavations began at Knoss@0b, it soon became
clear that the myths had at least some basis intfecarchaeologist Arthur
Evans uncovered the remains of an enormous andhygsdllace, the centre
of the first European civilisation; a civilisatievhich worshipped nature and
valued the arts of peace. . .perhaps the basteédegend oAtlantis.

The palace has been patrtially reconstructed, doythacan walk through
rooms that are much as they were three thousand gga, decorated with
copies of the original stunnirfgescos.You can see the remains of Europe's
first flush toilet, in the Queen's apartments, atidl in place are the
enormous storage jars, in one of which King Mingsisng son is supposed
to have drowned in honey. . . Knossos is almosagdabusy, but you can
usually find a quiet corner in which it's easyntagine that you've stepped
back a few thousand years. . .



Most visitors to Knossos will pass through the atyderaklion —so called
because it was the site of the seventh labour otutes, which was the
capture of the terrifying Cretan Bull, father oéthMinotaur— and it would
be a pity not to linger. Heraklion may be a busyisy, very modern place,
but it's certainly worth a visit. Of course therétee Archaeological
Museum—one of the most important museums in the world —retibe
treasures from Knossos and other Minoan sitesiaptéagted; you'll be able
to see the original frescos, as well as beaut#wijlery, pottery and many
other artefacts. After a thorough tour of the museuu'll be glad of a rest
and perhaps a tempting sticky pastry and a cofféiee museum's charming
little open-air caf6, looking out over the city.

But there's more to Heraklion than the museum. din@entharbour is
certainly worth a visit, with its impressiéenetian castlewhich is open to
the public. For a unique view of the city you cdimb up to the city walls,
where you'll find the grave of Crete's and Greeo®st famous modern
author,Nikos Kazantzakis,who is especially well known as the writer of
Zorba the Greek.

While you're in Heraklion you mustn't miss timarket, which is one of the
best you'll find anywhere, particularly for all kis of food and spices. Even
if you're not in the mood to buy — and there amelgtfew who could resist
the array of souvenirs of all kinds —the loadedpuadul stalls and lively
atmosphere will linger in your mind.

If you can manage to spend an evening in Herakion;ll be able to take
part in theVolta—the traditional evening stroll, especially arountdrty
Square and its beautiful public gardens. Why nk¢ t@a seat at a cafe and
watch the world go by?

Away from Heraklion and the other modern towns eesbrts of Crete, life
goes on much as it always has. If you are luckyghdo visit one of the
villages, you may see a traditional wedding in ofighe ancient Greek
Orthodox churches. In the past Cretan brides wbalee three crowns
placed on their pillows: a crown of thorns to sytid® long life and
endurance of its trials; a crown of myrtle and geteaves to symbolise
sweetness and lifelong love; and a crown madeedHdbto symbolise peace
and plenty.



Weddings are still celebrated wittmusic and dancing—dancing was
supposedly invented in Crete! The traditional dreiastrument is théyre.

Food is delicious all over the island, but the li@karea has some particular
delicacies of its own: watch out fstiff ado, beef cooked with onions and
spices, angjiouvarlakia—meatballs served with rice and a delicious sauce.
At Easter a special soumageiritsa,is served. It's made from lamb's liver,
vegetables, rice and egg.

No meal is complete when you're on holiday withatueast a glass of local
wine, and Cretan wine is excellent, both red Brousko, Kissamosor
Minos— and white:Gortinos andPhaestosFor something rather stronger,
why not try the famougaki, which is a powerful spirit made with the skins
and stalks of grapes? But be careful. . .! If y®oufeeling more
abstemious—or suffering the effects of last nightperhaps you should try
some Cretarherb tea. The most famous variety is made from the herb
dittany, which only grows on the island, and should ceraétd you good:
wild goats, it's claimed, ate it when they were naed and were then
rejuvenated and able to escape from hunters!

Crete is a shopper's paradise! If you've been toskKos you may well be
tempted by a piece giottery with a design copied from one of the Minoan
frescos—or there are plenty of other more modegsigde. NeaMalia, in
particular, there are many large pottery factovigts shops which offer a
huge choice. But save some of your money—you msy walant to buy
textiles, particularlyembroidery, or carved wood, jewelleryandshoes.

DID YOU KNOW THAT. . .?

* Crete only became part of independent united Gree 1913.

* Crete is the birthplace of the famous atfisGreco Cretans traditionally
were firm believers ivampires.

* The Greek currency is tlilrachma.
* The Greek for 'l love you' is'agapo



